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PREFACE 


Lost Horizon was first published on both sides ol the Atlantic in the 
autumn of 1933. Its sale was slow at first, and tlough it had a few 
fervent and even notable admirers, by Christmas of that year one 
might have prophesied that even the ripple it had stirred was already 
stilled. As this happens to ninety-nine percent oi novels, I was not 
enormously surprised, though I was—dare I now say it?—a little dis¬ 
appointed. But in June, 1934, the story received the Hawthom- 
den Prize, which is given yearly in England for an imaginative work 
written by a British author under the age of forty -one. The result was 
in the nature of a resurrection; the sale of the original English edition 
began to gather momentum, while in America the publishers took 
the almost unique step of issuing the book afresh. Such a second 
chance was well taken, for during the past two years seventeen edi¬ 
tions have been printed. This, the eighteenth, makes a permanent 
one. 

I recount these details without vainglory, though I canfiQijjxetclid 
to be indifferent over them. There is certainly no book of mine whose 
success I ever desired more keenly, for Lost Horizon was, in part, 
the expression of a mood for which I had always hoped to find sym¬ 
pathizers. I found them in thousands, and now, through the medium 
of the screen version that Frank Capra has made, the same mood, I 
hope, will find them in millions. 

Which leads me to a final remark about this mood. When Lost 
Horizon first appeared three years ago, its message of the peril of 
war to all that we mean by the word “civilization*' was considered 
topical. 

“It will be such a storm as the world has not seen before. 

. There will be no safety by arms, no help from authority, no an¬ 
swer in science. It will rage till every flower of culture is tram¬ 
pled, and all human things are leveled in a vast chaos. . • . The 
Dark Ages that are to come will cover the whole world in a 
jsingle pall; there will be neither escape nor sanctuary, save such 
are too secret to be foilnd or too humble to be noticed^ . , .** 
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How much happier one would be to dismiss all this as thoroughly 
out-of-date, than to admit, as one must, that in 1936 it has become 
more terrifyingly up-to-date than ever! 

Janies Hilton 

London 
August 4,1Q36 



PROLOGUE 


Cigars had burned low, and we were beginning to sample the disil¬ 
lusionment that usually afflicts old school friends '^'ho have met again, 
as men and found themselves with less in common than they had be¬ 
lieved they had. Rutherford wrote novels; Wylaiid was one of the 
Embassy secretaries; he had just given us dinner at Tempelhof—not 
very cheerfully, I fancied, but with the equanimity which a diplomat 
must always keep on tap for such occasions. It seemed likely that 
nothing but the fact of being three celibate Enghshmen in a foreign 
capital could have brought us together, and I had already reached 
the conclusion that the slight touch of priggishness which I remem¬ 
bered in Wyland Tertius had not diminished with years and an 
M.V.O. Rutherford I liked more; he had ripened well out of the 
skinny, precocious infant whom I had once alternately bullied and 
patronized. The probability that he was making much more money 
and having a more interesting life than either of us, gilve Wyland 
and me our one mutual emotion—a touch of envy. • ^ 

The evening, however, was far from dull. We had a goocl vie^v 
of the big Luft-Hansa machines as they arrived at the aerodrome 
from all parts of Central Europe, and towards dusk, when arc-flares 
were lighted, the scene took on a rich, theatrical brilliance. One of 
the planes was English, and its pilot, in full flying-kit, strolled past 
our table and saluted Wyland, who did not at first recognize him. 
When he did so there were introductions all around, and the stranger 
was invited to join us. He was a pleasant, jolly youth named Sanders. 
Wyland made some apologetic remark about the difficulty of identi¬ 
fying people when they were all dressed up in Sibleys and flying- 
helmets; at which Sanders laughed and answered: “Oh, rather, I 
know that well enough. Don’t forget I was at Baskul.” Wyland 
kughed also, but less spontaneously, and the conversation then took 
other dird(:tions. 

Sanders made an attractive addition to ow small company, and 
we all drank a great deal of beer together. About ten o’clock Wy- 
land*left us for a moment to speak to some one at a table near by, 
an^ Rutherford, kto the sildden hiatus of tal^ remarked: “Oh, by 
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the way, you mentioned Baskul just now. I know the place slightly. 
What was it you were referring to that happened there?” 

Sanders smiled rather shyly. ‘"Oh, just a bit of excitement we had 
once when I was in the Service.” But he was a youth who could not 
long refrain from being confidential. “Fact is, an Afghan or an Afridi 
or somebody ran oflF with one of our buses, and there was the very 
devil to pay afterwards, as you can imagine. Most impudent thing 
I ever heard of. The blighter waylaid the pilot, knocked him out, 
pinched his Idt, and climbed into the cockpit without a soul spotting 
him. Gave the mechanics the proper signals, too, and was up and 
away in fine style. The trouble was, he never came back.” 

Rutherford looked interested. “When did this happen?” 

“Oh—must have been about a year ago. May, 'thirty-one. We were 
evacuating civilians from Baskul to Peshawur owing to the revolu¬ 
tion—perhaps you remember the business. The place was in a bit 
of an upset, or I don't suppose the tiling could have happened. Still, 
it did happen—and it goes some way to show that clothes make the 
man, doesn't it?” 

Rutherford was still interested. “I should have thought you'd have 
had more than one fellow in charge of a plane on an occasion like 
that?” 

“We did, on all the ordinary troop-carriers, but this machine was 
a one, built for some maharajah originally—quite a stunt kind 

of outifer‘Jhe Indian Survey people had been using it for high-alti¬ 
tude flights in Kashmir.” 

“And yon My it never reached Peshawur?” 

“Never reached there, and never came down anyv’^here else, so 
far as we could discover. That was the queer part about it. Of course, 
if the fellow was a tribesman he might have made for the hills, think¬ 
ing to hold the passengers for ransom. I suppose they all got killed, 
somehow. There are heaps of places on the frontier where you might 
crash and not be heard of afterwards.” 

‘Tes, I know the sort of country. How many passengers were 
there?” 

“Four, I think. Three men and some woman missionary.” 

“Was one of the men, by any chance, named Conway?” 

Sanders looked surprised. “Why, yes. as a matter of fact. ‘Glory' 
Conway—did you know him?” ‘ 

“He and I were at the same school,” s‘aid Rutherford a little self¬ 
consciously, for it was true enough, yet a remark which he was ^ware 
did not suit him. * » 
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“He was a jolly fine chap, by all accounts of what he did at Baskul,” 
went on Sanders. 

Rutherford nodded. “Yes, undoubtedly , . . but how extraor¬ 
dinary . . . extraordinary . . .” He appeared to a llect himself after 
a spell of mind-wandering. Then he said: “It wa^ never in the pa¬ 
pers, or I think I should have read about it. How >v'as that?” 

Sanders looked suddenly rather uncomfortable, and even, I imag¬ 
ined, was on the point of blushing. “To tell you the truth,” he replied, 
“I seem to have let out more than I should ha\'e. Or perhaps it 
doesn't matter now—it must be stale news in evtiy mess, let alone 
in the bazaars. It was hushed up, you see—I mean, about the way 
the thing happened. Wouldn’t have sounded well The Gk)vernment 
people merely gave out that one of their machines was missing, and 
mentioned the names. Sort of thing that didn’t attract an awful lot 
of attention among outsiders.” 

At this point Wyland rejoined us, and Sanders turned to him half 
apologetically. “I say, Wyland, these chaps have been talking about 
‘Glory’ Conway. I’m afraid I spilled the Baskul yam—I hope you 
don’t think it matters?” 

Wyland was severely silent for a moment. It was plain that he 
was reconciling the claims of compatriot courtesy and oflScial recti¬ 
tude. “I can’t help feeling,” he said at length, “that it’s a pity to make 
a mere anecdote of it. I always thought you air fellows were put on 
your honor not to tell tales out of school.” Having thus snubbed the 
youth, he turned, rather more graciously, to Rutherford. “Cl course, 
it’s all right in youi* case, but I’m siu:e you realize that it’s sometimes 
necessary for events up on the Frontier to be shrouded in a little 
mystery.” 

“On the other hand,” replied Rutherford dryly, “one has a curious 
itch to know tlie truth.” 

“It was never concealed from any one who had any real reason 
for wanting to know it. I was at Peshawur at the time, and I can 
assure you of that. Did you know Conway well—since schooldays, I 
mean?” 

“Just a little at Oxford, and a few chance meetings since. Did you 
come across him much?” 

“At Angora, when I was stationed there, we met once or twice.” 
* “Did you like him?” 

“I thought he was clever, but rather slack.” 

Rutherford smiled. “He ’^^as certainly clever. He had a most ex¬ 
citing university career—until war broke out. Rowing Blue and a 

leading light at the Union and prizeman for this, that, and the other 

• 
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—also I reckon him the best amateur pianist I ever heard. Amazingly 
many-sided fellow, the kind, one feels, that Jowett would have 
tipped for a future premier.. Yet, in point of fact, one never heard 
much about him after those Oxford days. Of course the War cut into 
his career. He was very young and I gather he went through most 
of it.” 

‘‘He was blown up or something,” responded Wyland, T^ut nothing 
very serious. Didht do at all badly, got a D.S.O. in France. Then I 
believe he went back to Oxford for a spell as a sort of don. I know he 
^went East in 'twenty-one. His Oriental languages got him the job 
without any of the usual preliminaries. He had several posts.” 

Rutherford smiled more broadly. "Then, of course, that accounts 
for everything. History will never disclose the amount of sheer bril¬ 
liance wasted in the routine of decoding F.O. chits and handing 
round tea at Legation bun-fights.” 

“He was in the Consular Service, not the Diplomatic,” said Wy¬ 
land loftily. It wgs evident that he did not care for cha£F, and he 
inade no protest when, after a little more badinage of a similar kind, 
Rlrtherford rose to go. In any case it was getting late, and I said 1 
would go, too. Wyland's attitude as we made our farewells was still 
one of official propriety suffering in silence, but Sanders was very 
cordial and said he hoped to meet us again sometime. 

I was catching a transcontinental train at a very dismal hour of the 
e^;[]^moming, and, as we waited for a taxi, Rutherford asked me 
if I would care to spend the interval at his hotel. He had a sitting- 
room, he said, and we could talk. I said it would suit me excellently, 
and he answered; "Good. We can talk about Conway, if you like, 
unless you’re completely bored with his affairs.” 

I said that I wasn’t, at all, though I had scarcely known him. "He 
left at the end of my first term, and I never met him afterwards. But 
he was extraordinarily kind to me on one occasion. I was a new boy 
and there was no earthly reason why he should have done what he 
did. It was only a trivial thing, but I’ve always remembered it.” 

Rutherford assented. ‘Tes, I liked him a good deal too, though 
I also saw surprisingly little of him, if you measure it in time.” 

And then there was a somewhat odd silence, during which it was 
evident that we were both thinking of some one who had mattered 
to us far more than might have been judged from such casual con¬ 
tacts. I have often found since then that others whd met Conway, 
even quite formally and for a moment, femembered him afterwards 
with great vividness. He was certainly remarkable as a youth, aftad to 
me, who had known \iim at the hero-worshiping age^ his memory* is 
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still quite romantically distinct. He was tall and extremely good look¬ 
ing, and not only excelled at games but walked off with every con¬ 
ceivable kind of school prize. A rather •sentimental headmaster once 
referred to his exploits as “glorious,” and from V\at arose his nick¬ 
name. Perhaps only he could have survived it. fie gave a Speech 
Day Gyration in Greek, I recollect, and was outstandingly first-rate 
in school theatricals. There was something rather Elizabethan about 
him—his casual versatility, his good looks, that eff^ rvescent combina¬ 
tion of mental with physical activities. Something a bit Philip- 
Sidneyish. Our civilization doesn’t often breec’ people like that* 
nowadays. I made a remark of this kind to Rutherford, and he re¬ 
plied: “Yes, that’s true, and we have a special wor 1 of disparagement 
for them—we call them dilettanti. I suppose some people must have 
called Conway that, people like Wyland, for instance. I don’t much 
care for Wyland. I can’t stand his type—all that prinmess and 
mountainous self-importance. And the complete head-prefectorial 
mind, did you notice it? Little phrases about ‘putting people on their 
honor’ and ‘telling tales out of school’—as though the baUy Empire 
were the Fifth Form at St. Dominic’s! But, then, I always fall foul 
of tliese sahib diplomats.” 

We drove a few blocks in silence, and then he continued: “Still, 
I wouldn’t have missed this evening. It was a peculiar experience for 
me, hearing Sanders tell that story about the affair at Baskul. You 
see, I’d heard it before, and hadn’t properly believed it. If was part 
of a much more fantastic story, wliich I saw no reason to belieye at 
all, or well, only one very slight reason, anyway. Now there are two 
very slight reasons, I dare say you can guess that I’m not a particu¬ 
larly gullible person. I’ve spent a good deal of my life traveling about, 
and I know there are queer things in the world—if you see them 
yourself, that is, but not so often if you hear of them second-hand. 
And yet. , 

He seemed suddenly to realize that what he was saying could not 
mean very much to me, and broke off with a laugh. “Well, there’s 
one thing certain—I’m not likely to take Wyland into my confidence. 
It would be like trying to sell an epic poem to Tit-Bits, I’d rather try 
jny luck with you.” 

“Perhaps you flatter me,” I suggested. 

“Your book*doesn’t lead me to think so.” 

I had not mentioned my authorship of that rather technical work 
(aftSr aU, a neurologist’s is not everybody’s^ “shop”), and I was 
agjeeably surprised that Rhtherford had even heard of it. I said as 
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much, and he answered: “Well, you see, I was interested, because 
amnesia was Conway’s trouble at one time.” 

We had reached the hotel and he had to get his key at the bureau. 
As we went up to the fifth floor he said: “All this is mere beating 
about the bush. The fact is, Conway isn’t dead. At least he wasn’t a 
few months ago.” < 

This seemed beyond comment in th(^ narrow space and time of 
an elevator ascent. In the corridor a few seconds later I responded: 
“Are you sure of that? How do you know?” 

• And he answered, unlocking his door: “Because I traveled with 
him from Shanghai to Honolulu in a Jap liner last November.” He 
did not speak again till we were settled in armchairs and had fixed 
ourselves with drinks and cigars. “You see, I was in China in the 
autumn on a holiday. Tin always wandering about. I hadn’t seen 
Conway for years. We never conesponded, and I can’t say he was 
often in my thoughts, though his was one of the few faces that have 
always come to me quite effortlessly if I tried to pictiue it. I had 
been visiting a friend in Hankow and was returning by the Pekin 
express. On the train I chanced to get into conversation with a very 
charming Mother Superior of some French sisters of charity. She was 
traveling to Chung-Kiang, where her convent was, and, because I 
knew a little French, she seemed to enjoy chattering to me about her 
work and affairs in general. As a matter of fact, I haven’t much sym- 
patljy witlr ordinary missionary enterprise, but I’m prepared to ad¬ 
mit, as many people are nowadays, that the Romans stand in a class 
by themselves, since at least they work hard and don’t pose as com¬ 
missioned ofiBcers in a world full of other ranks. Still, that’s by the by. 
The point is that this lady, talking to me about the mission hospital 
at Chung-Kiang, mentioned a fever Ciise that had been brought in 
some wrecks back, a man who they thought must be a European, 
though he could give no account of himself and had no papers. His 
clothes were native, and of the poorest kind, and when taken in by 
the nuns he had been very ill indeed. He spoke fluent Chinese, as 
well as pretty good French, and my train companion assured me that 
before he realized tlie nationality of the nuns, he had also addressed 
them in English with a refined accent. I said I couldn’t imagine such 
a phenomenon, and chaffed her gently about being able to detec.t 
a refined accent in a language she didn’t know. We joked about these 
and other matters, and it ended by her inviting me to visit the mis¬ 
sion if ever I happened to be thereabouts. This, of course, seemed 
then as imlikely as that I should climb Everest, and when the train 
reached Chung-Kiang I shook hands with genuine regret that pur 
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chance contact had come to an end. As it happened, though, I was 
back in Chung-Kiang within a few hours. The tra^n broke down a 
mile or two further on, and with much difficulty p ished us back to 
the station, where we learned that a relief engine c mid not possibly 
arrive for twelve hours. That’s the sort of thing tb it often happens 
on Chinese railways. So there was half a day to be lived through in 
Chung-Kiang—which made me decide to lake tlie ^ood lady at her 
word and call at the mission. 

‘1 did so, and received a cordial, though natui .illy a somewhat 
astonished, welcome. I suppose one of the hardest things for a non- 
Catholic to realize is how easily a Catholic can combine official 
rigidity with non-official broad-mindedness. Is that ^oo complicated? 
Anyhow, never mind, those mission people made quite delightful 
company. Before Vd been there an hour I found that a meal had 
been prepared, and a young Chinese Christian doctor sat dovm with 
me to it and kept up a conversation in a jolly mixture of French and 
English. Afterwards, he and the Mother Superior took me to see the 
hospital, of which they were very proud. I had told them I was a 
writer, and they were simple-minded enough to be a-flutter at the 
thought that I might put them all into a book. We walked past the 
beds while the doctor explained the cases. The place was spotlessly 
clean and looked to be very competently run. I had forgotten all 
about the mysterious patient with the refined English accent till the 
Mother Superior reminded me that we were just coming to him. 
All I could see was the back of the man’s head; he was apparently 
asleep. It was suggested that I should address him in English, so I 
said ‘Good afternoon,’ which was the first and not very original thing 
I could think of. The man looked up suddenly and said ^Good after¬ 
noon’ in answer. It was true; his accent was educated. But I hadn’t 
time to be surprised at that, for I had already recognized him, de¬ 
spite his beard and altogether changed appearance and the fact that 
we hadn’t met for so long. He was Conway. I was certain he was, and 
yet, if I’d paused to think about it, I might well have come to the 
conclusion that he couldn’t possibly be. Fortunately I acted on the 
impulse of the moment. I called out his name and my own, and 
though he looked at me without any definite sign of recognition, I 
\^as positive I hadn’t made any mistake. There was an odd little 
twitching the facial muscles that I had noticed in him before, and 
he had the same eyes that at Balliol we used to say were so much 
more of a Cambridge blue than an Oxford. But besides all that, he 
was i man one simply didn’t make mistakes about—to see him once 
wa5^to know him always. Of\x)urse the doctor and the Mother Supe- 
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rior were greatly excited. I told them that I knew the man, that he 
was English, and a friend of mine, and that if he didn’t recognize 
me, it could only be because he had completely lost his memory. 
They agreed, in a rather amazed way, and we had a long consulta¬ 
tion about the case. They weren’t able to make any suggestions as 
to how Conway could possibly have arrived at Chung-Kiang in his 
condition. 

“To make the story brief, I stayed there over a fortnight, hoping 
that somehow or other I might induce him to remember things. I 
, didn’t succeed, but he regained his physical health, and we talked 
a good deal. When I told him quite frankly who I was and who he 
was, he was docile enough not to argue about it. He was quite cheer¬ 
ful, even, in a vague sort of way, and seemed glad enough to have 
my company. To my suggestion that I should take him home, he 
simply said that he didn’t mind. It was a little unnerving, that ap¬ 
parent lack of any personal desire. As soon as I could I arranged for 
our departure. I made a confidant of an acquaintance in the consular 
oflSce at Hankow, and thus the necessary passport and so on were 
made out without the fuss there might otherwise have been. Indeed, 
it seemed to me that for Conway’s sake the whole business had better 
be kept free from publicity and newspaper headlines, and I’m glad 
to say I succeeded in that. It would have been jam, of course, for 
the press. ' 

. “Well, we made our exit from China in quite a normal way. We 
sailed down the Yang-tse to Nanking, and then took train for Shang¬ 
hai.. There was a Jap liner leaving for ’Frisco that same night, so we 
made a great rush and got on board.” 

“You did a tremendous lot for him,” I said. 

Rutherford did not deny it. ‘T don’t think I should have done quite 
as much for any one else,” he answered. “But there was something 
about the fellow, and always had been—it’s hard to explain, but it 
made one enjoy doing what one could.” 

“Yes,” I agreed. “He had a peculiar charm, a sort of winsomeness 
that’s pleasant to remember even now when I picture it, though, of 
coinrse, I think of him still as a schoolboy in cricket flannels.” 

“A pity you didn’t know him at Oxford. He was just brilliant— 
there’s no other word. After the War people said he was different. 
I, myself, think he was. But I can’t help feeling that withiill his gifts 
he ought to have been doing bigger work. All that Britannic Majesty 
stuff isn’t my idea of a great man’s career. And Conway was—or 
should have been—You and I have both known him, hnd I 
don’t think I'm exaggerating when I sa>^ it’s an experience we sl)dnT 
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ever forget. And even when he and I met in the middle of China, 
with his mind a blank and his past a mystery, there was stiU that 
queer core of attractiveness in him.” 

Rutherford paused reminiscently and then conti ued: “As you can 
imagine, we renewed our old friendship on the sUip. I told him as 
much I knew about himself, and he listened witi^ an attention tliat 
might almost have seemed a little absurd. He rt nembered every¬ 
thing quite clearly since his arrival at Chung-K mg, and another 
point that may interest you is that he hadn't forgotten languages. He 
told me, for instance, that he knew he must ha e had something, 
to do with India, because he could speak Hindost;^ li. 

“At Yokohama the ship filled up, and among th(^ new passengers 
was Sieveking, the pianist, en route for a concert lour in the States. 
He was at our dining table and sometimes talked with Conway in 
German. That will show you how outwardly normal Conway was. 
Apart from his loss of memory, which didn't show in ordinary inter¬ 
course, there couldn’t have seemed much wrong with him. 

“A few nights after leaving Japan, Sieveking was prevailed upon 
to give a piano recital on board, and Conway and I went to hear 
him. He played well, of course, some Brahms and Scarlatti, and a 
lot of Chopin. Once or twice I glanced at Conway and judged that 
he was enjoying it all, which appeared very natural, in view of his 
own musical past. At the end of the program the show lengthened 
out into an informal series of encores which Sieveking-bestowed, 
very amiably, I thought, upon a few enthusiasts grouped round the 
piano. Again he played mostly Chopin; he rather specializes in it, 
you know. At last he left the piano and moved towards the door, 
still followed by admirers, but evidently feeling that he had done 
enough for them. In the meantime a rather odd thing was beginning 
to happen. Conway had sat down at the keyboard and was playing 
some rapid, hvely piece that I didn't recognize, but which drew 
Sieveking back in great excitement to ask what it was. Conway, after 
a long and rather strange silence, could only reply that he didn’t 
know. Sieveking exclaimed that that was incredible, and grew more 
excited still. Conway then made what appeared to be a tremendous 
physical and mental eflFort to remember, and said at last that the 
tlung was a Chopin study. I didn't think myself it could be, and I 
wasn’t surj^rised when Sieveking denied it absolutely. Conway, how¬ 
ever, grew suddenly quite indignant about tlie matter—which star¬ 
tled me, because up to the^ he had shown so little emotion about 
anytWng. ‘My dear fellow,’ Sieveking remonstrated, 1 know every- 
thiiijg of Chopijp’s that existe, and I can assure you that he never 
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wrote what you have just played. He might well have done so, be¬ 
cause its utterly in his style, but he just didn’t. I challenge you to 
show me the score in any of the editions.’ To which Conway replied 
at length: ‘Oh, yes, I remember now, it was never printed. I only 
know it myself from meeting a man who used to be one of Chopin’s 
pupils. . . . Here’s another unpublished thing I learned from him.’ ” 

Rutherford steadied me with his eyes as he went on: ‘1 don t know 
if you’re a musician, but even if you’re not, I dare say you’ll be able 
to imagine something of Sieveking’s excitement, and mine, too, as 
^ Conway continued to play. To me, of course, it was a sudden and 
quite mystifying glimpse into his past, the first clew of any kind that 
had escaped. Sieveking was naturally engrossed in the musical prob¬ 
lem, which was perplexing enough, as you’ll realize when I remind 
you that Chopin died in 1849. 

“The whole incident was so unfathomable, in a sense, that perhaps 
I should add that there were at least a dozen witnesses of it, includ¬ 
ing a Californian ^university professor of some repute. Of course, it 
was easy to say that Conway’s explanation was chronologically im¬ 
possible, or almost so; but there was still tl)c music itself to be ex¬ 
plained. If it wasn’t what Conway said it was, then what was it? 
Sieveking assured me that if those two pieces were published, they 
would be in every virtuoso’s repertoire within six months. Even if 
this is an exaggeration, it shows Sieveking’s opinion of them. After 
nmch argument at the time, we weren’t able to settle anything, for 
Conway Stuck to his story, and as he was beginning to look fatigued, 
I was anxious to get him away from the crowd and off to bed. The 
last episode was about making some phonograph records. Sieveking 
said he would fix up all arrangements as soon as he reached America, 
and Conway gave his promise to play before the microphone. I often 
feel it was a great pity, from every point of view, that he wasn’t able 
to keep his word.” 

Rutherford glanced at his watch and impressed on me that I 
should have plenty of time to catch my train, since his story was 
practically finished. “Because that night—the night after the recital 
—he got back his memory. We had both gone to bed and I was lying 
awake, when he came into my cabin and told me. His face had 
stiffened into what 1 can only describe as an expression of over¬ 
whelming sadness—a sort of universal sadness, if you know what’ I 
mean—something remote or impersonal, a Wehmut o*: Weltschmerz, 
or whatever the Germans call it. He said he could call to mind every¬ 
thing, that it had begun to come back to him during Sievaldng’s 
playing, though onl^ in patches at firstc He sat for a long while on 
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the edge of my bed, and I let him take his own time and make his 
own method of telling me. I said that I was glad his memory had 
returned, but sorry if he already washed .that it hadn't. He looked up 
then and paid me what I shall always regard as a marvelously high 
compliment. ‘Thank God, Rutherford,' he said, ‘yo i are capable of 
imagining things.’ After a while I dressed and pers laded him to do 
the same, and we walked up and down the boat dev k. It was a calm 
night, starry and very warm, and the sea had a pak sticky look, like 
condensed milk. Except for the vibration of the engines, we might 
have been pacing an esplanade. I let Conway go or in his own way, 
without questions at first. Somewhere about dawn !ie began to talk 
consecutively, and it was breakfast-time and hot s mshine when he 
had finished. When I say ‘finished’ I don’t mean that there was noth¬ 
ing more to tell me after that first confession. He filled in a good many 
important gaps during the next twenty-four hours. He was very un- 
happy, and couldn’t have slept, so we talked almost constantly. 
About the middle of the following night the ship was due to reach 
Honolulu. We had drinks in my cabin the evening before; he left me 
about ten o’clock, and I never saw him again.” 

“You don’t mean—” I had a picture in mind of a very calm, deliber¬ 
ate suicide I once saw on the mailboat from Holyhead to Kingstown. 
Rutherford laughed. “Oh, Lord, no—he wasn’t that sort. He just gave 
me the slip. It was easy enough to get ashore, but he must h^ve found 
it hard to avoid being traced when I set people searching’for him, 
as of course I did. Afterwards I learned that he’d managed to join the 
crew of a banana-boat going south to Fiji.” 

“How did you get to know that?” 

“Quite straightforwardly. He wrote to me, three months later, from 
Bangkok, enclosing a draft to pay the expenses I’d been put to on 
his account. He thanked me and said he was very fit. He also said 
he was about to set out on a long journey—to the northwest. That was 
all.” 

“Where did he mean?” 

“Yes, it’s pretty vague, isn’t it? A good many places must lie to the 
northwest of Bangkok. Even Berlin does, for that matter.” 

Rutherford paused and filled up my glass and his own. It had 
been a quefp story—or else he had made it seem so; I hardly knew 
which. The muSic part of it, though puzzling, did not interest me so 
much as the mystery of Conway’s arrival at that Chinese mission 
hospiftil; and I made this comment. Rutherford answered that in 
point of fact th^y were both^arts of the same problem. “Well, how 
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did he get to Chung-Kiang?” I asked. T suppose he told you .:dl 
about it that night on the ship?” 

“He told me something about it, and it would be absurd of me, 
after letting you know so much, to be secretive about the rest. Only, 
to begin with, it s a longish sort of tale, and there wouldn’t be time 
even to outline it before you’d have to be oflF for your train. ^-\nd be¬ 
sides, as it happens, there’s a more convenient way. I’m a little diffi¬ 
dent about revealing the tricks of my dishonorable calling, but the 
truth is, Conway’s story, as I pondered over it afterwards, appealed 
to me enormously. I had begun by making simple notes after our 
various conversations on the ship, so that I shouldn’t forget details; 
later, as certain aspects of the thing began to grip me, I had the 
urge to do more, to fashion the written and recollected fragments 
into a single narrative. By that I don’t mean that I invented or 
altered anything. There was quite enough material in what he told 
me: he was a fluent talker and had a natural gift for communicating 
an atmosphere. Also, I suppose, I felt I was beginning to understand 
tile man himself.” He went to an attache-case and took out a bundle 
of typed manuscript. “Well, here it is, anyhow, and you can make 
what you like of it.” 

“By which I suppose you mean that I’m not expected to believe 

itr 

“Oh, hatdly so definite a warning as that. But mind, if you do be¬ 
lieve, it will be for Tertullian’s famous reason—you remember?—qm*a 
impossihile est. Not a bad argument, maybe. Let me know what you 
think, at all events.” 

I took the manuscript away with me and read most of it on the 
Ostend express. I intended returning it with a long letter when I 
reached England, but there were delays, and before I could post it 
I got a short note from Rutherford to say that he was off on his wan¬ 
derings again and would have no settled address for some months. 
He was going to Kashmir, he wrote, and thence “east.” I was not 
surprised. 



CHAPTER ONE 


Dining that third week of May the situation in Bu'kul had become 
much worse and, on the 20th, Air Force machines ar: ived by arrange¬ 
ment from Peshawur to evacuate the white residents. These num¬ 
bered about eighty, and most were safely transported across the 
mountains in troop-carriers. A few miscellaneous aircraft were aJso 
employed, among them being a cabin machine lent by the Maharajah 
of Chandapore. In this, about 10 a.m., four passengers embarked: 
Miss Roberta Brinklow, of the Eastern Mission; Henry D. Barnard, 
an American; Hugh Conway, H.M. Consul; and Captain Charles 
Mallinson, H.M. Vice-Consul. 

These names are as they appeared later in Indian and British news- 
papers. 

Conway was thirty-seven. He had been at Baskul for two years, 
in a job which now, in the light of events, could be regarded as a 
persistent backing of the wrong horse. A stage of his life wa !5 finished; 
in a few weeks' time, or perhaps after a few months' leave in Eng¬ 
land, he would be sent somewhere else. Tokio or Teheran, Manila 
or Muscat; people in his profession never knew what was coming. 
He had been ten years in the Consular Service, long enough to assess 
his own chances as shrewdly as he was apt to do those of others. 
He knew tliat the plums were not for him; but it was genuinely 
consoling, and not merely sour grapes, to reflect that he had no taste 
for plums. He preferred the less formal and more picturesque jobs 
that were on offer, and as these were often not good ones, it had 
doubtless seemed to others that he was playing his cards rather badly. 
Actually, he felt he had played them rather well; he had had a varied 
and moderately enjoyable decade. 

^He was tail, deeply bronzed, with brown, short cropped hair and 
slate-blue qyes. He was inclined to look severe and brooding until 
he laughed, and then (but it happened not so very often) he looked 
boyish. There was a slight nervous twitch near the left eye which 
was liSually noticeable when he wcarked too hard or drank too much, 
and^as he had been packing* and destroying documents throughout 
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tlie. whole of the day and night preceding the evacuation, the twitch 
was very conspicuous when he climbed into the aeroplane. He was 
tired out, and overwhelmingly glad that he had contrived to be sent 
in the maharajah's luxurious air liner instead of in one of the crowded 
troop-carriers. He spread himself indulgently in the basket seat as 
the plane soared aloft. He was the sort of man who, being'^used to 
major hardships, expects minor comforts by way of compensation. 
Cheerfully he might endure the rigors of the road to Samarkand, but 
from London to Paris he would spend his last tenner on the Golden 
Arrow. 

It was after the flight had lasted more than an hour that Mallinson 
said he thought the pilot wasn't keeping a straight course. Mallinson 
sat immediately in front. He was a youngster in his middle twenties, 
pink-cheeked, intelligent without being intellectual, beset with pub¬ 
lic school limitations, but also with their excellences. Failure to pass 
an examination was the chief cause of his being sent to Baskul, where 
Conway had had six months of his company and had grown to like 
him. 

But Conway did not want to make the effort that an aeroplane 
conversation demands. He opened his eyes drowsily and replied that 
whatever the course taken, the pilot presumably knew best. 

Half an hour later, whvQ weariness and the drone of the engine 
had lulled him nearly to sleep, Mallinson disturbed him again. “I say, 
Conway, I thought Fenner was piloting us?” 

“Well, isn t he?” 

“The chap turned his head just now and I'll swear it wasn't he.” 

“It's hard to tell, through that glass panel.” 

“I'd know Fenner's face anywhere.” 

“Well, then, it must be some one else. I don’t see that it matters.” 

“But Fenner told me definitely that he was taking this machine” 

“They must have changed their minds and given him one of the 
others.” 

“Well, who is this man, then?” 

“My dear boy, how should I know? You don't suppose I've memo¬ 
rized the face of every flight-lieutenant in the Air Force, do you?” 

“I know a good many of them, anyway, but I don't recognize t^ils 
feUow.” ^ V 

“Then he must belong to the minority whom ybu don't know.” 
Conway smiled and added: “When we arrive in Peshawur very soon 
you can make his acquaintance amd ask him all about himself.^ 

“At this rate we shan't get to PeshaWur at all. The man's rigj^t off 
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his course. And Tin not surprised, either-flying so lamned high he 
can’t see where he is.” 

Conway was not bothering. He was used to air travel, and took 
things for granted. Besides, there was nothing parties lar he was eager 
to do when he got to Peshawur, and no one particui ir he was eager 
to see; so it was a matter of complete indifference *:o him whether 
the journey took four hours or six. He was unmarried; there would 
be no tender greetings on arrival. He had friends, ar 1 a few of them 
would probably take him to the club and stand liij i drinks; it was 
a pleasant prospect, but not one to sigh for in antici] ation. 

Nor did he sigh retrospectively, when he viev ed the equally 
pleasant, but not wholly satisfying vista of the past 4 ecade. Change¬ 
able, fair intervals, becoming rather unsettled; it had been his own 
meteorological summary during that time, as well as the world’s. He 
thought of Baskul, Pekin, Macao, and the other places—he had moved 
about pretty often. Remotest of all was Oxford, where he had had a 
couple of years of donhood after the War, lecturing on Oriental 
History, breathing dust in sunny libraries, cruising down the High 
on a push-bicycle. The vision attiacted, but did not stir him; there 
was a sense in which he felt that he was still a part of all that he 
might have been. 

A familiar gastric lurch infonned him that the plane was beginning 
to descend. He felt tempted to rag Mallinson aboui his fidgets^ and 
would perhaps have done so had not the youth risen abruptly, 
bumping his head against the roof, and waking Barnard, the Ameri¬ 
can, who had been dozing in his seat at the other side of the narrow 
gangway. "My Godl” Mallinson cried, peering tlirough the window, 
"Look down there!” 

Conway looked. Tlie view was certainly not what he had expected, 
if, indeed, he had expected anything. Instead of the trim, geomet¬ 
rically laid-out cantonments and tlie larger oblongs of the hangars, 
nothing was visible but an opaque mist veiling an immense, sun- 
brown desolation. The plane, though descending rapidly, was still 
at a height unusual for ordinary flying. Long, corrugated mountain- 
ridges could be picked out, perhaps a mile or so closer than the 
cloudier smudge of the valleys. It was typical Frontier scenery, 
thcfligh Conway had never viewed it before from such an altitude. 
It was also, \ 5 ^hidhi struck him as odd, nowhere that he could imagine 
near Peshawur, "I don’t reco^ze this part of the world,” he com- 
mentedL Then, more privately, for he did not wish to alarm the others, 
he added into Mallinson s ear; "Looks as if you re right. The man’s 
lost hfs way.” 
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The plane was swooping down at a tremendous speed, and as it 
did so, the air grew hotter; the scorched earth below was like an 
oven with the door suddenly opened. One mountain top after an¬ 
other lifted itself above the horizon in craggy silhouette; now the 
flight was along a curving valley, the base of which was strewn with 
rocks and the debris of dried-up watercourses. It looked likfe a floor 
littered with nut-shells. The plane bumped and tossed in air-pockets 
as uncomfortably as a row-boat in a swell. AH four passengers had 
to hold on to their seats. 

“Looks like he wants to land!*' shouted the American hoarsely. 

“He can’tl” Mallinson retorted. “He’d be simply mad if he tried 
to! Hell crash and then—” 

But the pilot did land. A small cleared space opened by the side 
of a gully, and with considerable skill the machine was jolted and 
heaved to a standstill. What happened after that, however, was more 
puzzling and legs reassuring. A swarm of bearded and turbanned 
tribesmen came forward from all directions, surrounding the machine 
and effectively preventing any one from getting out of it except the 
pilot. The latter clambered to earth and held excited colloquy with 
them, during which proceeding it became clear that, so far from 
being Fenner, he was not an Englishman at all, and possibly not 
even a European. Meanwhile cans of gasoline were fetched from a 
dump close by, and emptied into the exceptionally capacious tanks. 
Grins and disregarding silence met the sliouts of the four imprisoned 
passengers, while the slightest attempt to alight provoked a menacing 
movement from a score of rifles. Conway, who knew a little Pushtu, 
harangued the tribesmen as well as he could in that language, but 
without effect; while the pilot s sole retort to remarks addressed to 
him in any language was a significant flourish of his revolver. Mid¬ 
day sunlight, blazing on the roof of tfie cabto, grilled the air inside 
till the occupants were almost fainting with the heat and with the 
exertion of their protests. They were quite powerless; it had been a 
condition of the evacuation that they should carry no arms. 

When the tanks were at last screwed up, a gasoline can filled with 
tepid water was handed through one of the cabin windows. No 
questions were answered, though it did not appear that the men 
were personally hostile. After a further parley the pilot climbed back 
into the cockpit, a Pathan clumsily swung the prppeher, and the 
flight was resumed. The take-off, in that confined space and with 
the extra gasoline load, was even more skillful than the landiqg. The 
plane rose high into the hazy vapors; then turned east, as if setting 
a course. It was midaftemoon. ® ^ 
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A most extraordinary and bewildering business! As the cooler air 
refreshed them, the passengers could hardly believe tl ^t it had really 
happened; it was an outrage to which none could n call any paral¬ 
lel, or suggest any precedent, in all the turbulent records of the 
Frontier^ It would have been incredible, indeed, had they not been 
victims of it themselves. It was quite natural that h.^h indignation 
should follow incredulity, and anxious speculation ori‘y when indig¬ 
nation had worn itself out. Mallinson then developed the theory 
which, in the absence of any other, they found eassest to accept. 
They were being kidnaped for ransom. The trick wi'S by no means 
new in itself, though this particular technique must *)e regarded as 
original. It was a little more comforting to feel that they were not 
making entirely virgin history; after all, there had b<‘en kidnapings 
before, and a good many of them had ended up all right. The tribes¬ 
men kept you in some lair in the mountains till the Government paid 
up and you were released. You were treated quite decently, and as 
the money that had to be paid wasn’t your own, the whole business 
was only unpleasant while it lasted. Afterwards, of course, the Air 
people sent a bombing squadron, and you were left with one good 
story to tell for the rest of your life. Mallinson enunciated the propo¬ 
sition a shade nervously; but Barnard, the American, chose to be 
heavily facetious. ''Well, gentlemen, I dare say this is a fcute idea 
on somebody’s part, but I can’t exactly see that your Air Force has 
covered itself with glory. You Britishers make jokes about the hold¬ 
ups in Chicago and all that, but I don’t recollect any instance of a 
gunman running off with one of Uncle Sam’s aeroplanes. And I 
should like to know, by the way, what this fellow did with the real 
pilot. Sandbagged him, I bet.” He ya^^med. He was a large, fleshy 
man, with a hard-bitten face in which good-humored wrinkles were 
not quite offset by pessimistic pouches. Nobody in Baskul had known 
much about him except that he had arrived from Persia, where it 
was presumed he had something to do with oil. 

Conway meanwhile was busying himself with a very practical task. 
He had collected every scrap of paper that they all had, and was 
composing messages in various native languages to be dropped to 
earth at intervals. It was a slender chance, in such sparsely populated 
country, but'worth taking. 

The fourth occ^ipant, Miss Brinklow, sat tight-lipped and straight- 
backed, with few comments &nd no complaints. She was a small, 
rather feathery woman, with an air of having been compelled to at¬ 
tend a party at wWch there were goings-on that she could not wholly 
apprdVe^ 



22 


LOST HORIZON 


Conway had talked less than the two other men, for translating 
SOS messages into dialects was a mental exercise requiring concen¬ 
tration. He had, however, answered questions when asked, and had 
agreed, tentatively, with Mallinson s kidnaping theory. He had also 
agreed, to some extent, with Barnard's strictmes on the Air Force. 
‘‘Though one can see, of course, how it may have happen^. With 
the place in commotion as it was, one man in flying-kit would look 
very much like another. No one would think of doubting the bona 
fides of any man in the proper clothes who looked as if he knew 
his job. And this fellow must have known it—the signals, and so forth. 
Pretty obvious, too, that he knows how to fly . . . still, I agree with 
you that it s the sort of thing that some one ought to get into hot 
water about. And somebody will, you may be sure, though I suspect 
he won't deserve it." 

"Well, sir,'* responded Barnard, “I certainly do admire tlie way you 
manage to see both sides of the question. It's the right spirit to have, 
no doubt, even when you're being taken for a ride." 

Americans, Conway reflected, had the l^nack of being able to say 
patronizing tilings without being offensive. He smiled tolerantly, but 
did not continue the conversation. His tiredness was of a kind that 
no amount of possible peril could stave off. Towards late afternoon, 
when Barnard and Mallinson, who had been arguing, appealed to 
him on some point, it appeared that he had fallen asleep. 

"Dead beat,” Mallinson commented. "And I don't wonder at it, 
after these last few weeks." 

"You’re his friend?" queried Barnard. 

“I've worked witli him at the Consulate. I happen to know that 
he hasn’t been in bed for the last four nights. As a matter of fact, 
we’re damned lucky in having him with us in a tight comer like 
this. Apart from knowing the languages, he's got a sort of way with 
him in dealing with people. If any one can get us out of the mess, 
he’ll do it. He's pretty cool about most things,” 

"Well, let him have his sleep, then," agreed Barnard. 

Miss Brinklow made one of her rare remarks. "I think he looks 
like a very brave man," she said, 

Conway was far less certain that he was a very brave man. He 
had closed his eyes in sheer physical fatigue, but without actually 
sleeping. He could hear and feel every movement of the plane, and 
he heard also, with mixed feelings, Mallinson’s eulogy of hinaself. It 
was then that he liad his doubts, recognizing a tight sensation in his 
stomach which was his own bodily reaction to a disquieting ifiental 
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survey. He was not, as he knew well from experiej<ce, one of those 
persons who love danger for its own sak^. There w is an aspect of it 
which he sometimes enjoyed, an excitement, a purg itive effect upon 
sluggish emotions, but he was far from fond of riskin g his life. Twelve 
years e^lier he had grown to hate the perils of t mch warfare in 
France, and had several times avoided death by decUning to attempt 
valorous impossibilities. Even his D.S.O. had been v on, not so much 
by physical courage, as by a certain hardly develoj ed technique of 
endurance. And since the War, whenever there 1 id been danger 
again, he had faced it with increasing lack of relish u dess it promised 
extravagant dividends in thrills. 

He still kept his eyes closed. He was touched, ind a little dis¬ 
mayed, by what he had heard Mallinson say. It was his fate in life 
to have his equanimity always mistaken for pluck, whereas it was 
actually something much more dispassionate and much less virile. 
They were all in a damnably awkward situation, it seemed to him, 
and so far from being full of bravery about it, he felt chiefly an enor¬ 
mous distaste for whatever trouble might be in store. Tliere was Miss 
Brinklow, for instance. He foresaw that in certain circumstances he 
would have to act on the supposition that because she was a woman 
she mattered far more than the rest of them put together, and he 
shrank from a situation in which such disproportionate behavior 
might be unavoidable. 

Nevertheless, when he showed signs of wakefulness, it was to Miss 
Brinklow that he spoke first. He realized that she was neither young 
nor pretty—negative virtues, but immensely helpful ones in such 
difficulties as those in which they might soon find themselves. He 
was also rather sorry for her, because he suspected that neither Mal¬ 
linson nor the American liked missionaries, especially female ones. 
He himself was unprejudiced, but he was afraid she would find his 
open mind a less familiar and therefore an even more disconcerting 
phenomenon. “We seem to be in a queer fix,” he said, leaning forward 
to her ear, “but Tm glad you re taking it calmly. I don’t really think 
anything dreadful is going to happen to us.” 

“I’m certain it won’t if you can prevent it,” she answered; which 
did not console him. 

“You must let»me know if tliere is anything we can do to make 
you more comfortable.” • 

Barnard caught the word. “Comfortable?” he echoed raucously. 
“Why, of course we’re comfortable. We’re just enjSying the trip. Pity 
we h^en’t a paclc of cards—we could play a rubber of bridge,” 
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Conway welcomed the spirit of the remark, though he disliked 
bridge. “I don’t suppose Miss Brinklow plays,” he said, smiling. 

But the missionary turned round briskly to retort: “Indeed I do, 
and I could never see any harm in cards at all. There’s nothing against 
them in the Bible.” ^ 

They all laughed, and seemed obliged to her for providing an ex¬ 
cuse. At any rate, Conway thought, she wasn’t hysterical. 

All afternoon the plane had soared thiough the thin mists of the 
upper atmosphere, far too liigh to give clear sight of what lay be¬ 
neath. Sometimes, at longish intervals, the veil was tom for a moment, 
to display the jagged outline of a peak, or the glint of some unknown 
stream. The direction could be determined roughly from the sun; 
it was still east, witli occasional twists to the north; but where it had 
led depended on the speed of travel, which Conway could not judge 
with any accuracy. It seemed likely, though, that tlie flight must al¬ 
ready have exhausted a good deal of the gasohne; though that again 
depended on uncertain factors. Conway had no technical knowledge 
of aircraft, but he was sure that the pilot, whoever he might be, was 
altogether an expert. That halt in the rock-strewn valley had demon¬ 
strated it, and also other incidents since. And Conway could not re¬ 
press a feeling that was always his in the presence of any superb 
and indisputable competence. He was so used to being appealed to 
for help that mere awareness of some one who would neither ask 
nor need it was slightly tranquilizing, even amidst the greater per¬ 
plexities of the future. But he did not expect his companions to share 
such a tenuous emotion. He recognized that they were likely to have 
far more personal reasons for anxiety than he had himself. Mallin- 
son, for instance, was engaged to a girl in England; Barnard might 
be married; Miss Brinklow had her work, vocation, or however she 
might regard it. Mallinson, incidentally, was by far the least com¬ 
posed; as the hours passed he showed himself increasingly excitable- 
apt, also, to resent to Conway’s face the very coolness which he had 
praised behind his back. Once, above the roar of the engine, a sharp 
storm of argument arose. "Look here,’' Mallinson shouted angrily, 
"are we bound to sit here twiddling our thumbs while this maniac 
does everything he damn well wants? What’s to prevent us frbm 
smashing that panel and having it out with him?” « 

“Nothing at all,” replied Conway, *^*except that he’s armed and 
we re not, and that in any case, none of ^ would know how to bring 
the machine to eafth afterwards.” ^ 

“It can’t be very hard, surely. I dare say you could do it.” 
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‘'My dear Mallinson, why is it always me you expect to perform 
these miracles?” 

“Well, anyway, this business is getting hellishly on J iy nerves. Can't 
we make the fellow come down?” 

“How do you suggest it should be done?” 

Mallir^on was becoming more and more agitat ^d. “Well, he's 
there, isn't he? About six feet away from us, and ^^e're three men 
to one! Have we got to stare at his damned back i.Q the time? At 
least we might force him to tell us what the game is. 

“Very well, we'll see.” Conway took a few paces forward to the 
partition between the cabin and the pilot's cockpit, which was sit¬ 
uated in front and somewhat above. There was a pan* of glass, about 
six inches square and made to slide open, through \'v^hich the pilot, 
by turning Iiis head and stooping slightly, could communicate with 
his passengers. Conway tapped on this with his knuckles. The re¬ 
sponse was almost comically as he had expected. Hie glass panel 
slid sideways and the barrel of a revolver obtrudc^d. Not a word; 
just that. Conway retreated without arguing the t^oint, and the panel 
slid back again. 

Mallinson, who had watched the incident, was only partly satis¬ 
fied. “I don’t suppose he'd have dared to shoot,” he commented. “It's 
probably bluff.” 

“Quite,” agreed Conway, “but I'd rather leave you to make sure.” 

“Well, I do feel we ought to put up some sort of a fight* before 
giving in tamely like this.” 

Conway was sympathetic. He recognized the convention, with all 
its associations of red-coated soldiers and school history books, that 
Englishmen fear nothing, never surrender, and are never defeated. 
He said: “Putting up a fight without a decent chance of winning is a 
poor game, and I'm not that sort of hero.” 

“Good for you, sir,” interposed Barnard heartily. “When some¬ 
body’s got you by the short hairs you may as well give in pleasantly 
and admit it. For my part I'm going to enjoy life while it lasts and 
have a cigar. I hope you don't think a little bit of extra danger mat¬ 
ters to us?” 

“Not so far as I'm concerned, but it might bother Miss Brinklow.” 

Barnard was quick to make amends. “Pardon me, madam, but do 
you mind if Psmpke?” 

“Not at all,” she answered garaciously. “I don't do so myself, but I 
just love the smell of a cigar.” 

Conway felt that of all th^ women who could possibly have made 
such ^remark, shB was easily fhe most typical. Anyhow, Mallinson's 
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excitement had calmed a little, and to show friendliness he oflFeied 
him a cigarette, though he did not light one himself, “I know how 
you feel,** he said gently. “It’s a bad outlook, and it’s all the worse, 
in some ways, because there isn’t much we can do about it.” 

“And all the better, too, in other ways,” he could not help adding 
to himself. For he was still immensely fatigued. There was also in 
his natiure a trait which some people might have called laziness, 
though it was not quite that. No one was capable of harder work, 
when it had to be done, and few could better shoulder responsibility; 
but the facts remained that he was not passionately fond of activity, 
and did not enjoy responsibility at all. Both were included in his 
job, and he made the best of them, but he was always ready to give 
way to any one else who could function as well or better. It was 
partly this, no doubt, that had made his success in the Service less 
striking than it might have been. He was not ambitious enough to 
shove his way past others, or to make an important parade of doing 
nothing when there was really nothing doing. His despatches were 
sometimes laconic to the point of curtness, and liis calm in emer¬ 
gencies, though admired, was often suspected of being too sincere. 
Authority likes to feel that a man is imposing some effort on liim- 
self, and that his apparent nonchalance is only a cloak to disguise 
an outfit of well-bred emotions. With Conway the dark suspicion 
had sometimes been emrent that he really was as unruffled as he 
looked, and that whatever happened, he did not give a damn. 
But this, too, like the laziness, was an imperfect interpretation. What 
most observers failed to perceive in him was something quite baf- 
flingly simple—a love of quietness, contemplation, and being alone. 

Now, since he was so inclined and there was nothing else to do, he 
leaned back in the basket chair and went definitely to sleep. When 
he woke he noticed that the others, despite their various anxieties, 
had likewise succumbed. Miss Brinklow was sitting bolt upright with 
her eyes closed, like some rather dingy and outmoded idol; Mallinson 
had loUed forward in his place with his chin in the palm of a hand. 
The American was even snoring. Very sensible of them all, Conway 
thought; there was no point in wearying themselves with shouting. 
But immediately he was aware of certain physical sensations in 
himself, slight dizziness and heart-thumping and a tendency to ^in¬ 
hale sharply and with effort. He remembered similar symptoms once 
before—in the Swiss Alps. ^ 

Then he turned to the window and gazed out. The surrounding 
sky had cleared completely, and in theMight of late aftemoefia there 
came to him a vision which, for the itistant, snatched the remjpning 



LOST HORIZON 


27 


breath out of his lungs. Far away, at the very limit of distance, lay 
range upon range of snow-peaks, festooned with gla< iers, and float¬ 
ing, in appearance, upon vast levels of cloud. They compassed the 
whole arc of the circle, merging towards the west in a horizon that 
was fierce, almost garish in coloring, like an impressi* nist back-drop 
done by^some half-mad genius. And meanwhile, the plane, on that 
stupendous stage, was droning over an abyss in face rt a sheer white 
wall that seemed part of tlie sky itself until the sun c night it. Then, 
like a dozen piled-up Jungfraiis seen from Miirren. it flamed into 
superb and dazzling incandescence. 

Conway was not apt to be easily impressed, and i . a rule he did 
not care for 'Views,” especially the more famous < ncs for which 
thoughtful municipalities provide garden seats. Once, on being taken 
to Tiger Hill, near Darjeeling, to watch the sunrise upon Everest, he 
had found the highest mountain in the world a definite disappoint¬ 
ment. But this fearsome spectacle beyond the window pane was of 
different caliber; it had no air of posing to be admired. There was 
something raw and monstrous about those uncompromising ice-clifEs, 
and a certain sublime impertinence in approaching them thus. He 
pondered, envisaging maps, calculating distances, (estimating times 
and speeds. Then he became aware that Mallinson had wakened 
also. He touched the youth on the arm. , 



CHAPTER TWO 


It was typical of Conway that he let the otliers waken for themselves, 
and made small response to their exclamations of astonishment; yet 
later, when Barnard sought his opinion, gave it with something of 
the detached fluency of a university professor elucidating a problem. 
He thought it likely, he said, that they were still in India; they had 
been flying east for several hours, too high to see much, but probably 
the course had been along some river valley, one stretching roughly 
east and west. ‘T wish I hadn’t to rely on memory, but my impression 
is that the valley of the upper Indus fits in well enough. That would 
have brought us by now to a very spectacular part of the world, 
and, as you see, so it has.” 

^ou know where we are, then?” Barnard interrupted. 

‘‘Well, no—IVe never been anywhere near here before, but I 
wouldnt*be surprised if that mountain is Nanga Parbat, the one 
Mummery lost his life on. In structure and general lay-out it seems 
in accord with all IVe heard about it.” 

‘Tou are a mountaineer yourself?” 

“In my younger days 1 was keen. Only the usual Swiss climbs, of 
course.” 

Mallinson intervened peevishly: “There^d be more point in dis¬ 
cussing where we re going to. I wish to God somebody could tell us.” 

“WeU, it looks to me as if we*re heading for that range yonder,” 
said Barnard. “Don’t you think so, Conway? You 11 excuse me calling 
you that, but if we’re all going to have a little adventure together, 
it s a pity to stand on ceremony.” 

Conway thought it very natural that any one should call him by 
his own name, and found Barnard’s apologies for so doing a trifle 
needless. “Oh, certainly,” he agreed, and added; “I think that rapge 
must be the Karakorams. There are several passes if ouivman intends 
to cross them.” ^ 

“Our man?” exclaimed Mallinson. “You mean our maniacl I reckon 
it’s time we dropped the kidnaping theory. We’re far past the Fron- 
tier country by now, there aren’t anyltribes living around here. The 
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only explanation I can think of is that the fellow^s a raving lunatic. 
Would anybody except a lunatic fly into this sort of < ountry?” 

‘1 know that nobody except a damn fine airman ould,** retorted 
Barnard. “I never was great at geography, but I vnderstand that 
these ar^ reputed to be the highest mountains in t\ i world, and if 
thats so, it’ll be a pretty first-class performance to cn ss them." 

“And also the will of God," put in Miss Brinklov unexpectedly. 

Conway did not ofiFer his opinion. Tlie will of Go t or the lunacy 
of man—it seemed to him that you could take yon^ choice, if you 
wanted a good enough reason for most things. Or, alt amatively (and 
he thought of it as he contemplated the small orderhr jss of the cabin 
against the window background of sucli frantic natur il scenery), the 
will of man and the lunacy of God. It must be satisfy ing to be quite 
certain which way to look at it. Then, while he walched and pon¬ 
dered, a strange transformation took place. The light turned to bluish 
over the whole mountain, with the lower slopes darkening to violet. 
Something deeper than his usual aloofness rose in him—not quite 
excitement, still less fear, but a sharp intensity of expectation. He 
said: “You’re quite right, Barnard, this affair grows more and more 
remarkable,” 

“Remarkable or not, I don’t feel inclined to propose a vote of thanks 
about it,” Mallinson persisted. “We didn’t ask to be brought here, 
and Heaven knows what we shall do when we get there, wherever 
there is. And I don’t see that it’s any less of an outrage because the 
fellow happens to be a stunt flyer. Even if he is, he can be just as 
much a lunatic. I once heard of a pilot going mad in mid-air. This 
fellow must have been mad from the beginning. That’s my theory, 
Conway.” 

Conway was silent. He found it irksome to be continually shouting 
above the roar of the machine, and after all, there was little point in 
arguing possibilities. But when Mallinson pressed for an o];)inion, 
he said: “Very well-organized lunacy, you know. Don’t forget the 
landing for gasoline, and also that this was the only machine that 
could climb to such a height.” 

“That doesn’t prove he isn’t mad. He may have been mad enough 
to plan everything.” 

‘TTes, of coturse, that’s possible.” 

“Well, then, we’ve got to decide on a plan of action. What are we 
going ij) do when he comes to earth? If he doesn’t crash and kill us 
all, that is. What are we going to do? Rush forward and congratulate 
him cm his marvelous flight, I suppose,” 
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^Not on your life,” answered Barnard. “1*11 leave you to do all the 
rushing forward.” 

Again Conway was loth to prolong the argument, especially since 
American, with his level-headed banter, seemed quite capable 
of handling it himself. Already Conway found himself reflecting that 
the party might have been far less fortunately constituted. Only Mal- 
Unson was inclined to be cantankerous, and that might partly be due 
to the altitude. Rarefied air had different effects on people; Conway, 
for instance, derived from it a combination of mental clarity and 
physical apathy that was not unpleasant. Indeed, he breathed the 
clear cold air in little spasms of content. The whole situation, no 
doubt, was appalling, but he had no power at the moment to resent 
anything that proceeded so purposefully and with such captivating 
interest. 

And there came over him, too, as he stared at that superb moun¬ 
tain, a glow of satisfaction that there were such places still left on 
earth, distant, inaccessible, as yet unhumanized. The icy rampart of 
the Karakorams was now more striking than ever against the north¬ 
ern sky, which had become mouse-colored and sinister; the peaks 
had a chill gleam; utterly majestic and remote, their very nameless¬ 
ness had dignity. Those few thousand feet by which they fell short of 
the kno>yn giants might save them eternally from the climbing ex- 
p^tion; they offered a less tempting lure to the record-breaker. 
Conway was the antithesis of such a type; he was inclined to see 
vulgarity in the Western ideal of superlatives, and “the utmost for 
the highest” seemed to him a less reasonable and perhaps more com¬ 
monplace proposition than “the much for the high.” He did not, in 
fact, care for excessive striving, and he was bored by mere exploits. 

While he was still contemplating the scene, twilight fell, steeping 
the depths in a rich, velvet gloom that spread upwards like a dye. 
Then the whole range, much nearer now, paled into fresh splendor; 
a full moon rose, touching each peak in succession like some celestial 
lamp-hghter, until the long horizon glittered against a blue-black 
sky. The air grew cold and a wind sprang up, tossing the machine 
uncomfortably. These new distresses lowered the spirits of the pas¬ 
sengers; it had not been reckoned that the flight could go on after 
dusk, and now the last hope lay in the exhaustion of gasoline. That, 
however, was bound to come soon. Mallinson began,to al'gue about it, 
and Conway, with some reluctance, for he really did not know, gave 
as his estimate that the utmost distance might be an)ihing up to a 
thousand miles, of which they must already have covered most. 
*Well, where would that bring us?”‘queried the‘youth miserably. 
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“Its not easy to judge, but probably some part of Tibet. If these 
are the Karakorams, Tibet lies beyond. One of the crests, by the 
way, must be K 2 , which is generally counted the second highest 
mountain in the world.” 

“Next^on the list after Everest,” commented Ban-ard. “Gee, this 
is some scenery.” 

“And from a climber’s point of view much stiffe? than Everest. 
The Duke of Abruzzi gave it up as an absolutely in possible peak.” 

“O/i, Godr muttered Mallinson testily, but Barnard laughed. “I 
guess you must be the official guide on this trip, C >nway, and Til 
admit that if I only had a flask of caf6 cognac I woi ^dn’t care if it’s 
Tibet or Tennessee.” 

“But what are we going to do about it?” urged \!allinson again. 
“Why are we here? What can be the point of it all? ' don’t see how 
you can make jokes about it.” 

“Well, it’s as good as making a scene about it, young fellow. Be¬ 
sides, if the man is off his nut, as you’ve suggested, there probably 
isnt any point.” 

“He must be mad. I can’t think of any other explanation. Can you, 
Conway?” 

Conway shook his head. 

Miss Brinklow turned round as she might have done during the 
interval of a play. “As you haven’t asked my opinion, perhaps I 
oughtn’t to give it,” she began, with shrill modesty, “but I should like 
to say that I agree with Mr. Mallinson. I’m sure the poor man can’t 
be quite right in his head. The pilot, I mean, of course. There would 
be no excuse for him, anyhow, if he were not mad.” She added, 
shouting confidentially above the din: “And do you know, this is my 
first trip in the airl My very firstl Nothing would ever induce me to 
do it before, though a friend of mine tried her very best to persuade 
me to fly from London to Paris.” 

“And now you’re flying from India to Tibet instead,” said Barnard. 
“That’s the way things happen.” 

She went on: “I once knew a missionary who had been to Tibet. 
He said the Tibetans were very odd people. They believe we are 
descended from monkeys.” 

"•Real smart of ’em.” 

“Oh, dear, no,*! don’t mean in the modern way. They’ve had the 
belief for hundreds of years, ft’s only one of their superstitions. Of 
course J[*m against all of it myself, and I think Darwin was far worse 
than any Tibetam I take my st^d on the Bible.” ^ 

“Ft&d^entalist, I suppose?” 
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But Miss Brinklow did not appear to understand the term. “I used 
to belong to the L.M.S.,” she shrieked, "but I disagreed with them 
about infant baptism.” 

Conway continued to feel that this was a rather comic remark long 
after it had occurred to him that the initials were those of the 
London Missionary Society. Still picturing the inconveniences of 
holding a theological argument at Euston Station, he began to think 
that there was something slightly fascinating about Miss Brinklow. 
He even wondered if he could offer her any article of his clothing for 
the night, but decided at length that her constitution was probably 
wirier than his. So he huddled up, closed his eyes, and went quite 
easily and peacefully to sleep. 

And the flight proceeded. 

Suddenly they were all wakened by a lurch of the machine. Con¬ 
way’s head struck the window, dazing him for the moment; a return- 
' ing lurch sent him floimdering between the two tiers of seats. It was 
much colder. The first thing he did, automatically, was to glance at 
his watch; it showed half-past one, he must have been asleep for 
some time. His ears were full of a loud, flapping sound, which he took 
to be imaginary until he realized that the engine had been shut off 
and that- the plane was rushing against a gale. Then he stared 
through the window and could see the earth quite close, vague and 
snail-gray, scampering underneath. "He’s going to land!” Mallinson 
shouted; and Barnard, who had also been flung out of his seat, re¬ 
sponded with a saturnine: "If he’s lucky.” Miss Brinklow, whom the 
entire commotion seemed to have disturbed least of all, was adjust¬ 
ing her hat as calmly as if Dover Harbor were just in sight. 

Presently the plane touched ground. But it was a bad landing this 
time—"Oh, my God, damned bad, damned bad!” Mallinson groaned 
as he clutched at his seat during ten seconds of crashing and swaying. 
Something was heard to strain and snap, and one of the tires ex¬ 
ploded. "That’s done it,” he added in tones of anguished pessimism. 
"A broken tail-skid, we’ll have to stay where we are now, that’s cer¬ 
tain,” 

Conway, never talkative at times of crisis, stretched his stiffened 
legs and felt his head where it had banged against the window.*' A 
bruise, nothing much. He must do something to help these people. 
But he was the last of the four to stami up when the plane came to 
rest. “Steady,” he called out as Mallinson wrenched open the door 
of the cabin and prepared to make thje jump to earth; and eerily, in 
the comparative silence, the youth’s answer came:*' "No need^o be 
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steady—this looks like the end of the world—there s not a soul about, 
anyhow/' 

A moment later, chilled and shivering,* they were dl aware that 
this was so. With no sound in their ears save the fierce gusts of wind 
and their own crunching footsteps, they felt themselve ^ at the mercy 
of something dour and savagely melancholy—a mood m which both 
earth and air were saturated. The moon looked to ha\<; disappeared 
behind clouds, and starlight illumined a tremendous emptiness 
heaving vnth wind. Without thought or knowledge, cue could have 
guessed that this bleak world was mountain-high, and that the 
mountains rising from it were mountains on top of mountains. A 
range of them gleamed on a far horizon like a row of dog-teeth. 

Mallinson, feverishly active, was already making h r the cockpit. 
‘1 m not scared of the fellow on land, whoever he is," he cried. “Tm 
going to tackle him right away. . . 

The others w^atched apprehensively, hypnotized by the spectacle 
of such energy. Conway sprang after him, but too late to prevent 
the investigation. After a few seconds, however, the youth droppeii 
down again, gripping his arm and muttering in a lioarse, sobered 
staccato; “I say, Conway, it's queer. ... I think the fellow's ill or 
dead or something. ... I can't get a word out of him. Come up 
imd look. ... I took his revolver, at any rate." 

‘"Better give it to me," said Conway, and though still rather dazed 
by the recent blow on his head, he nerved himself for action.. Of all 
times and places and situations on earth, this seemed to him to com¬ 
bine the most hideous discomforts. He hoisted himself stiffly into a 
position from which he could see, not very well, into the enclosed 
cockpit. There was a strong smell of gasoline, so he did not risk strik¬ 
ing a match. He could just discern the pilot, huddled forward, his 
head sprawling over the controls. He shook him, unfastened his hel¬ 
met, and loosened the clothes round his neck. A moment later he 
turned round to report: “Yes, there's something happened to him. 
We must get him out.” But an observer might have added that some¬ 
thing had happened to Conway as well. His voice was sharper, more 
incisive; no longer did he sound to be hovering on the brink of some 
profound doubtfulness. The time, the place, the cold, his fatigue, 
were now of less account; there was a job that simply had to be 
done, and the more conventional part of him was uppermost and 
preparing to do it , 

With Barnard and Mallinson assisting, the pilot was extracted from 
his seafand lifted to the ground. He was unconscious, not dead. Con¬ 
way h^d no partieular medicalTcnowledge, but, as to most men who 
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liave lived in outlandish places, the phenomena of illness were 
mostly familiar. “Possibly a heart attack brought on by the high alti¬ 
tude,” he diagnosed, stooping over the unknown man. “We can do 
very little for him out here—there’s no shelter from this infernal wind. 
Better get him inside the cabin, and ourselves too. We haven’t an 
idea where we are, and it’s hopeless to make a move until daylight.” 

The verdict and the suggestion were both accepted without dis¬ 
pute. Even Mallinson concurred. They carried the man into the 
cabin and laid liim full-length along the gangway between tlie seats. 
The interior was no warmer than outside, but offered a screen to the 
flurries of wind. It was the wind, before much time had passed, that 
became the central preoccupation of them all—the leit-motif, as it 
were, of tlie whole mournful night. It was not an ordinary wind. It 
was not merely a strong wind or a cold wind. It was somehow a 
frenzy that lived all around them, a master stamf)ing and ranting 
over his own domain. It tilted the loaded macliine and shook it vi¬ 
ciously, and when Conway glanced through the windows it seemed 
as if the same wind were whirling splinters of light out of the stars. 

The stranger lay inert, while Conway, with difficulty in tlie dim¬ 
ness and confined space, made what examination he could by the 
Ught of matches. But it did not reveal much. “His heart’s faint,” he 
said at l^t, and tlien Miss Brinklow, after groping in her handbag, 
created a small sensation. “I wonder if this would be any use to tlie 
poor man,” she proffered condescendingly. “I never touch a drop 
myself, but I always carry it with me in case of accidents. And tliis is 
a sort of accident, isn’t it?” 

“I should say it was,” replied Conway with grimness. He un¬ 
screwed the bottle, smelt it, and poured some of the brandy into 
the man’s mouth. “Just the stuff for him. Thanks.” After an interval 
the slightest movement of eyelids was visible. Mallinson suddenly 
became hysterical. “I can’t help it,” he cried, laughing wildly. “We 
all look such a lot of damn fools striking matches over a corpse. . . . 
And he isn’t much of a beauty, is he? Chink, I should say, if he’s 
anything at all.” 

“Possibly.” Conway s voice was level and rather severe. “But he’s 
not a corpse yet. With a bit of luck we may bring him round.” 

“Luck? It’ll be liis luck, not ours.” 

“Don't be too sure. And shut up for the time being, anyhow.” 

There was enough of the schoolboy ^till in Mallinson to make him 
respond to the curt command of a senior, though he was obviously 
in poor control of Jiimself. Conway, though sorry for him, was more 
concerned with the immediate probldin of the pilot, since he,«^one 
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of them all, might be able to give some explanation of their plight. 
Conway had no desire to discuss the matter further ii a merely spec¬ 
ulative way; there had been enough of that during the journey. He 
was uneasy now beyond his continuing mental curio ity, for he was 
aware that the whole situation had ceased to be ex( jtingly perilous 
and was^hreatening to become a trial of endurance < nding in catas¬ 
trophe. Keeping vigil throughout that gale-tormented night, he faced 
facts none the less frankly because he did not troul e to enunciate 
them to the others. He guessed that the flight had progressed far 
beyond the western range of the Himalaya towards the less known 
heights of the Kuen-Lun, In that event they woul«! by now have 
reached the loftiest and least hospitable part of the earth's surface, 
the Tibetan plateau, two miles high even in its lowest valleys, a vast, 
uninhabited, and largely unexplored region of wind-swept upland. 
Somewhere they were, in that forlorn country, manxmed in far less 
comfort than on most desert islands. Then abruptly, as if to answer 
his curiosity by increasing it, a rather awe-inspiring change took 
place. The moon, which he had tliought to be hidden by clouds, 
sNvung over the lip of some shadowy eminence and, whilst still not 
showing itself directly, unveiled the darkness ahead. Conway could 
see the outline of a long valley, with rounded, sad-looking low hills 
on either side, jet-black against the deep electric blue of the night- 
sky. But it was to the head of the valley that his eyes were led 
irresistibly, for there, soaring into the gap, and magnificent in the 
lull shimmer of moonlight, appeared what he took to be the loveliest 
mountain on earth. It was an almost perfect cone of snow, simple in 
outline as if a child had drawn it, and impossible to classify as to 
size, height, or nearness. It was so radiant, so serenely poised, that 
he wondered for a moment if it were real at all. Then, while he 
gazed, a tiny puflF clouded the edge of the pyramid, giving life to 
the vision before the faint rumble of the avalanche confirmed it. 

He had an impulse to rouse the others to share the spectacle, but 
decided after consideration that its effect might not be tianquilizing. 
Nor was it so, from a common sense view-point; such virgin splen¬ 
dors merely emphasized the facts of isolation and danger. There was 
quite a probability that the nearest human settlement was hundreds 
of. miles away. And they had no food; they were unarmed except 
for one revdiver^ the aeroplane was damaged and almost fuel-less, 
even if any one had known bpw to fiy. They had no clothes suited 
to the terrific chills and winds; Mallinson's motoring-coat and his own 
ulster were quite inadequate, and even Miss Brinklow, woolied and 
muffl^red as for ’a polar expedition (ridiculous, he had thought, on 
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first beholding her), could not be feeling happy. They were all, too, 
except himself, affected by the altitude. Even Barnard had sunk into 
melancholy under the strain. Mallinson was muttering to himself; it 
was clear what would happen to him if these hardships went on for 
long. In face of such distressful prospects Conway found himself 
quite unable to restrain an admiring glance at Miss Brinklow. She 
was not, he reflected, a normal person; no woman who taught Af¬ 
ghans to sing hymns could be considered so. But she was, after every 
calamity, still normally abnormal, and he was deeply obhged to her 
for it. “I hope you're not feeling too bad?” he said sympathetically, 
when he caught her eye. 

‘‘The soldiers during the War had to suffer worse things than this,” 
she replied. 

The comparison did not seem to Conway a very valuable one. In 
point of fact, he had never spent a night in the trenches quite so 
thoroughly unpleasant, though doubtless many others had. He con¬ 
centrated his attention on the pilot, now breathing fitfully and some¬ 
times slightly stirring. Probably Mallinson was right in guessing the 
man Chinese. He had the typical Mongol nose and cheekbones, 
despite his successful impersonation of a British flight-lieutenant. 
Mallinson had called him ugly, but Conway, who had lived in China, 
thought him a fairly passable specimen, though now, in the bur¬ 
nished circle of match-flame, his pallid skin and gaping mouth were 
not pretty. 

The night dragged on, as if each minute were something heavy 
and tangible that had to be pushed to make way for the next. Moon¬ 
light faded after a time, and with it that distant specter of the moun¬ 
tain; then the triple mischiefs of darkness, cold, and wind increased 
until dawn. As though at its signal, the wind dropped, leaving the 
world in compassionate quietude. Framed in the pale triangle ahead, 
the mountain showed again, gray at first, then silver, then pink as 
the earliest sun rays caught the summit. In the lessening gloom the 
valley itself took shape, revealing a floor of rock and shingle sloping 
upwards. It was not a friendly picture, but to Conway, as he sur¬ 
veyed, there came a queer perception of fineness in it, of something 
that had no romantic appeal at all, but a steely, almost an intellectual 
quality. The white pyramid in the distance compelled the mind's 
assent as passionlessly as a Euclidean theorem, and^when at last the 
sun rose into a sky of deep delphiniuip blue, he felt only a little less 
than comfortable again. 

As the air gre\\f warmer the others wakened, and he suggested 
carrying the pilot into the open, whfere the sharp* dry air aiyl the 
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sunlight might help to revive him. This was done, and they began a 
second and pleasanter vigil. Eventually the man open xl his eyes and 
began to speak convulsively. His four passengers sto» »ped over him, 
listening intently to sounds that were meaningless exc ^pt to Conway, 
who occasionally made answers. After some time ti o man became 
weaker,talked with increasing difficulty, and finally lied. That was 
about midmoming. 

Conway then tinned to his companions. ‘‘Fm sorr\ to say he told 
me very little—little, I mean, compared with what w* should like to 
know. Merely that we are in Tibet, which is obvious He didn’t give 
any coherent account of why he had brought us here but he seemed 
to know the locality. He spoke a kind of Chinese tha‘ I don’t under¬ 
stand very well, but I think he said sometliing about a lamasery near 
here, along the valley, I gathered, where we could get food and 
shelter. Shangri-La, he called it. Tm is Tibetan for mountain pass. He 
was most emphatic that we should go there.” 

'‘Which doesn’t seem to me any reason at all why we should,” said 
Mallinson. “After all, he was probably off his head. Wasn’t he?” 

“You know as much about that as I do. But if we don’t go to this 
place, where else are we to go?” 

“Anywhere you like, I don’t care. All I’m certain of is. that this 
Shangri-La, if it’s in that direction, must be a few extra miles from 
civilization. I should feel happier if we were lessening the distance, 
not increasing it. Damnation, man, aren’t you going to get us back?” 

Conway replied patiently: “I don’t think you properly understand 
the position, Mallinson. We’re in a part of the world that no one 
knows very much about, except that it’s difficult and dangerous, even 
for a fuDy equipped expedition. Considering that hundreds of miles 
of this sort of country probably surround us on all sides, the notion 
of walking back to Peshawur doesn’t strike me as very hopeful.” 

“I don’t think I could possibly manage it,” said Miss Brinklow 
seriously. 

Barnard nodded. “It looks as if we’re darned lucky, then, if this 
lamasery is round the comer.” 

“Comparatively lucky, maybe,” agreed Conway. “After all, we’ve 
no food, an(J as you can see for yourselves, the country isn’t the kind 
it would be easf to live on. In a few hours we shall all be famished. 
And then to-night, if we werfe to stay here, we should have to face 
the \v4nd and the cold again. It’s not a pleasant prospect. Our only 
chance, it seem§ to me, is ta find some other Human beings, and 
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where else should we begin looking for them except where weVe 
been told they exist?” 

"And what if it’s a trapr^’ asked Mallinson, but Barnard supplied 
an answer. "A nice warm trap/’ he said, “with a piece of cheese in it, 
would suit me down to the ground.” 

They laughed, except Mallinson, who looked distraught and nerve- 
racked. Finally Conway went on: “I take it, then, that were aU 
more or less agreed? There’s an obvious way along the valley; it 
doesn’t look too steep, though we shall have to take it slowly. In any 
case, we could do nothing here. We couldn’t even bury this man 
without dynamite. Besides, the lamasery people may be able to sup¬ 
ply us with porters for the journey back. We shall need them. I sug¬ 
gest we start at once, so that if we don’t locate the place by late 
afternoon we shall have time to return for anotlier night in the 
cabin.” 

“And supposing we do locate it?” queried Mallinson, still intran- 
sigeant. “Have we any guarantee that we shan’t be murdered?” 

“None at all. But I think it is a less, and perhaps also a preferable 
risk to being starved or frozen to deatli.” He added, feeling that such 
chilly logic might not be entirely suited for the occasion: “As a matter 
of fact, murder is the very last thing one would expect in a Buddhist 
monastery. It would be rather less likely than being killed in an Eng¬ 
lish cathedral.” 

“Like Saint Thomas of Canterbury,” said Miss Brinklow, nodding 
an emphatic agreement, but completely spoiling his point. Mallinson 
shrugged his shoulders and responded with melancholy irritation; 
“Very well, then, we’ll be oflF to Shangri-La. Wherever and whatever 
it is, we’ll try it. But let’s hope it’s not half-way up that mountain.” 

The remark served to fix their glances on the glittering cone to¬ 
wards which the valley pointed. Sheerly magnificent it looked in the 
full light of day; and then their gaze turned to a stare, for they could 
see, far away and approaching them down the slope, the figures of 
men. “Providence!” whispered Miss Brinklow. 



CHAPTER THREE 


Part of Conway was always an onlooker, however a ctive might be 
the rest. Just now, while waiting for the strangers to ( ome nearer, he 
refused to be fussed into deciding what he might or mightn’t do in 
any number of possible contingencies. And this was not bravery, or 
coolness, or any especially sublime confidence in his own power to 
make decisions on the spur of the moment. It was, if the worst view 
l)e taken, a form of indolence, an unwillingness to intt rrupt his mere 
spectator’s interest in what was happening. 

As the figures moved down the valley they revealed themselves 
to be a party of a dozen or more, carrying with them a hooded chair. 
In this, a little later, could be discerned a person robed in blue. Con¬ 
way could not imagine where they were all going, but it certainly 
seemed providential, as Miss Brinklow had said, that such a detach¬ 
ment should chance to be passing just there and then. As soon as he 
was within haiUng distance he left his own party and walked ahead, 
though not hurriedly, for he knew that Orientals enjoy the ritual of 
meeting and like to take their time over it. Halting when a few yards 
off, he bowed with due courtesy. Much to his surprise the robed 
figure stepped from the chair, came forward with dignified delibera¬ 
tion, and held out his hand. Conway responded, and obseived an 
old or elderly Chinese, gray-haired, clean-shaven, and rather pallidly 
decorative in a silk embroidered gown. He in his turn appeared to 
be submitting Conway to the same kind of ready reckoning. Then, 
in precise and perhaps too accurate English, he said: ‘T am from 
the lamasery of Shangri-La.” 

Conway bowed again, and after a suitable pause began to explain 
briefly the circumstances that had brought him and his three com¬ 
panions to such an unfrequented part of the world. At the end of the 
recital the Chinese made a gesture of understanding. ‘Tt is indeed 
remarkable,^ he said, and gazed reflectively at the damaged aero¬ 
plane. Then he Sdded: “My name is Chang, if you would be so good 
as to present me to your friends.” 

Coftway managed to smile urbanely. He w^ls rather taken with 
this latest phenomenon, a Chinese who spoke perfect English and 
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observed the social formalities of Bond Street amidst the wilds of 
Tibet. He turned to the others, who had by this time caught up and 
were regarding the encounter with varying degrees of astonishment. 
‘‘Miss Brinklow . . , Mr. Barnard, who is an American . . . Mr. 
Mallinson . . . and my own name is Conway. We are all glad to see 
you, though the meeting is almost as puzzling as the fact of qcar being 
here at all. Indeed, we were just about to make our way to your 
lamasery, so it is doubly fortunate. If you could give us directions for 
the journey—” 

“There is no need for that. I shall be delighted to act as your 
guide.” 

“But I could not think of putting you to such trouble. It is ex¬ 
ceedingly kind of you, but if the distance is not far—” 

“It is not far, but it is not easy, either. I shall esteem it an honor 
to accompany you and your friends.” 

“But really—” 

“I must insist.” 

Conway thought that the argument, in its context of place and 
circumstance, was in some danger of becoming ludicrous. “Very 
well,” he responded. “Lin sure we are all most obliged.” 

Mallinson, who had been somberly enduring these pleasantries, 
now interposed with something of the shrill acerbity of the barrack- 
square. “Our stay won't be long,” he announced curtly. “We shall pay 
for anything we have, and we should like to hire some of your men 
to help iis on our journey back. We want to return to civilization as 
soon as possible.” 

“And are you so very certain that you aie away from it?” 

The query, delivered with much suavity, only stung the youth to 
further sharpness. ‘Tm quite sure Tm far away from where I want 
to be, and so are we all. We shall be grateful for temporary shelter, 
but we shall be more grateful still if you’ll provide means for us to 
return. How long do you suppose the journey to India will take?” 

“I really could not say at all.” 

“Well, I hope we re not going to have any trouble about it. Tve 
had some experience of hiring native porters, and we shall expect 
you to use your influence to get us a square deal.” 

Conway felt that most of all this was rather needlessly truculent, 
and he was just about to intervene when the reply canje, still with 
immense dignity: “I can only assure you, Mr. Maliinson, that you 
will be honorably treated and that hltimately you v^l have no 
regrets.” ^ 

**Ultimateltj?'* Mallinson exclaimed,^ pouncing op the word^ but 
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there was greater ease in avoiding a scene since wine and fruit were 
now on oflFer, having been unpacked by the marching party, stocky 
Tibetans in sheepskins, fur hats, and yak-skin boots. The wine had 
a pleasant flavor, not unlike a good hock, while th( fruit included 
mangoes, perfectly ripened and almost painfully d( iicious after so 
many h(5urs of fasting. Mallinson ate and drank with acurious relish; 
but Conway, relieved of immediate worries and relu tant to cherish 
distant ones, was wondering how mangoes could 1 e cultivated at 
such an altitude. He was also interested in the mountain beyond the 
valley; it was a sensational peak, by any standards, md he was sur¬ 
prised that some traveler had not made much of it in the kind of 
book that a journey in Tibet invariably elicits. He cli ibed it in mind 
as he gazed, choosing a route by col and couloir until an exclamation 
from Mallinson drew his attention back to earth; ho looked round 
then and saw that the Chinese had betm earnestly regarding him. 
“You were contemplating the mountain, Mr. Convay?” came the 
enquiry. 

“Yes. It’s a fine sight. It has a name, I suppose?'’ 

“It is called Karakal.” 

“I don’t think I ever heard of it. Is it very high?” 

“Over twenty-eight thousand feet.” 

“Indeed? I didn’t realize there would be any tiling on .that scale 
outside the Himalaya. Has it been properly surveyed? Whose arc 
the measurements?” 

“Whose would you expect, my dear sir? Is there anything incom¬ 
patible between monasticism and trigonometry?” 

Conway savored the phrase and replied; “Oh, not at all—not at 
all.” Then he laughed politely. He thought it a poorish joke, but one 
perhaps worth making the most of. Soon after that the joiuney to 
Slumgri-La was begun. 


AH morning the climb proceeded, slowly and by easy gradients; 
but at such height the physical eflFort was considerable, and none 
had energy to spare for talk. The Chinese traveled luxuriously ill his 
chair, which might have seemed unchivalrous had it not been absurd 
to picture Miss Brinklow in such a regal setting. Conway, whom the 
rarefied aii troubled less than the rest, was at pains to catch the 
occasional charter of the chair-bearers. He knew a very little Tibetan, 
just enough to gather that tlfle men were glad to be returning to the 
lamafiery. He could not, even had he wished, have continued con¬ 
vert with their leader, sine® the latter, with eyes closed aftd face 
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half hidden behind curtains, appeared to have the knack of instant 
and well-timed sleep. 

Meanwhile the sun was. warm; hunger and thirst had been ap¬ 
peased, if not satisfied; and the air, clean as from another planet, was 
more precious with every intake. One had to breathe consciously and 
deliberately, which, though disconcerting at first, induced^ after a 
time an almost ecstatic tranquillity of mind. The whole body moved 
in a single rhythm of breathing, walking, and thinking; the lungs, no 
longer discreet and automatic, were disciplined to harmony with 
mind and limb. Conway, in whom a mystical strain ran in curious 
consort with skepticism, found himself not unhappily puzzled over 
the sensation. Once or twice he spoke a cheerful word to Mallinson, 
but the youth was laboring under the strain of the ascent. Barnard 
also gasped asthmatically, while Miss Brinklow was engaged in some 
grim pulmonary warfare which for some reason she made efforts to 
conceal. “We’re nearly at the top,” Conway said encouragingly. 

“I once ran for a train and felt just like this,” she answered. 

So also, Conway reflected, there were people who considered cider 
was just like champagne. It was a matter of palate. 

He was surprised to find that beyond his puzzlement he had few 
misgivings, and none at all on his own behalf. There were moments 
to life when one opened wide one’s soul just as one might open wide 
one's pursib if an evening's entertainment were proving unexpectedly 
costly but also unexpectedly novel. Conway, on that breathless morn¬ 
ing in sight of Karakal, made just such a willing, relieved, yet not 
excited response to the offer of new experience. After ten years in 
various parts of Asia he had attained to a somewhat fastidious valua¬ 
tion of places and happenings; and this, he was bound to admit, 
promised unusually. 

About a couple of miles along the valley the ascent grew steeper, 
but by this time the sun was overclouded and a silvery mist obscured 
flie view. Thunder and avalanches resounded from the snow-fields 
above; the air took chill, and then, with the sudden changefulness of 
mountain regions, became bitterly cold. A flurry of wind and sleet 
drove up, drenching the party and adding immeasurably to their dis¬ 
comfort; even Conway felt at one moment that it would be impossi¬ 
ble to go much further. But shortly afterwards it seemed that tl^ 
summit of the ridge had been reached, for the chair-beerers halted 
to readjust their burden. The condition of Barnard‘^^and Mallinson, 
who were both suffering severely, led'to continued delay; but the 
Tibetans were clearly anxious to press on, and made signs th^iit the 
rest of the journey would be less fatigirng. , ^ 
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After these assurances it was disappointing to see tliem uncoiling 
ropes. “Do they mean to hang us already?"' Barnard managed to ex¬ 
claim, with desperate facetiousness; but the guides son showed that 
their less sinister intention was merely to link the p^ rty together in 
ordinary mountaineering fashion. When they observe d that Conway 
was farflliliar with rope-craft, they became much mor< respectful and 
allowed him to dispose the party in his own way. fie put himself 
next to Mallinson, with Tibetans ahead and to the rear, and with 
Barnard and Miss Brinklow and more Tibetans furth^ r back still. He 
was prompt to notice that the men, during their lea ers continuing 
sleep, were inclined to let him deputize. He felt a fi miliar quicken¬ 
ing of authority; if there were to be any difficult bu iness he would 
give what he knew was his to give—confidence aiKi command. He 
had been a first-class mountaineer in his time, and wa > still, no doubt, 
pretty good. “You've got to look after Barnard," he told Miss Brink- 
low, half jocularly, haK meaning it; and she answered, with the coy¬ 
ness of an eagle: “I’ll do my best, but you know, tVe never been 
roped before." 

But tlie next stage, though occasionally exciting, was less arduous 
than he had been prepared for, and a relief from the lung-biusting 
strain of the ascent. The track consisted of a traverse cut alopjf-tlie 
flank of a rock wall whose height above them the mist obscur^' Per- 
haps mercifully it also obscured the abyss on the other side, though 
Conway, who had a good eye for heights, would have liked 
where he was. Tlie path was scarcely more than two feet wi(|0^ 
places, and the manner in which the bearers maneuvered the chair 
at such points drew his admiration almost as strongly as did the 
nerves of the occupant who could manage to sleep through it all. The 
Tibetans were reliable enough, but they seemed happier when the 
path widened and became slightly downhill. Then they began to 
sing amongst themselves, lilting barbaric tunes that Conway could 
imagine orchestrated by Massenet for some Tibetan ballet. The rain 
ceased and the air grew warmer. “Well, it's quite certain we could 
never have found our way here by ourselves," said Conway, intend¬ 
ing to be cheerful, but Mallinson did not find the remark very com¬ 
forting. He was, in fact, acutely terrified, and in more danger of 
showing it now that the worst was over. “Should we be missing 
much?" hal retorted bitterly. The track went on, more sharply down¬ 
hill, and at ond spot Conway found some edelweiss, the first welcome 
sign of more hospitable lev^s. But this, when he announced it, con¬ 
soled Mallinson even less. “Good God, Conway, d'you fancy you're 
powering about the Alps? \^at sort of hell's kitchen are we making 
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for, that s what Td like to know? And what's our plan of action when 
we get to it? What are we going to do?’" 

Conway said quietly: ‘"If you'd had all the experiences IVe had, 
you'd know that tliere are times in life when the most comfortable 
thing is to do notliing at all. Things happen to you and you just let 
them happen. The War was rather like that. One is fortundce if, as 
on this occasion, a touch of novelty seasons the unpleasantness.” 

"You're too confoundedly philosophic for me. That wasn't your 
mood during the trouble at Baskul.” 

"Of course not, because then there was a chance that I could alter 
events by my own actions. But now, for the moment at least, there's 
no such chance. We're here because we're here, if you want a reason. 
I've usually found it a soothing one.” 

"I suppose you realize the appalling job wc shall have to get back 
by the way we've come. We've been slithering along the face of a 
perpendicular mountain for the last hour—I've been taking notice.” 

"So have I.” 


"Have you?” Mallinson coughed excitedly. “1 dare say I'm being a 
nuisance, but I can't help it. I'm suspicious about all this. I feel we're 
doing far too much what those fellows want us to. They're getting us 

they are, the only alternative was to stay out of it and 


M know that’s logical, but it doesn't seem to help. I'm afraid I 
find it as easy as you do to accept the situation. 1 can't forget 
mat two days ago we were in the consulate at Baskul. To think of 
all that has happened since is a bit overwhelming to me. I'm sorry. 
I'm overwrought. It makes me reahze how lucky I was to miss the 
War; I suppose I should have got hysterical about things. The whole 
world seems to have gone completely mad all round me. I must be 
pretty wild myself to be talking to you like this.” 

Conway shook his head. "My dear boy, not at all. You're twenty- 
four years old, and you're somewhere about two and a half miles up 
in the air: those are reasons enough for anything you may happen to 
feel at the moment. I think you've come through a trying ordeal ex¬ 
traordinarily well, better than I should at your age.” 

"But don't you feel the madness of it all? The way w^^ flew over 
those mountains and tliat awful waiting in the wind and the pilot 
dying and then meeting these fellows, d6esn't it all seem nightmarish 
and incredible when you look back on it?” 

"It does, of coursfc.” 
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‘^Then I wish I knew how you manage to keep so cool about every¬ 
thing.” 

“Do you really wish that? Til tell you if you lik(\ though you'll 
perhaps think me cynical. It’s because so much else diat I can look 
back on seems nightmarish too. This isn't the only i iad part of the 
world, Mallinson. After all, if you must think of Bar kul, do you re¬ 
member just before we left how the revolutionaries were torturing 
their captives to get information? An ordinary washin j-mangle, quite 
efiFective, of coiuse, but I don't think I ever saw anytl.ing more comi¬ 
cally dreadful. And do you recollect the last message that came 
tlirough before We were cut off? It was a circular fro n a Manchester 
textile firm asking if we knew of any trade openin;.:s in Baskul for 
the sale of corsets! Isn't that mad enough for you'r Believe me, in 
arriving here the worst that can have happened is that we've ex¬ 
changed one form of lunacy for another. And as for t.he War, if you'd 
been in it you'd have done the same as I did, learned how to funk 
with a stiff lip.” 

They were still conversing when a sharp but brief ascent robbed 
them of breath, inducing in a few paces all their earlier strain. Pres¬ 
ently the ground leveled, and they stepped out of the mist into clear, 
sunny air. Ahead, and only a short distance away, lay the lamasery 
of Shangri-La. 

To Conway, seeing it first, it might have been a vision fluttering 
out of that solitary rhythm in which lack of oxygen had encompassed 
all his faculties. It was, indeed, a strange and half-incredible sight. A 
group of colored pavilions clung to the mountainside with none of 
the grim deliberation of a Rhineland castle, but rather with the 
chance delicacy of flower-petals impaled upon a crag. It was superb 
and exquisite. An austere emotion carried the eye upward from 
milk-blue roofs to the gray rock bastion above, tremendous as the 
Wetterhom above Grindelwald. Beyond that, in a dazzling pyramid, 
soared the snow slopes of Karakal. It might well be, Conway thought, 
the most terrifying mountainscape in the world, and he imagined 
the immense stress of snow and glacier against which the rock func¬ 
tioned as a gigantic retaining wall. Someday, perhaps, the whole 
mountain would split, and a half of Karakal's icy splendor come top¬ 
pling intojthe valley. He wondered if the slightness of the risk 
combined with its fearfulness might even be found agreeably stimu¬ 
lating. • 

Rferdly less an enticement was the downward prospect, for the 
mountain wall continued to ^op, nearly perpendicularly, into a cleft 
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that could only have been the result of some cataclysm in the far 
past. The floor of the valley, hazily distant, welcomed the eye with 
greenness; sheltered from winds, and surveyed rather than domi¬ 
nated by the lamasery, it looked to Conway a delightfully favored 
place, though if it were inhabited its community must be completely 
isolated by the lofty and sheerly unscalable ranges on the«^further 
side. Only to the lamasery did there appear to be any climbable 
egress at all. Conway experienced, as he gazed, a slight tightening 
of apprehension; Mallinson’s misgivings were not, perhaps, to be 
wholly disregarded. But the feeling was only momentary, and soon 
merged in the deeper sensation, half mystical, half visual, of having 
reached at last some place that was an end, a finaliU^ 

He never exactly remembered how he and tlic others arrived at 
the lamasery, or with what formalities they were received, unroped, 
and ushered into the precincts. That thin air had a dream-like tex¬ 
ture, matching the porcelain-blue of tlie sky; with every breath and 
every glance he took in a deep anesthetizing tranquillity that made 
him impervious alike to Mallinson’s uneasiness, Barnard’s witticisms, 
and Miss Brinklow’s coy portrayal of a lady well prepared for the 
worst. He vaguely recollected surprise at finding the interior spa¬ 
cious, well warmed, and quite clean; but there was no time to do 
more than notice these qualities, for the Chinese had left his hooded 
chair and was already leading the way through various antecham¬ 
bers. He was quite affable now. ‘T must apologize,” he said, “for 
leaving you to yourselves on the way, but the truth is, journeys of 
that land don’t suit me, and I have to take care of myself. I trust 
you were not too fatigued?” 

“We managed,” replied Conway with a wry smile. 

“Excellent. And now, if you will come with me, I will show you to 
your apartments. No doubt you would like baths. Our accommoda¬ 
tion is simple, but I hope adequate.” 

At this point Barnard, who was still affected by shortness of breath, 
gave vent to an asthmatic chuckle. “Well,” he gasped, “I can’t say I 
like your climate yet—the air seems to stick on my chest a bit—but 
you’ve certainly got a darned fine view out of your front windows. 
Do we all have to line up for the bathroom, or is this an American 
hotel?” 

“I think you will find everything quite satisfactory, Mr;^ Barnard.’^ 
Miss Brinklow nodded primly. “I should hope so, iifdeed.” 

“And afterwards,” continued the Chinese, “I should be greatly 
honored if you will all join me at dinner.” • 

Conway replied cburteously. Only M^jllinson had given no sign of 
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his attitude in the face of these unlooked-for amenities. Like Barnard, 
he had been suffering from the altitude, but now, with an eff6rt, 
he foxmd breath to exclaim; "And afterwards also, if } ou don’t mind, 
we’ll make our plans for getting away. The sooner tl e better, so far 
as I’m concerned.” 



CHAPTER FOUR 


“So you seej" Chang was saying, “we are less barbarian than you 
expected. . . 

Conway, later that evening, was not disposed to deny it. He was 
enjoying that pleasant mingling of physical ease and mental alert¬ 
ness which seemed to him, of all sensations, the most truly civilized. 
So far, the appointments of Shangri-La had been all that he could 
have wished, certainly more than he could ever have expected. That 
a Tibetan monastery should possess a system of central heating was 
not, perhaps, so yery remarkable in an age that supplied even Lhasa 
with telephones; but that it should c'ombine the mechanics of West¬ 
ern hygiene with so much else that was Eastern and traditional, 
struck him as exceedingly singular. The bath, for instance, in which 
he had recently luxuriated, had been of a delicate green porcelain, a 
product, according to inscription, of Akron, Ohio. Yet the native at¬ 
tendant had valeted him in Chinese fashion, cleansing his ears and 
nostrils, and passing a thin, silk swab under his lower eyelids. He 
had wondered at the time if and how his three companions were 
receiving simiku- attentions. 

Conway had lived for nearly a decade in China, not wholly in the 
bigger cities; and he counted it, all things considered, the happiest 
part of his life. He liked the Chinese, and felt at home with Chinese 
ways. In particular he liked Chinese cooking, with its subtle under¬ 
tones of taste; and liis first meal at Shangri-La had therefore con¬ 
veyed a welcome familiarity. He suspected, too, that it might have 
contained some herb or drug to relieve respiration, for he not only 
felt a difference himself, but could observe a greater ease among 
his fellow guests. Chang, he noticed, ate nothing but a small portion 
of green salad, and took no wine. “You will excuse me,” he had ex¬ 
plained at the outset, “but my diet is very restricted; I am obliged to 
take care of myself.” 

It was the reason he had given before, and Conway wondered by 
what form of invalidism he was afflicted. Regarding him now more 
closely, he found it difficult to guess his age; his smallish and some¬ 
how undetailed features, together with^the moist clay texture of his 
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skin, gave him a look that might either have been that of a young 
man prematurely old or of an old man remarkably well preserved. 
He was by no means without attractiveness of a kind a certain styl¬ 
ized courtesy hung about him in a fragrance too de icate to be de¬ 
tected till one had ceased to think about it. In his em noidered gown 
of blue silk, with the usual side-slashed skill: and tij ht-ankled trou¬ 
sers, all the hue of water color skies, he had a cold metallic charm 
which Conway found pleasing, though he knew it was not every¬ 
body’s taste. 

The atmosphere, in fact, was Chinese rather thai specifically Ti¬ 
betan; and this in itself gave Conway an agreeable sc isation of being 
at home, though again it was one that he could not expect the others 
to share. The room, too, pleased him; it was admirab y proportioned, 
and sparingly adorned with tapestries and one or tv o fine pieces of 
lacquer. Light was from paper lanterns, motionless in the still air. 
He felt a soothing comfort of mind and body, and his renewed specu¬ 
lations as to some possible drug were hardly apprehcnisive. Whatever 
it was, if it existed at all, it had relieved Barnard s breatlilessness 
and Mallinson's truculence; both had dined well, finding satisfaction 
in eating rather than talk. Conway also had been hungry enough, 
and was not sorry that etiquette demanded gradualness in approach¬ 
ing matters of importance. He had never cared for hurrying a situa¬ 
tion that was itself enjoyable, so that the technique well suited him. 
Not, indeed, until he had begun a cigarette did he give a gentle 
lead to his curiosity; he remarked then, addressing Chang: **¥00 
seem a very fortunate community, and most hospitable to strangers. 
I don’t imagine, though, that you receive them often.” 

“Seldom indeed,” replied the Chinese, with measured stateliness. 
“It is not a traveled part of the world.” 

Conway smiled at that. “You put the matter mildly. It looked to 
me, as I came, the most isolated spot I ever set eyes on. A separate 
culture might flourish here without contamination from the outside 
world.” 

“Contamination, would you say?” 

“I use the word in reference to dance bands, cinemas, electric 
signs, and so on. Your plumbing is quite rightly as modem as you can 
get it, the only certain boon, to my mind, that the East can take from 
the West. 4 often think that the Romans were fortunate; their civili¬ 
zation reached as far as hot Jt)aths without touching the fatal knowl¬ 
edge of machinery.” 

Conway paused. He had been talking with ai\ impromptu fluency 
whjph, though not insincere/was chiefly designed to create and con- 
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trol an atmosphere. He was rather good at that sort of thing. Only 
a willingness to respond to the superfine courtesy of the occasion 
prevented him from being more openly curious. 

Miss Brinklow, however, had no such scruples. “Please,” she said, 
though the word was by no means submissive, “will you tell us about 
the monastery?” 

Chang raised his eyebrows in very gentle deprecation of such im¬ 
mediacy. “It will give me the greatest of pleasure, madam, so far 
as I am able. What exactly do you wish to know?” 

“First of all, how many are there of you here, ^d what national¬ 
ity do you belong to?” It was clear that her orderly mind was func¬ 
tioning no less professionally than at the Baskul mission-house. 

Chang replied: “Those of us in full lamahood number about fifty, 
and there are a few others, like myself, who have not yet attained 
to complete initiation. We shall do so in due course, it is to be hoped. 
Till then we are half-lamas, postulants, you might say. As for our 
racial origins, there are representatives of a great many nations 
among us, though it is perhaps natural that Tibetans and Chinese 
make up the majority.” 

Miss Brinklow would never shirk a conclusion, even a wrong one. 
“I see. It's really a native monastery, then. Is your head lama a Ti¬ 
betan or a Chinese?” 

“No.” ‘ 

“Are there any English?” 

“Several.” 

“Dear me, that seems very remarkable.” Miss Brinklow paused 
only for breath before continuing: “And now, tell me what you all 
believe in.” 

Conway leaned back with somewhat amused expectancy. He had 
always found pleasure in observing the impact of opposite mental¬ 
ities; and Miss Brinklow’s girl-guide forthrightness applied to la- 
maistic philosophy promised to be entertaining. On the other hand, 
he did not wish his host to take fright. “That's rather a big question,” 
he said, temporizingly. 

But Miss Brinklow was in no mood to temporize. The wine, which 
had made the others more reposeful, seemed to have given her an 
extra liveliness. “Of course,” she said with a gesture of magnanimity, 
“I believe in tlie true religion, but Tm broadminded enough to admit 
that other people, foreigners, I mean, ar^ quite often sincere in their 
views. And naturally in a monastery I wouldn’t expect to be agreed 
with.” ^ .T 

Her concession evoked a formal bow^ from Chang. “But why ^not. 
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madam?"' he replied in his precise and flavored English. "‘Must we 
hold that because one religion is true, all others an bound to be 
false?” 

‘'Well, of course, that's rather obvious, isn't it?” 

Conway again interposed. “Really, I think we had better not ar¬ 
gue. But Miss Brinklow shares my own curiosity ab ut the motive 
of this unique establishment.” 

Chang answered rather slowly and in scarcely moi 3 than a whis¬ 
per: “If I were to put it into a very few words, my dt ir sir, I should 
say that our prevalent belief is in moderation. We in ulcatc the vir¬ 
tue of avoiding excess of all kinds—even including, if } ou will pardon 
the paradox, excess of virtue itself. In the valley wliich you have 
seen, and in which there are several thousand inliabiiants living un¬ 
der the control of our order, we have found that the principle 
makes for a considerable degree of happiness. We rule with moder¬ 
ate strictness, and in return we are satisfied with moderate obedi¬ 
ence. And I think 1 can claim that our people are moderately sober, 
moderately chaste, and moderately honest.” 

Conway smiled. He thought it well expressed, besides which it 
made some appeal to his own temperament. “I tliink I imderstand. 
And I suppose the fellows who met us this morning belonged to your 
valley people?” 

“Yes, I hope you had no fault to find with them during the jour¬ 
ney?” 

“Oh, no, none at all. I’m glad they were more tlian moderately 
sure-footed, anyhow. You were careful, by the way, to say that the 
rule of moderation applied to them—sim 1 to take it that it does not 
apply to your priesthood also?” 

But at that Chang could only shake his head. “I regret, sir, that 
you have touched upon a matter which I may not discuss. I can only 
add that our community has various faiths and usages, but we are 
most of us moderately heretical about them. I am deeply grieved 
that at the moment I cannot say more.” 

“Please don't apologize. I am left with the pleasantest of specu¬ 
lations.” Something in his own voice, as well as in his bodily sensa¬ 
tions, gave Conway a renewed impression that he had been very 
slightly doped. Mallinson appeared to have been similarly affected, 
though he seized the present chance to remark: “All this has been 
very interesting, but I really Jhink it's time we began to discuss our 
plans for getting away. We want to return to India as soon as possible. 
How^any forters can we be supplied with?” . 

question, so practical/and uncompromising, broke through 
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the. crust of suavity to find no sure foothold beneath. Only after a 
longish interval came C3hang’s reply: “Unfortunately, Mr. Mallinson, 
I am not the proper person* to approach. But in any case, I hardly 
think the matter could be arranged immediately.” 

“But something has got to be arranged! WeVe all got our work to 
return to, and our friends and relatives will be worrying about us. 
We simply must return. We re obliged to you for receiving us like 
this, but we really can’t slack about here doing nothing. If it’s at all 
feasible, we should like to set out not later than to-morrow. I expect 
there are a good many of your people who would volunteer to escort 
us—we should make it well worth their while, of course.” 

Mallinson ended nervously, as if he had hoped to be answered 
before saying so much; but he could extract from Chang no more 
than a quiet and almost reproachful; “But all this, you know, is 
scarcely in my province.” 

“Isn’t it? Well, perhaps you can do something, at any rate. If 
you could get us‘ a large scale map of the country, it would help. 
It looks as if we shall have a long journey, and that’s all the more 
reason for making an early start. You have maps, I suppose?” 

“Yes, we have a great many.” 

“We’ll borrow some of them, then, if you don’t mind. We can return 
them to you afterwaids, I suppose you must have communications 
with the outer world from time to time. And it would be a good idea 
to send messages ahead, also, to reassure our friends. How far away 
is the nearest telegraph line?” 

Chang’s wrinkled face seemed to have acquired a look of infinite 
patience, but he did not reply. 

Mallinson waited a moment and then continued: “Well, where 
do you send to when you want anything? Anything civilized, I mean.” 
A touch of scaredness began to appear in his eyes and voice. Sud¬ 
denly he thrust back his chair and stood up. He was pale, and passed 
his hand wearily across his forehead. “I’m so tired,” he stammered, 
glancing round the room. “I don’t feel that any of you are really 
trying to help me. I’m only asking a simple question. It’s obvious 
you must know the answer to it. When you had all these modem 
baths installed, how did they get here?” 

There followed another silence. 

“You won’t tell me, then? It’s part of the mystery of*everything 
else, I suppose. Conway, I must say I^ think you’re damned slack. 
Why don’t you get at the truth? I’m aU in, for the time being—but— 
to-morrow, mind—Y^^e must get away to-morrow—it’s essential— 

He would have slid to the floor had Uot Conway caught himiand 
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helped liim to a chair. Then he recovered a little, but did not speak. 

“To-morrow he will be much better,” said Chang g« ntly. “The air 
here is diflBcult for the stranger at first, but one sooi^ becomes ac¬ 
climatized.” 

Conwy felt himself waking from a trance. “Thing ^ have been a 
little trying for him,” he commented with rather ru<rful mildness. 
He added, more briskly: “I expect were all feeling it somewhat. I 
think we’d better adjourn this discussion and go to bed. Barnard, 
will you look after Mallinson? And Tm sure youre in need of sleep 
too. Miss Brinklow\” There had been some signal gi\on, for at that 
moment a servant appeared. “Yes, we’ll get along~go< d night-good 
night—I shall soon follow.” He almost pushed them oi t of the room, 
and then, with a scantness of ceremony that was in marked contrast 
with his earlier manner, turned to his host. Mallinson’s reproach had 
spurred him. 

“Now, sir, I don’t want to detain you long, so I’d better come to 
the point. My friend is impetuous, but I don’t blame him, he’s quite 
right to make things clear. Our return journey has to be arranged, 
and we can’t do it without help from you or from others in this 
place. Of course, I realize that leaving to-morrow is impossible, and 
for my own part I hope to find a minimum stay quite interesting. 
But that, perhaps, is not the attitude of my companions. So if it’s 
true, as you say, that you can do nothing for us yourself, please put 
us in touch with some one else who can.” 

The Chinese answered: “You are wiser than your friends, my dear 
sir, and therefore you are less impatient. I am glad.” 

“That’s not an answer.” 

Chang began to laugh, a jerky, high pitched chuckle so obviously 
forced that Conway recognized in it the polite pretense of seeing 
an imaginary joke with which the Chinese “saves face” at awkward 
moments, “I feel sure you have no cause to worry about the matter,” 
came the reply, after an interval. “No doubt in due course we shall 
be able to give you all die help you need. There are diflBculties, as 
you can imagine, but if we all approach the problem sensibly, and 
without undue haste—” 

•“I’m not suggesting haste. I’m merely seeking information about 
porters.” • , 

“Well, my dear sir, that raises another point. I very much doubt 
whether you will easily find men willing to undertake such a jour¬ 
ney, They have their homes in the valley, and they don’t care for 
leaving them to make long aiii arduous trips outside.” 
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‘They can be prevailed upon to do so, though, or else why and 
where were they escorting you this morning?” 

“This morning? Oh, that was quite a different matter.” 

Tn what way? Weren't you setting out on a journey when I and 
my friends chanced to come across you?” 

There was no response to this, and presently Conway continued 
in a quieter voice: “I understand. Then it was not a chance meeting. 
I had wondered all along, in fact. So you came there deliberately 
to intercept us. That suggests you must have known of our arrival 
beforehand. And the interesting question is, 

His words laid a note of stress amidst the exquisite quietude of 
the scene. The lantern light showed up the face of the Chinese; it 
was calm and statuesque. Suddenly, with a small gesture of the hand, 
Chang broke the strain; pulling aside a silken tapestry he undraped 
a window leading to a balcony. Then, with a touch upon Conway's 
arm, he led him into the cold crystal air. “You are clever,” he said 
dreamily, “but not entirely correct. For that reason I should counsel 
you not to worry your friends by these abstract discussions. Believe 
me, neither you nor they are in any danger'at Shangri-La.” 

“But it isn't danger we're bothering about. It's delay.” 

T realize that. And of coiuse there may be a certain delay, quite 
unavoidably.” 

Tf it's only for a short time, and genuinely unavoidable, then nat¬ 
urally we shall have to put up with it as best we can.” 

“How very sensible, for we desire nothing more than that you 
and your companions should enjoy every moment of your stay here.” 

“That's all very well, and as I told you, in a personal sense I can't 
say I shall mind a great deal It's a new and interesting experience, 
and in any case, we need some rest.” 

He was gazing upward to the gleaming pyramid of Karakal. At 
that moment, in bright moonlight, it seemed as if a hand reached 
high might just touch it; it was so brittle-clear against the blue im¬ 
mensity beyond. 

‘To-morrow,” said Chang, “you may find it even more interesting. 
And as for rest, if you are fatigued, there are not many better places 
in the world.” 

Indeed, as Conway continued to gaze, a deeper repose overspread 
him, as if the spectacle were as much for the mind as for the eye. 
There was hardly any stir of wind, in*contrast to the upland gales 
that had raged the night before; the whole valley, he perceive^* was 
a land-locked harbor, with Karakal brooding over it, lighthouse->fash- 
ion. The simile grew as he considered It, for there was actually iight 
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on the summit, an ice-blue gleam that matched the splendor it re¬ 
flected. Something prompted him then to enquire 'he literal inter¬ 
pretation of the name, and Chang’s answer came as a whispered 
echo of his own musing. "Karakal, in the valley pal ns, means Blue 
Moon,”^said the Chinese. 

Conway did not pass on his conclusion that the a rival of himself 
and party at Shangri-La had been in some way ex] >ected by its in¬ 
habitants. He had had it in mind that he must do so, and he was 
aware that the r^ajiter was important; but when m rning came his 
awareness troubled him so little, in any but a theor* tical sense, that 
he shrank from being the cause of greater concern in others. One 
part of him insisted that there was something distin*. tly queer about 
the place, that the attitude of Chang on tlie previ( us evening had 
been far from reassuring, and that the party were viitually prisoners 
unless and until the authorities chose to do more for tliem. And it 
was clearly his duty to compel them to do this. After all, he was a 
representative of the British Government, if notliing else; it was 
iniquitous that the inmates of a Tibetan monasteiy should refuse 
him any proper request. . . . That, no doubt, was tlie normal oiBBcial 
view that would be taken; and part of Conway was both normal 
and official. No one could better play the strong man on pccasions; 
during those final diflScult days before the evacuation he had be¬ 
haved in a manner which (he reflected wryly) should earn him 
nothing less than a knighthood and a Henty school prize novel en¬ 
titled With Conu?ay at Baskul, To have taken on himself the leader¬ 
ship of some scores of mixed civilians, including women and 
cliildren, to have sheltered them all in a small consulate during a hot- 
blooded revolution led by antiforeign agitators, and to have bullied 
and cajoled the revolutionaries into permitting a wholesale evacua¬ 
tion by air, it was not, he felt, a bad achievement. Perhaps by 
pulling wires and writing interminable reports, he could wangle 
something out of it in the next New Year Honors. At any rate it 
had won him Mallinson’s fervent admiration. Unfortunately, the 
youth must now be fining him so much more of a disappointment. 
It was a pity, of course, but Conway had grown used to people 
liking him oply because they misunderstood him. He was not genu¬ 
inely one oPthoje resolute, strong-jawed, hammer-and-tongs empire 
builders; the semblance he had given was merely a little one act 
play, repeated from time to time by arrangement with fate and the 
Foreign Office, and for a salary which any one could turn up in the 
pagei of Whitaker. j 
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The truth was, the puzzle of Shangri-La, and of his own arrival 
there, was beginning to exercise over him a rather charming fascina¬ 
tion. In any case he found' it hard to feel any personal misgivings, 
.^is official job was always liable to take liim into odd parts of the 
world, and the odder they were, the less, as a rule, he suflFer^ed from 
boredom; why, then, grumble because accident, instead of a chit 
from Whitehall, had sent him to this oddest place of all? 

He was, in fact, very far from grumbling. When he rose in the 
morning and saw the soft lapis blue of the sky through his window, 
he would not have chosen to be elsewhere on- earth either in 
Peshawur or Piccadilly. He was glad to find that on the others, also, 
a night s repose had had a heartening effect. Barnard was able to 
joke quite cheerfully about beds, baths, breakfasts, and other hos¬ 
pitable amenities. Miss Brinklow admitted that the most strenuous 
search of her apartment had failed to reveal any of the drawbacks 
she had been well prepared for. Even Mallinson had acquired a 
touch of half ^ulky complacency. “I suppose we shan’t get away 
to-day after all,” he muttered, “unless somebody looks pretty sharp 
about it. These fellows are typically Oriental, you can’t got them to 
do anything quickly and efficiently.” 

Conway accepted the remark. Mallinson had been out of Eng¬ 
land just under a year; long enough, no doubt, to justify a generali¬ 
zation which he would probably still repeat when he had been out 
for twenty. And it was true, of course, in some degree. Yet to Con¬ 
way it did not appear that the Eastern races were abnormally dila¬ 
tory, but rather that Englishmen and Americans charged about the 
world in a state of continual and rather preposterous fever-heat. It 
was a point of view that he hardly expected any fellow Westerner 
to share, but he was more faithful to it as he grew older in years 
and experience. On the other hand, it was true enough that Chang 
was a subtle quibbler and that there was much justification for Mal¬ 
linson s impatience. Conway had a slight wish^ that he could feel 
impatient too; it would have been so much easier for the boy. 

He said: “I think we’d better wait and see what to-day brings. 
It was perhaps too optimistic to expect them to do anything last 
night.” 

Mallinson looked up sharply, “I suppose you think I .made a fool 
of myself, being so urgent? I couldn’t help it; I thought that Chinese 
fellow was damned fishy, and I do still. Did you succeed in getting 
any sense out of him after I’d gone to bed?” 

“We didn’t stayt talking long. He was rather vague and noncom¬ 
mittal about most things.” \ r> 
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“We shall jolly well have to keep him up scratch to-day.” 

“No doubt ” agreed Conway, without marked enthusiasm for the 
prospect. “Meanwhile this is an excellent* breakfast. It consisted of 
pomelo, tea, and chupatties, perfectly prepared and served. Towards 
the finish of the meal Chang entered and with a littir bow began the 
exchange of politely conventional greetings which, in the English 
language, sounded just a trifle unwieldy. Conway v ould have pre¬ 
ferred to talk in Chinese, but so far he had not let i' be known that 
he spoke any Eastern tongue; he felt it might be a u-jful card up his 
sleeve. He listened gravely to Chang’s coLu*tesies, nd gave assiur- 
ances that he had slept well and felt much better. ( hang expressed 
his pleasure at that, and added: “Truly, as your nat onal poet says, 
‘Sleep knits up the raveled sleeve of care.’ ” 

This display of erudition was not too well receive*!. Mallinson an¬ 
swered with that touch of scorn which any healthy-minded young 
Englishman must feel at the mention of poetry. ‘T suppose you mean 
Shakespeare, though I don’t recognize the quotation. But I know 
another one that says ‘Stand not upon the order of your going,^ but 
go at once.’ Without being impohte, that’s rather what we should 
all like to do. And I want to hunt round for those poiters right away, 
this morning, if you’ve no objection.” 

The Chinese received the ultimatum impassively, replying at 
length: “I am sorry to tell you that it would be of Httle use. I fear 
we have no men available who would be willing to accompany you 
so far from their homes.” 

“But good God, man, you don’t suppose we’re going to take that 
for an answer, do you?” 

“I am sincerely regretful, but I can suggest no otlier.” 

“You seem to have figgered it all out since last night,” put in 
Barnard. “You weren’t nearly so dead sure of things then.” 

“I did not wish to disappoint you when you were so tired from 
your journey. Now, after a refreshing night, I am in hope that you 
will see matters in a more reasonable light.” 

“Look here,” intervened Conway briskly, “this sort of vagueness 
and prevarication won’t do. You know we can’t stay here indefinitely. 
It’s equally obvious that we can’t get away by ourselves. What, then, 
do, you propose?” 

Chang smiled with a radiance that was clearly for Conway alone. 
“My dear sir, it is a pleasure to make the suggestion that is in my 
mind. To your friend’s attitude there was no answer, but to the de¬ 
mand t)f a wise man there is always a response. Ypu may recollect 
that i|^ was remarked yesterdajt again by your friend, I believe, that 
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we are bound to have occasional communication with the outside 
world. That is quite true. From time to time we require certain 
things from distant entrepdts, and it is our habit to obtain them in due 
course, by what methods and with what formalities I need not trouble 
you. The point of importance is that such a consignment is expected 
to arrive shortly, and as the men who make delivery will afterwards 
return, it seems to me that you might manage to come to some ar¬ 
rangement witli them. Indeed I cannot think of a better plan, and I 
hope, when they arrive—” 

‘‘When do they arrive?” interrupted Mallinson bluntly. 

“The exact date is, of course, impossible to forecast. You have your¬ 
self had experience of the difficulty of movement in this part of the 
world. A hundred things may happen to cause uncertainty, hazards 
of weather—” 

Conway again intervened. “Let’s get this clear. You’re suggest¬ 
ing that we should employ as porters the men who are shortly due 
here with sorne^goods. That’s not a bad idea as far as it goes, but we 
must know a little more about it. First, as you’ve already been asked, 
when are these people expected? And second, where will they take 
us?” 

“That is a question you would have to put to them.” 

“Would they take us to India?” 

“It is hardly possible for me to say.” 

“Well, let’s have an answer to the other question. When will they 
be here? I don’t ask for a date, I just want some idea whether it’s 
likely to be next week or next year.” 

“It might be about a month from now. Probably not more than 
two months.” 

“Or three, four, or five months,” broke in Mallinson hotly. “And 
you think we’re going to wait here for this convoy or caravan or 
whatever it is to take us God knows where at some completely vague 
time in the distant future?” 

“I think, sir, the phrase ‘distant future’ is hardly appropriate. Un¬ 
less something unforeseen occurs, the period of waiting should not 
be longer than I have said.” 

“But two tnonthsi Two months in tliis place! It’s preposterous! 
Conway, you surely can’t contemplate it! Why, two weeks woqld 
be the limitl” c 

Chang gathered his gown about him in a little gesture of finality. 
“I am sorry. I did not wish to offend. The lamasery continues to offer 
all of you its utmqst hospitality for as long as you have the misfbrtune 
to remain. I can say no more.” \ 
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'*You don t need to,” retorted Mallinson furiously, “And if you 
tliink youVe got tlie whip hand over us, you’ll soon fii^d you’re damn 
well mistaken! We’ll get all the porters >ye want, dc a’t worry. You 
can bow and scrape and say what you like—” 

Conway laid a restraining hand on his arm. Mallim )n in a temper 
presented a child-like spectacle; he was apt to say anything that 
came into his head, regardless alike of point and decorum. Conway 
thought it readily forgivable in one so constituted and arcumstanced, 
but he feared it might affront the more delicate suso ptibihties of a 
Chinese. Fortunately Chang had ushered himself out, with admira¬ 
ble tact, in good time to escape the worst. 



CHAPTER FIVE 


They spent the rest of the morning discussing the matter. It was 
certainly a shock for four persons who in the ordinary course should 
have been luxuriating in the clubs and mission houses of Peshawur, 
to find themselves faced instead with the prospect of two months 
in a Tibetan monastery. But it was in the nature of things that the 
initial shock of their arrival should have left them with slender re¬ 
serves either of indignation or astonishment; even Mallinson, after 
his first outburst, subsided into a mood of half-bewildered fatalism. 
‘T m past arguing about it, Conway,” he said, puffing at a cigarette 
with nervous irritability. “You know how I feel. IVe said all along that 
there's something queer about this business. It's crooked. I'd like to 
be out of it this minute.” 

“I don't blame you for that,” replied Conway. “Unfortunately, it's 
not a question of what any of us would like, but of what we've all 
got to put up with. Frankly, if these people say they won't or can’t 
supply us* with the necessary porters, there's nothing for it but to wait 
till the other fellows come. I'm sorry to admit that we're so helpless 
in the matter, but I'm afraid it's the truth.” 

“You mean we've got to stay here for two months?” 

“1 don't see what else we can do.” 

Mallinson flicked his cigarette ash with a gesture of forced non¬ 
chalance. “All right, then. Two months it is. And now let's all shout 
hooray about it.” 

Conway went on: “I don’t see why it should be much worse than 
two months in any other isolated part of the world. People in our 
jobs are used to being sent to odd places, I think I can say that of us 
all. Of course, it's bad for those of us who have friends and relatives. 
Personally, I'm fortunate in that respect, I can't think of any one 
who'll worry over me acutely, and my work, whatever it might have 
been, can easily be done by somebody else7 

He turned to the others as if inviting them to staff? their ovm 
cases. Mallinson proffered no information, but Conwky knew roughly 
how he was situated. He had parents and a girl in England; it made 
things hard. v 

Barnard, on the* other hand, accepte^ the position with what Con- 
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way had learned to regard as an habitual good humor. "Well, I guess 
Tm pretty lucky, for that matter, two months in tlv* penitentiaiy 
won’t kill me. As for the folks in my home town, taey won’t bat 
an eye. iVe always been a bad letter writer.” 

"You forget that our names will be in the papers. Conway re¬ 
minded Aim. "We shall all be posted missing, and pe( pie will natu¬ 
rally assume the worst.” 

Barnard looked startled for the moment; then he plied, with a 
slight grin: "Oh, yes, that’s true, but it don’t affect me, I assure you.” 

Conway was glad it didn’t, though the matter rei ained a little 
puzzling. He turned to Miss Brinklow, who till then had been re¬ 
markably silent; she had not offered any opinion dining the inter¬ 
view with Chang. He imagined that she too might 1 ave compara¬ 
tively few personal woiTies. She said brightly: "As Mr. Barnard says, 
two months here is nothing to make a fuss about. It’s all the same, 
wherever one is, when one’s in the Lord’s service. Providence has 
sent me here. I regard it as a call.” 

Conway thought the attitude a very convenient one, in the cir¬ 
cumstances. "I’m sure,” he said encouragingly, "you’ll find your mis¬ 
sion society pleased with you when you do return. You’ll be able to 
give much useful information. We’ll all of us have had an experience, 
for that matter. That should be a small consolation.” 

The talk then became general. Conway was rather surjJrised at 
the ease with which Barnard and Miss Brinklow had accommodated 
themselves to the new prospect. He was relieved, however, as well; 
it left him with only one disgruntled person to deal with. Yet even 
Mallinson, after the strain of all the arguing, was experiencing a 
reaction; he was still perturbed, but more willing to look at the 
brighter side of things. "Heaven knows what we shall find to do with 
ourselves,” he exclaimed, but the mere fact of making such a remark 
showed that he was trying to reconcile himself. 

"The first rule must be to avoid getting on each other’s nerves,” 
replied Conway. "Happily, the place seems big enough, and by no 
means overpopulated. Except for servants, we’ve only seen one of 
its inhabitants so far.” 

Barnard could find another reason for optimism. "We won’t 
starve, at any rate, if our meals up to now are a fair sample. You 
know, Conway, this place isn’t nm without plenty of hard cash. Those 
baths, for instance, they cost real money. And I can’t see that anybody 
earns anything here, unless those chaps in the valley have jobs, and 
even then, they wouldn’t produce enough for export. I’d like to know 

if they work any minerals.” 

• » 



62 


LOST HORIZON 


‘The whole place is a confounded mystery,” responded Mallirson. 
“I dare say they’ve got pots of money hidden away, like the Jesuits. 
As for the baths, probably some millionaire supporter presented 
them. Anyhow, it won’t worry me, once I get away. I must say, 
though, the view is rather good, in its way. Fine winter sport center 
if it were in the right spot. I wonder if one could get any ski-ing on 
some of those slopes up yonder?” 

Conway gave him a searching and slightly amused glance. “Yes¬ 
terday, when I found some edelweiss, you reminded me that I wasn’t 
in the Alps. I think it’s my turn to say the same thing now. I wouldn’t 
advise you to ti 7 any of your Wengen-Scheidegg tricks in this part 
of the world.” 

“I don’t suppose anybody here has ever seen a ski-jump.” 

“Or even an ice-hockey match,” responded Conway banteringly. 
“You might try to raise some teams. What about ‘Gentlemen n. 
Lamas?” 

“It would certainly teach them to play the game,” Miss Brinklow 
put in with sparkling seriousness. 

Adequate comment upon this might have been difficult, but there 
was no necessity, since lunch was about to be served, and its char¬ 
acter and promptness combined to make an agreeable impression. 
Afterwards, when Chang entered, there was small disposition to 
continue the squabble. With great tactfulness the Chinese assumed 
that he was still on good terms with everybody, and the four exiles 
allowed the assumption to stand. Indeed, when he suggested that 
they might care to be shovm a little more of the lamasery buildings, 
and that if so, he would be pleased to act as guide, the offer was 
readily accepted. “Why, surely,” said Barnard. “We may as well give 
the place the once-over while we’re here. I reckon it’ll be a long 
time before any of us pay a second visit.” 

Miss Brinklow struck a more thought-giving note. “When we left 
Baskul in that aeroplane I’m sure I never dreamed we should ever 
get to a place like this,” she murmured as they all moved off under 
Chang’s escort. 

“And we don’t know yet why we have,” answered Mallinson un- 
forgetfully. 

Conway had no race or color prejudice, and it was ^ affectation 
for him to pretend, as he sometimes did in clubs afid first-class rail¬ 
way carriages, that he set any particular store on the “whiteness” of 
a lobster-red face under a topee. It saved trouble to let it be^so as¬ 
sumed, especially in India, and Conway was a conscientious trouble- 
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saver. But in China it had been less necessary; he had had many 
Chinese friends, and it had never occurred to him t) treat them as 
inferiors. Hence, in his intercoiuse with Chang, he was suflBciently 
unpreoccupied to see in him a mannered old gentler aan who might 
not be entirely trustworthy, but who was certainly of high intelli¬ 
gence. Mallinson, on the other hand, tended to regard him through 
the bars of an imaginary cage; Miss Brinklow was shaj p and sprightly, 
as with the heathen in his blindness; while Barnard s wise-cracking 
bonhomie was of the kind he would have cultivate^^ with a butler. 

Meanwhile the grand tour of Shangri-La was inte resting enough 
to transcend these attitudes. It was not the first moMStic institution 
Conway had inspected, but it was easily the largest tnd, apart from 
its situation, the most remarkable. The mere pro^ ession through 
rooms and courtyards was an afternoon’s exercise, though he was 
aware of many apartments passed by, indeed, of whole buildings 
into which Chang did not oflFer admission. The party were shown 
enough, however, to confirm the impressions each one of them had 
formed already. Barnard was more certain than ever that the lamas 
were rich; Miss Brinklow discovered abundant evidence that they 
were immoral. Mallinson, after the first novelty had worn off, found 
himself no less fatigued than on many siglit-seeing excursions at lower 
altitudes; the lamas, he feared, were not likely to be his heroes. 

Conway alone submitted to a rich and growing enchan’tment. It 
was not so much any individual thing tliat attracted him as the grad¬ 
ual revelation of elegance, of modest and impeccable taste, of har¬ 
mony so fragrant that it seemed to gratify the eye without arresting 
it. Only indeed by a conscious effort did he recall himself from the 
artist s mood to the connoisseur s, and then he recognized treasures 
that museums and millionaires alike would have bargained for, ex¬ 
quisite pearl blue Sung ceramics, paintings in tinted inks preserved 
for more than a tliousand years, lacquers in wliich the cold and 
lovely detail of fairyland was not so much depicted as orchestrated. 
A world of incomparable refinements still lingered tremulously in 
porcelain and varnish, yielding an instant of emotion before its dis¬ 
solution into purest thought. There was no boastfulness, no striving 
after effect, no concentrated attack upon the feelings of the beholder. 
TTiese delicate perfections had an air of having fluttered into exist¬ 
ence like p$fals from a flower. They would have maddened a col¬ 
lector, but Conway did not collect; he lacked both money and the 
acquisitive instinct. His liking for Chinese art was an affair of the 
mindf in a world of increasing noise and hugeness, he turned in 
priv€^e to gentle, precise, and miniature things. And as he passed 
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through room after room, a certain pathos touched him remotely at 
the thought of Karakal’s piled immensity over against such fragile 
charms. 

The lamasery, however, had more to offer than a display of 
Chinoiserie. One of its features, for instance, was a very delightful 
library, lofty and spacious, and containing a multitude of books so 
retiringly housed in bays and alcoves that the whole atmosphere was 
more of wisdom than of learning, of good manners rather than seri¬ 
ousness. Conway, during a rapid glance at some of the shelves, found 
much to astonish him; the world’s best literature was there, it seemed, 
as well as a great deal of abstruse and curious stuff that he could 
not appraise. Volumes in English, French, German, and Russian 
abounded, and there were vast quantities of Chinese and other East¬ 
ern scripts. A section which interested him particularly was de¬ 
voted to Tibetiana, if it might be so called; he noticed several rarities, 
among them the Novo Descubrimento de grao catayo ou dos Regos 
de Tibet, by Antonio de Andrada (Lisbon, 1626); Athanasius Kir- 
cher’s China (Antwerp, 1667); Tlievenot’s Voyage d la Chine des 
Pdres Grueber et d'Orville; and Beligatti’s Relazione Inedita di un 
Viaggio al Tibet, He was examining the last named when he no¬ 
ticed Chang’s eyes fixed on him in suave curiosity. ‘Tou are a scholar, 
perhaps?” came the enquiry. 

Conway found it hard to reply. His period of donhood at Oxford 
gave him some right to assent, but he knew that the word, tliough 
the highest of compliments from a Chinese, had yet a faintly priggish 
sound for English ears, and chiefly out of consideration for his com¬ 
panions he demurred to it. He said: “I enjoy reading, of course, but 
my work during recent years hasn’t supplied many opportunities 
for the studious life.” 

“Yet you wish for it?” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say all that, but I’m certainly aware of its attrac¬ 
tions.” 

Mallinson, who had picked up a book, interrupted; “Here’s some¬ 
thing for your studious life, Conway. It’s a map of the country.” 

“We have a collection of several hundreds,” said Chang. “They 
are all open to your inspection, but perhaps I can save you trouble 
in one respect. You will not find Shangri-La marked on any.” 

“Curious,” Conw'ay made comment. “I wonder why?” c 

“There is a very good reason, but I am afraid that‘is all I can say.” 

Conway smiled, but MaUinson looked peevish again. “Still piling 
up the mystery,” he said. “So far we haven’t seen much that aify one 
need bother to conceal.” r 



lost horizon 


65 

Suddenly Miss Brinklow came to life out of a mute preoccupa¬ 
tion. ^Aren't you going to show us the lamas at work ‘d she fluted,, 
in the tone which one felt had intimidated‘many a Co( k’s man. One 
felt, too, that her mind was probably full of hazy visions of native 
handicra^s, prayer-mat weaving, or something picture^quely primi¬ 
tive that she could talk about when she got home. had an ex¬ 
traordinary knack of never seeming very much surj-dsed, yet of 
always seeming very slightly indignant, a combinati on of fixities 
which was not in the least disturbed by Chang’s res[>onse: “I am 
sorry to say it is impossible. The lamas are never, or perhaps I should 
say only very rarely, seen by those outside the lamahood.” 

‘T guess we’ll have to miss ’em then,” agreed Bamaid. “But I do 
think it’s a real pity. You’ve no notion how much I’d like to have 
shaken the hand of your head-man.” 

Chang acknowledged tlie remark with benign seriousness. Miss 
Brinklow, however, was not yet to be side-tracked. “What do the 
lamas do?” she continued. 

“They devote tliemselves, madam, to contemplation and to the 
pursuit of wisdom.” 

“But that isn’t doing anything.” 

“Then, madam, they do nothing.” 

“I thought as much.” She found occasion to sum up. “Well, Mr. 
Chang, it’s a pleasure being shown all these things. I’m sure, but you 
won’t convince me that a place like this does any real good. I prefer 
something more practical.” 

“Perhaps you would like to take tea?” 

Conway wondered at first if this were intended ironically, but it 
soon appeared not; the afternoon had passed swiftly, and Chang, 
though frugal in eating, had the typical Chinese fondness for tea¬ 
drinking at frequent intervals. Miss Brinklow, too, confessed that 
visiting art galleries and museums always gave her a touch of head¬ 
ache. The party, therefore, fell in with the suggestion, and followed 
Chang through several courtyards to a scene of quite sudden and un¬ 
matched loveliness. From a colonnade steps descended to a garden, 
in which a lotus pool lay entrapped, the leaves so closely set that 
they gave an impression of a floor of moist green tiles. Fringing 
thq pool were posed a brazen menagerie of lions, dragons, and uni¬ 
corns, each odering a stylized ferocity that emphasized rather than 
offended the surrounding peace. The whole picture was so perfectly 
proportioned that the eye was entirely unhastened from one part to 
anothdf; there was no vying or vanity, and even, the summit of 
Karal^ peerless above the blije tiled roofs, seemed to have surren- 
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dered within the framework of an exquisite artistry. “Pretty little 
place,” commented Barnard, as Chang led the way into an open pa¬ 
vilion which, to Conway’s further delight, contained a harpsichord 
and a modem grand piano. He found this in some ways the crowning 
astonishment of a rather astonishing afternoon. Chang answered all 
his questions with complete candour up to a point; the lamas, he 
explained, held Western music in high esteem, particularly that of 
Mozart; they had a collection of all the great European compositions, 
and some were skilled performers on various instruments. 

Barnard was chiefly impressed by the transport problem. “D’you 
mean to tell me that this pi-anno was brought here by the route we 
came along yesterday?” 

“There is no other.” 

“Well, that certainly beats everything! Why, with a phonograph 
and a radio you’d be all fixed complete! Perhaps, though, you aren’t 
yet acquainted with up-to-date music?” 

“Oh, yes, we have had reports, but we are advised that the moun¬ 
tains would make wireless reception impossible, and as for a phono¬ 
graph, the suggestion has already a)me before the authorities, but 
they have felt no need to hurry in the matter.” 

“I’d believe that even if you hadn’t told me,” Barnard retorted. 
“I guess that must be the slogan of your society, ‘No hurry.’” He 
laughed loudly and then went on: “Well, to come down to details, 
suppose in due course your bosses decide that they do want a phono¬ 
graph, what’s the procedure? The makers wouldn’t deliver here, that’s 
a sure thing. You must have an agent in Pekin or Shanghai or 
somewhere, and I’ll bet everything costs plenty by the time you 
handle it.” 

But Chang was no more to be drawn than on a previous occasion. 
“Your surmises are intelligent, Mr. Barnard, but I fear I cannot dis¬ 
cuss them.” 

So there they were again, Conway reflected, edging tlie invisible 
border-line between what might and might not be revealed. He 
thought he could soon begin to map out that line in imagination, 
though the impact of a new surprise deferred the matter. For servants 
were already bringing in the shallow bowls of scented tea, and along 
with the agile, lithe-limbed Tibetans there had also entered, quite 
inconspicuously, a girl in Chinese dress. She went directly to the 
harpsichord and began to play a gavotte by Rameau. The first be¬ 
witching twang stirred in Conway a pleasure that was beyond 
amazement; those silvery airs of eighteenth century France kerned 
to match in elejgance the Sung vases and exquisite lacquers and the 
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lotus-pool beyond; the same death-defying fragranc* hung about 
them, lending immortality through an age to which tl eir spirit was 
alien. Then he noticed the player. She had the long, slender nose, 
high cheekbones, and egg-shell pallor of the Manchu; \er black hair 
was drawn tightly back and braided; she looked ver finished and 
miniature. Her mouth was like a little pink convolvulu , and she was 
quite still, except for her long-fingered hands. As soon is the gavotte 
was ended, she made a little obeisance and went out. 

Chang smiled after her and then, with a touch o* personal tri¬ 
umph, upon Conway. “You are pleased?'’ he queried. 

“Who is she?" asked Mallinson, before Conway cou! I reply. 

“Her name is Lo-Tsen. She has much skill with We^'em keyboard 
music. Like myself, she has not yet attained the full initiation." 

“I should think not, indeed!" exclaimed Miss Brinkh w. “She looks 
hardly more than a child. So you have women lamas, tiien?" 

“There are no sex distinctions among us." 

“Extraordinary business, tliis lamahood of yours," Mallinson 
commented loftily, after a pause. The rest of the tea-dnnldng pro¬ 
ceeded without conversation; echoes of the harpsichord seemed 
still in the air, imposing a strange spell. Presently, leading the de¬ 
parture from the pavilion, Chang ventured to hope that the tour had 
been enjoyable. Conway, replying for the others, see-sawjed with 
the customary courtesies. Chang then assured them of his own equal 
enjoyment, and hoped they would consider the resources of the 
music room and library wholly at their disposal throughout their stay. 
Conway, with some sincerity, thanked liim again. “But what about 
the lamas?" he added. “Don’t they ever want to use them?" 

“They yield place with much gladness to their honored guests." 

“Well, that’s what I call real handsome,” said Barnard. “And what’s 
more, it shows that the lamas do really know we exist. That’s a step 
forward, anyhow, makes me feel much more at home. You’ve cer¬ 
tainly got a swell outfit here, Chang, and that little girl of yours plays 
the pi-anno very nicely. How old would she be, I wonder?" 

“I am afraid I cannot tell you." 

Baniard laughed. “You don’t give away secrets about a lady’s age, 
is that it?" 

• Precisely,", answered Chang with a faintly shadowing smile. 

That evening, after dinner, Conway made occasion to leave the 
others^and stroll out into the calm, moon-washed courtyards. Shan¬ 
gri-La was lovely then, touched with the mystery thit lies at the core 
of allg loveliness. The air was* cold and still; the spine of 
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Karakal looked nearer, much nearer than by daylight. Conway was 
physically happy, emotionally satisfied, and mentally at ease; but in 
his intellect, which was not quite tlie same thing as mind, there was a 
little stir. He was puzzled. The line of secrecy that he had begun 
to map out grew sharper, but only to reveal an inscrutable back¬ 
ground. The whole amazing series of events that had happened to 
him and his three chance companions swung now into a sort of fo¬ 
cus; he could not yet understand them, but he believed they were 
somehow to be understood. 

Passing along a cloister, he reached tlie terrace leaning over the 
valley. The scent of tuberose assailed him, full of delicate associa¬ 
tions; in China it was called “the smell of moonlight.” He thought 
whimsically that if moonlight had a sound also, it might well be the 
Rameau gavotte he had heard so recently; and that set him thinking 
of the little Manchu. It had not occurred to him to picture women 
at Shangri-La; jone did not associate their presence with the general 
practice of monasticism. Still, he reflected, it might not be a disagree¬ 
able innovation; indeed, a female harpsichordist might be an asset 
to any community that permitted itself to be (in Changs words) 
“moderately heretical.” 

He gazed over the edge into the blue-black emptiness. The drop 
was ph^tasmal; perhaps as much as a mile. He wondered if he 
would be allowed to descend it and inspect the valley civilization 
that had been talked of. The notion of this strange culture-pocket, 
hidd^ amongst unknown ranges, and ruled over by some vague 
kind of theocracy, interested him as a student of history, apart from 
the curious though perhaps related secrets of the lamasery. 

Suddenly, on a flutter of air, came sounds from far below. Listen¬ 
ing intently, he could hear gongs and trumpets and also (though 
perhaps only in imagination) the massed wail of voices. The sounds 
faded on a veer of the wind, then returned to fade again. But the 
hint of life and liveliness in those veiled depths served only to em¬ 
phasize the austere serenity of Shangri-La. Its forsaken courts and 
pale pavilions simmered in repose from which all the fret of exist¬ 
ence had ebbed away, leaving a hush as if moments hardly dared 
to pass. Then, from a window high above the terrace, he caught the 
rose-gold of lantern light; was it there that the lamas cjevoted them¬ 
selves to contemplation and the pursuit of wisdoiq, and were those 
devotions now in progress? The problem seemed one that he could 
solve merely by entering at the nearest door and exploring through 
gallery and corridor until the truth were his; but he knew that such 
freedom was illusory, and that in fact his movemcmta w«i^ watched. 
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Two Tibetans had padded across the terrace and were idling near 
the parapet. Good-humored fellows they looked, shrugging their col¬ 
ored cloaks negligently over naked shoulders. The w^iisper of gongs 
and trumpets uprose again, and Conway heard one o^ the men ques¬ 
tion his^ companion. The answer came: “They hav< buried Talu.'' 
Conway, whose knowledge of Tibetan was very sli^ ht, hoped they 
would continue talking; he could not gather much fc om a single re¬ 
mark. After a pause the questioner, who was inaudible, resumed the 
conversation, and obtained answers which Conway overheard and 
loosely understood as follows: 

“He died outside.” 

“He obeyed the high ones of Shangri-La.” 

“He came through the air over the great moiinta ns with a bird 
to hold him.” 

“Strangers he brought, also.” 

“Talii was not afraid of the outside wind, nor of the outside cold.” 

“Though he went outside long ago, the valley of Blue Moon re¬ 
members him still.” 

Nothing more was said that Conway could int(a*pret, and after 
waiting for some time he went back to his own quarters. He had 
heard enough to turn another key in the locked mystery, and it 
fitted so well that he wondered he had failed to supply it by his own 
deductions. It had, of course, crossed his mind, but a certain initial 
and fantastic unreasonableness about it had been too much for him. 
Now he perceived that the unreasonableness, however fantastic, was 
to be swallowed. That flight from Baskul had not been the meaning¬ 
less exploit of a madman. It had been something planned, prepared, 
and carried out at the instigation of Shangri-La. The dead pilot was 
known by name to those who lived there; he had been one of them, 
in some sense; his death was mourned. Everything pointed to a high 
directing intelligence bent upon its own purposes; there had been, 
as it were, a single arch of intention spanning the inexplicable hours 
and miles. But what was that intention? For what possible reason 
could four chance passengers in a British Government aeroplane be 
whisked away to these trans-Himalayan solitudes? 

Conway was somewhat aghast at the problem, but by no means 
wjiolly displeased with it. It challenged him in the only way in 
which he was readily amenable to challenge—by touching a certain 
clarity of brain that only demanded a suflBcient task. One thing he 
decided instantly; the cold thrill of discovery must not yet be com¬ 
municated, neither to his companions, who could ^ot help him, nor 
to hi^hosta^ who doubtless would not. 



CHAPTER SIX 


“I reckon some folks have to get used to worse places/' Barnard re¬ 
marked towards the close of his first week at Shangri-La, and it was 
doubtless one of the many lessons to be drawn. By that time the 
party had settled themselves into something like a daily routine, and 
with Chang’s assistance the boredom was no more acute than on 
many a planned holiday. They had all become acclimatized to the 
atmosphere, finding it quite invigorating so long as heavy exertion 
was avoided. They had learned that the days were warm and the 
nights cold, that the lamasery was almost completely sheltered from 
winds, that avalanches on Karakal were most frequent about midday, 
that the valley grew a good brand of tobacco, that some foods and 
drinks were more pleasant than others, and that each one of them¬ 
selves had personal tastes and peculiarities. They had, in fact, dis¬ 
covered as much about each other as four new pupils of a school 
from which every one else was mysteriously absent. Chang was tire¬ 
less in his efforts to make smooth the rough places. He conducted 
excursions, suggested occupations, recommended books, talked with 
his slow, careful fluency whenever there was an awkward pause at 
meals, and was on every occasion benign, courteous, and resourceful. 
The line of demarcation was so marked between information will¬ 
ingly supplied and politely declined that the latter ceased to stir 
resentment, except fitfully from Mallinson. Conway was content to 
take note of it, adding another fragment to his constantly accumulat¬ 
ing data. Barnard even "jollied" the Chinese after the manner and 
traditions of a Middle West Rotary convention, “You know, Chang, 
this is a damned bad hotel. Don’t you have any newspapers sent 
here ever? I’d give all the books in your library for tliis morning’s 
Herald-Tribune.** Chang’s replies were always serious, though it did 
not necessarily follow that he took every question seriously. “We haye 
the files of the Times, Mr. Barnard, up to a few years ago. But only, 
I regret to say, the London Times.** 

Conway was glad to find that the valley was not to be “out of 
bounds,” though^ the diflBculties of the descent made unesflorted 
visits impossible. In company with Chong they all spent a whol^ day 
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inspecting the green floor that was so pleasantly visibl(‘ from the cliff- 
edge, and to Conway, at any rate, the trip was of abst rbing interest. 
They traveled in bamboo sedan chairs, • swinging j erilously over 
precipices while their bearers in front and to the reaj picked a way 
nonchalj^ntly down the steep track. It was not a route f )r the squeam¬ 
ish, but when at last they reached the lower leveh of forest and 
foothill the supreme good fortune of the lamasery is everywhere 
to be realized. For the valley was nothing less than an mclosed para¬ 
dise of amazing fertility, in which the vertical diffe^ mce of a few 
thousand feet spanned the whole gulf between tomperate and 
tropical. Crops of unusual diversity grew in profusion nd contiguity, 
with not an inch of ground untended. The whole < ultivated area 
stretched for perhaps a dozen miles, varying in wichh from one to 
five, and though narrow, it had the luck to take sunlight at the hottest 
part of the day. The atmosphere, indeed, was pleasantly warm even 
out of the sun, though the little rivulets that watered the soil were 
ice-cold from the snows. Conway felt again, as he gazed up at the 
stupendous mountain wall, that there was a superb and exquisite 
peril in the scene; but for some chance-placed bai rier, the whole 
valley would clearly have been a lake, nourished continually from 
the glacial heights around it. Instead of which, a few streams dribbled 
through to fill reservoirs and irrigate fields and plantations with a 
disciplined conscientiousness worthy of a sanitary engineer. The 
whole design was almost uncannily fortunate, so long as the structure 
of the frame remained unmoved by earthquake or landslide. 

But even such vaguely future fears could only enhance tJie total 
loveliness of the present. Once again Conway was captivated, and 
by the same qualities of charm and ingenuity that had made his years 
in China happier than others. The vast encircling massif made perfect 
contrast with the tiny lawns and weedless gardens, the painted tea¬ 
houses by the stream, and the frivolously toy-like houses. The in¬ 
habitants seemed to him a very successful blend of Chinese and 
Tibetan; they were cleaner and handsomer than the average of either 
race, and seemed to have suffered little from the inevitable inbreed¬ 
ing of such a small society. They smiled and laughed as they passed 
the chaired strangers, and had a friendly word for Chang; they were 
gqod-humored and mildly inquisitive, courteous and carefree, busy 
at innumerable jobs but not in any apparent hurry over them. Alto¬ 
gether Conway mought it one of the pleasantest communities he had 
ever seen, and even Miss Brinklow, who had been watching for 
sympfoms of pagan degradation, had to admit that everything looked 
very jyell “on the surface.” She was relieved to find the natives “com- 
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pletel/" clothed, even though the women did wear ankle-tight 
Chinese trousers; and her most imaginative scrutiny of a Buddhist 
temple revealed only a few items that could be regarded as some¬ 
what doubtfully phallic. Chang explained that the temple had its 
own lamas, who were under loose control from Shangri-L^, though 
not of the same order. There were also, it appeared, a Taoist and 
a Confucian temple further along the valley. 'The jewel has facets,'" 
said the Chinese, "and it is possible that many religions are moder¬ 
ately true.” 

"I agree with that,” said Barnard heartily. "I never did believe in 
sectarian jealousies. Chang, you re a philosopher, I must remember 
that remark of yours. ‘Many religions are moderately true." You fel¬ 
lows up on the mountain must be a lot of wise guys to have thought 
that out. You're right, too, Ym dead certain of it."" 

"But we,"" responded Chang dreamily, "are only moderately cer¬ 
tain.’" 

Miss Brinklow could not be botliered with all that, which seemed 
to her a sign of mere laziness. In any case she was preoccupied with 
an idea of her own. "When I get back,"" 'she said with tightening 
lips, "I shall ask my society to send a missionary here. And if they 
grumble at the expense, I shall just bully them until they agree."" 

That, clearly, was a much healthier spirit, and even Mallinson, 
little as he sympathized with foreign missions, could not forbear his 
admiration. "They ought to send you,"" he said. "That is, of course, if 
you'd like a place like this.” 

"It's hardly a question of liking it,” Miss Brinklow retorted. “One 
wouldn’t like it, naturally~how could one? It"s a matter of what one 
feels one ought to do."" 

T think,” said Conway, "if I were a missionary I’d choose this rather 
than quite a lot of other places.” 

"In that case,” snapped Miss Brinklow, "there would be no merit 
in it, obviously.” 

“But I wasn"t tliinking of merit.” 

“More’s the pity, then. There's no good in doing a thing because 
you like doing it. Look at these people herel” 

“They all seem very happy.” 

Exactly ,she ^swered with a touch of fierceness. She add^: 
“Anyhow, I don't see why I shouldn’t make a beginning*by studying 
the language. Can you lend me a book about it, Mr. Chang?” 

Chang was at his most mellifluous. “Most certainly, madam, with 
the greatest of pleasure. And, if I may say so, I think the idea an 
excellent one.” 
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When ascended to Shangri-La that evening he treated the 
matter as ^e of immediate importance. Miss Brink! ov^ was at first 
a httle daunted by the massive volume compiled by an industrious 
nineteenth century German (she had more probably imagined some 
slightei;^work of a “Brush up your Tibetan” type), but Nvith help from 
the Chinese and encouragement from Conway she n ade a good be¬ 
ginning and was soon observed to be extracting grim satisfaction from 
her task. 

Conway, too, found much to interest liim, apart fr m the engross¬ 
ing problem he had set himself. During the warm sunlit days he 
made full use of the library and music room, and ^v is confirmed in 
his impression that the lamas were of quite exceptional culture. 
Their taste in books was catholic, at any rate; Plato ii Greek touched 
Omar in English; Nietzsche partnered Newton; Thelmas More was 
there, and also Hannah More, Thomas Moore, Geoige Moore, and 
even Old Moore. Altogetlier Conway estimated th(‘ number of vol¬ 
umes at between twenty and thirty thousand; and it was tempting 
to speculate upon tlie method of selection and acquisition. He sought 
also to discover how recently there had been additions, but he did 
not come across anything later than a cheap reprint of Im Westen 
Nichts Neues, During a subsequent visit, however, Chang told him 
that there were other books pubhshed up to about the middle of 
1930 which would doubtless be added to the shelves eventually; they 
had already arrived at the lamasery. “We keep ourselves fairly up- 
to-date, you see,” he commented. 

“There are people who would hardly agree with you,” replied 
Conway with a smile. “Quite a lot of things have happened in the 
world since last year, you know.” 

“Nothing of importance, my dear sir, that could not have been 
foreseen in 1920, or that will not be better understood in 1940.” 

‘TouTe not interested, then, in the latest developments of the 
world crisis?” 

“I shall be very deeply interested—in due course.” 

‘Tfou know, Chang, I believe Tm beginning to understand you. 
You re geared differently, that’s what it is. Time means less to you 
than it does to most people. If I were in London I wouldn’t always 
^ eager to see the latest hour-old newspaper, and you at Shangri- 
La are no more eager to see a year-old one. Both attitudes seem to 
me quite sensil)le. By the way, how long is it since you last had 
visitors here?” 

“Hiat, Mr, Conway, I am unfortunately unable to say.” 

It^was the usual ending to* a conversation, and one that Conway 
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found less irritating than the opposite phenomenon from which he 
had suffered much in his time-the conversation which, try as he 
would, seemed never to end. He began to like Chang rather more 
as their meetings multiplied, though it still puzzled him that he met 
so few of the lamasery personnel; even assuming that the lan>as them¬ 
selves were unapproachable, were there not other postulants besides 
Chang? 

There was, of course, the little Manchu. He saw her sometimes 
when he visited the music room; but she knew no English, and he 
was still unwilling to disclose his own Chinese. He could not quite 
determine whether she played merely for pleasure, or was in some 
way a student. Her playing, as indeed her whole behavior, was exqui¬ 
sitely formal, and her choice lay always among the more pattenied 
compositions—those of Bach, Corelli, Scarlatti, and occasionally 
Mozart. She preferred the harpsichord to the piano, but when Con¬ 
way went to the latter she would listen with grave and almost dutiful 
appreciation. It was impossible to know what was in her mind; it was 
difficult even to guess her age. He would have doubted her being 
over thirty or under thirteen; and yet, in a curious way, such manifest 
unlikelihoods could neither of them be ruled out as wholly impossible. 

Mallinson, who sometimes came to listen to the music for want of 
anything better to do, found her a very baffling proposition. ‘‘I can't 
think what she's doing here," he said to Conway more than once. 
“This lama business may be all right for an old fellow like Chang, 
but what's the attraction in it for a girl? How long has she been here, 
I wonder?” 

“I wonder too, but it's one of those things we're not likely to be 
told.” 

“Do you suppose she likes being here?" 

“I'm bound to say she doesn't appear to dislike it.” 

“She doesn't appear to have feelings at all, for that matter. She's 
like a little ivory doll more than a human being.” 

“A charming thing to be like, anyhow.” 

“As far as it goes.” 

Conway smiled. “And it goes pretty far, Mallinson, when you come 
to think about it. After all, the ivory doll has manners, good taste 
in dress, attractive looks, a pretty touch on the harpsichord, and she 
doesn't move about a room as if she were playing hockey. Western 
Europe, so far as I recollect it, contains an exceptionally large number 
of females who lack those virtues.” 

“You're an awfyl cynic about women, Conway,” 

Conway was used to the charge. He had not actually had a great 
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deal to do with the other sex, and during occasional leaves in Indian 
hill-stations the reputation of cynic had been as easv to sUvStain as 
any other. In truth he had had several delightful friendships with 
women who would have been pleased to marry him H he had asked 
them—l^t he had not asked them. He had once got nearly as far 
as an announcement in the Morning Post, but the gui did not want 
to live in Pekin and he did not want to live at Tunbridge Wells, 
mutual reluctances which proved impossible to dislodge. So far as 
he had had experience of women at all, it had been tentative, inter¬ 
mittent, and somewhat inconclusive. But he was not for all that, a 
cynic about them. 

He said with a laugh: “Tm thirty-seven—you re twei ty-four, Thats 
all it amounts to.” 

After a pause Mallinson asked suddenly: “Oh, by the way, how 
old should you say Chang is?” 

“Anything,” replied Conway lightly, “between forty-nine and a 
hundred and forty-nine.” 

Such information, however, was less trustworthy than much else 
that was available to the new arrivals. The fact that their curiosities 
were sometimes unsatisfied tended to obscure the really vast quan¬ 
tity of data which Chang was always willing to outpour. There were 
no secrecies, for instance, about the customs and habits of the valley 
population, and Conway, who was interested, had talks which might 
have been worked up into a quite serviceable degree thesis. He was 
particularly interested, as a student of aflFairs, in the way the valley 
population was governed; it appeared, on examination, to be a rather 
loose and elastic autocracy, operated from the lamasery with a benev¬ 
olence that was almost casual. It was certainly an established success, 
as every descent into that fertile paradise made more evident. Con¬ 
way was puzzled as to the ultimate basis of law and order; there 
appeared to be neither soldiers nor police, yet surely some provision 
must be made for the incorrigible? Chang replied that crime >vas 
very rare, partly because only serious things were considered crimes, 
and partly because every one enjoyed a suflBciency of everything he 
could reasonably desire. In the last resort the personal servants of 
the lamasery^ had power to expel an offender from the valley—though 
this, whichrwas considered an extreme and dreadful punishment, 
had only very occasionally to be imposed. But the chief factor in 
the government of Blue Moon, Chang went on to say, was the incul- 
catioh of good manners, which made men feel tl^at certain things 
werc^“not don^” and that they* lost caste by doing them. “You English 
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inculcate the same feeling,” said Chang, “in your public schools, but 
not, I fear, in regard to the same things. The inhabitants of our valley, 
for instance, feel that it is* 'not done’ to be inhospitable to strangers, 
to dispute acrimoniously, or to strive for priority amongst one an¬ 
other. The idea of enjoying what your English headmaster^ call the 
mimic warfare of the playing-field would seem to them entirely 
barbarous—indeed, a sheerly wanton stimulation of all the lower in¬ 
stincts.” 

Conway asked if there were never disputes about women. 

“Only very rarely, because it would not be considered good man¬ 
ners to take a woman that another man wanted.” 

“Supposing somebody wanted her so badly that he didn’t care a 
damn whether it was good manners or not?” 

“Then, my dear sir, it would be good manners on the part of the 
other man to let him have her, and also on the part of the woman 
to be equally agreeable. You would be surprised, Conway, how the 
application of a little courtesy all round helps to smooth out these 
problems.” 

Certainly during visits to the valley Conway found a spirit of good 
will and contentment that pleased him all the more because he knew 
that of all the arts that of government has been brought least to 
perfection. When he made some complimentary remark, however, 
Chang responded: “Ah, but you see, we believe that to govern per¬ 
fectly it is necessary to avoid governing too much.” 

“Yet you don’t have any democratic machinery—voting, and so on?” 

“Oil, no. Oui' people would be quite shocked by having to declare 
that one policy was c'ompletely right and another competely wrong.” 

Conway smiled. He found the attitude a curiously sympathetic 
one. 

Meanwhile, Miss Brinklow derived her own kind of satisfaction 
from a study of Tibetan; meanwhile, also, Mallinson fretted and 
groused, and Barnard persisted in an equanimity which seemed al¬ 
most equally remarkable, whether it were real or simulated. 

“To tell you the truth,” said Mallinson, “the fellow’s cheerfulness 
is just about getting on my nerves. I can understand him trying ^o 
keep a stiff lip, but that continual joking of his begins Vo upset me. 
Hell be the life and soul of the party if we don't watch him.” 

Conway too had once or twice wondered at the ease with which 
the American ha^ managed to settle down. He replied: “Isn’t itiather 
lucky for us he does take things so well?” ^ 
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‘Tersonally, I think it's damned peculiar. What do y ou know about 
him, Conway? I mean who he is, and so on.” 

‘'Not much more than you do. I understood he ca ne from Persia 
and was supposed to have been oil-prospecting. It s is way to take 
things easily—when the air evacuation was arrange^' I had quite a 
job to persuade him to join us at all. He only agre* d when I told 
him that an American passport wouldn't stop a bullet ” 

“By the way, did you ever see his passport?” 

“Probably I did, but I don't remember. Why?” 

MaUinson laughed. “lin afraid youil think I havei.’t exactly been 
minding my own business. Why should I, anyhow? Two months in 
this place ought to reveal all our secrets, if we have ny. Mind you, 
it was a sheer accident, in the way it happened, an 1 I haven't let 
slip a word to any one else, of course. I didn't thiuk I'd teU even 
you, but now we've got on to the subject I may iis well.” 

“Yes, of course, but I wish you'd let me know what you're talking 
about.” 

“Just this. Barnard was traveling on a forged passport and he isn't 
Barnard at all.” 

Conway raised his eyebrows with an interest that was very much 
less than concern. He liked Barnard, so far as the man stirred him 
to any emotion at all; but it was quite impossible for him to care 
intensely who he really was or wasn't. He said: “Well, who do you 
think he is, then?” 

“He’s Chalmers Bryant.” 

“The deuce he is I What makes you think so?” 

“He dropped a pocketbook this morning and Chang picked it up 
and gave it to me, thinking it was mine. I couldn't help seeing it 
was stuflFed with newspaper clippings—some of them fell out as I 
was handling the thing, and I don’t mind admitting that I looked 
at them. After all, newspaper clippings aren't private, or shouldn't 
be. They were all about Bryant and the search for liim, and one of 
them had a photograph which was absolutely like Barnard except 
for a mustache.” 

“Did you mention your discovery to Barnard himself?” 

, “No, I just handed him his property without any comment.” 

“So the whole thing rests on your identification of a newspaper 
photograph?” 

“Well, so far, yes.” 

“Iflon't think I'd care to convict any one on thgt. Of course you 
niigljt be right—I don't say he couldn't possibly be Bryant. If he were, 
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it would account for a good deal of his contentment at being here~he 
could hardly have found a better place to hide.” 

Mallinson seemed a trifle disappointed by this casual reception of 
news which he evidently thought highly sensational. “Well, what are 
you going to do about it?” he asked. 

Conway pondered a moment and tlien answered: ‘1 haven't much 
of an idea. Probably nothing at all. What can one do, in any case?” 

“But dash it all, if the man is Bryant—” 

“My dear Mallinson, if the man were Nero it wouldn’t have to 
matter to us for the time beingl Saint or crook, weVe got to make 
what we can of each other's company as long as we're here, and I 
can’t see that we shall help matters by striking any attitudes. If I’d 
suspected who he was at Baskul, of course. I’d have tried to get in 
touch with Delhi about him—it would have been merely a public 
duty. But now I think I can claim to be off duty.” 

“Don’t you think that’s rather a slack way of looking at it? ” 

“I don’t care iLit’s slack so long as it’s sensible.” 

“I suppose that means your advice to me is to forget what I’ve 
found out?” 

“You probably can’t do that, but I certainly think we might both 
of us keep our own counsel about it. Not in consideration for Barnard 
or Bryant or whoever he is, but to save ourselves the deuce of an 
awkward situation when we get away.” 

‘'You mean we ought to let him go?” 

“Well, I’ll put it a bit differently and say we ought to give some¬ 
body else tile pleasure of catching him. When you Ve lived quite 
sociably witli a man for a few months, it seems a little out of place 
to call for the handcuffs.” 

“I don’t tliink I agree. The man’s nothing but a large-scale thief— 
I know plenty of people who’ve lost their money through him.” 

Conway shrugged his shoulders. He admiied the simple black- 
and-white of MaUinson’s code; the public school ethic might be 
crude, but at least it was downright. If a man broke the law, it was 
every one’s duty to hand him over to justice—always provided that 
it was the kind of law one was not allowed to break. And the law 
pertaining to checks and shares and balance-sheets was decidedly 
that kind. Bryant had transgressed it, and though Conway had nQt 
taken much interest in the case, he had an impression that it was a 
fairly bad one of its kind. All he knew was that the failure of the 
giant Bryant group in New York had resulted in losses of about a 
hundred million dollars—a record crash, even in a world that eAided 
records. In some way or other (Conway was not a financial expert) 
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Bryant had been monkeying on Wall Street, and the r<?sult had been 
a warrant for his arrest, his escape to Europe, and exti adition orders 
against him in half a dozen countries. 

Conway said finally: “Well, if you take my tip you U say nothing 
about itf-not for his sake but for ours. Please yoursell of course, so 
long as you don’t forget the possibility tliat he mayn’t be the fellow 
at all.” 

But he was, and the revelation came that evening after dinner. 
Chang had left them; Miss Brinklow had turned to her Tibetan gram¬ 
mar; the three male exiles faced each other over cofiee and cigars. 
Conversation during the meal would have languish 3d more than 
once but for the tact and affability of the Cliinese; n )w, in his ab¬ 
sence, a rather unhappy silence supervened. Barnard was for once 
without jokes. It was dear to Conway that it lay beyond Mallinson’s 
power to treat the American as if notliing had happened, and it was 
equally clear that Barnard was shrewdly aware that something had 
happened. 

Suddenly the American threw away his cigar. “1 guess you all 
know who I am,” he said. 

Mallinson colored like a girl, but Conway replied in the same quiet 
key: “Yes, Mallinson and I think we do.” 

“Darned careless of me to leave those clippings lying about.” 

“We re all apt to be careless at times.” 

“Well, you’re mighty calm about it, that’s something.” 

There was another silence, broken at length by Miss Brinklow’s 
shrill voice: “I’m sure I don’t know who you are, Mr. Barnard, though 
I must say I guessed aU along you were traveling incognito** They 
all looked at her enquiringly and she went on: “I remember when 
Mr. Conway said we should aU have our names in the papers, you 
said it didn’t affect you. I thought then that Barnard probably wasn’t 
your real name.” 

The culprit gave a slow smile as he lit himself another cigar. 
‘"Madam,” he said eventually, “you’re not only a smart detective, but 
you’ve hit on a really polite name for my present position. I’m travel¬ 
ing incognito. You’ve said it, and you’re dead right. As for you boys, 
Tpi not sorrjr in a way that you’ve found me out. So long as none 
of you had inkling, we could all have managed, but considering 
how we’re fixed it wouldn’t seem very neighborly to play the high 
hat with you now. You folks have been so darned nice to me that 
I doift want to make a lot of trouble. It looks as if ^e were all going 
to b^ joined together for better or worse for some little time ahead, 
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and it's up to us to help one another out as far as we can. As for what 
happens afterwards, I reckon we can leave that to settle itself.” 

All this appeared to Conway so eminently reasonable that he 
gazed at Barnard with considerably greater interest, and even— 
though it was perhaps odd at such a moment—a touch of/genuine 
appreciation. It was curious to think of that heavy, fleshy, good- 
humored, rather paternal looking man as the world’s hugest swindler. 
He looked far more the type that, with a httle extra education, would 
have made a popular headmaster of a prep school. Behind his 
joviality there were signs of recent strains and wonies, but that did 
not mean that the joviality was forced. He obviously was what he 
looked—a “good fellow” in the world’s sense, by nature a lamb and 
only by profession a shark. 

Conway said: “Yes, that’s very much the best thing, I’m certain.” 

Then Barnard laughed. It was as if he possessed even deeper re¬ 
serves of good humor which he could only now draw upon. “Gosh, 
but it’s mighty queer,” he exclaimed, spreading liimself in his chair. 
“The whole darned business, I mean. Right across Europe, and on 
through Turkey and Persia to that little one-horse burg! Police after 
me all the time, mind you—they nearly got me in Vienna! It’s pretty 
exciting at first, being chased, but it gets on your nerves after a bit. I 
got a good rest at Baskul, though—I thought I’d be safe in the midst 
of a revolution.” 

“And so you were,” said Conway with a slight smile, “except from 
bullets.” 

“Yeah, and that’s what bothered me at the finish. 1 can tell you 
it was a mighty hard choice—whether to stay in Baskul and get 
plugged, or accept a trip in your Government’s aeroplane and find 
the bracelets waiting at the other end. I wasn’t exactly keen to do 
either.” 

“I remember you weren’t.” 

Barnard laughed again. “Well, that’s how it was, and you can figger 
it out for yourself that the change of plan which brought me here, 
don’t worry me an awful lot. It’s a first-class mystery, but, speaking 
personally, there couldn’t have been a better one. It isn’t my way 
to grumble as long as I’m satisfied.” 

Conway’s smile Became more definitely cordial. “A very sensible 
attitude, though I think you rather overdid it. We were ail beginning 
to wonder how you managed to be so contented.” 

“Well, I was contented. This ain’t a bad place, when you get used 
to it. The air’s a^bit snappy at first, but you can’t have everything. 
And it’s nice and quiet for a change. Every fall I go down to^Palm 
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Beach for a rest cure, but they don t give it you, those places—youVe 
in the racket just the same. But here I guess Tm havin g just what the 
doctor ordered, and it certainly feels grand to me. Tn* on a different 
diet, I can't look at the tape, and my broker can't get me on the 
telephcfie." 

dare say he wishes he could." 

“Sure. There’ll be a tidy-sized mess to clear up, a id I know it." 

He said this with such simplicity that Conway coc.d not help re¬ 
sponding: ‘I’m not much of an authority on what p- ople call high 
finance." 

It was a lead, and the American accepted it witho it the slightest 
reluctance. “High finance," he said, “is mostly a lot of bunk." 

“So I’ve often suspected." 

“Look here, Conway, I’ll put it like this. A feller does what he’s 
been doing for years, and what lots of other fellers have been doing, 
and suddenly the market goes against him. He can’t help it, but he 
braces up and waits for the turn. But somehow the turn don’t come 
as it always used to, and when he’s lost ten million dollars or so he 
reads in some paper that a Swede professor thinks it’s the end of 
the world. Now I ask you, does that sort of thing help markets? Of 
course, it gives him a bit of a shock, but he still can’t help it. And there 
he is till the cops come—if he waits for 'em. I didn’t." 

“You claim it was all just a run of bad luck, then?" 

“Well, I certainly had a large packet." 

“You also had other people's money," put in Mallinson sharply. 

“Yeah, I did. And why? Because they all wanted something for 
nothing and hadn’t the brains to get it for themselves.” 

“I don’t agree. It was because they trusted you and thought their 
money was safe.” 

“Well, it wasn't safe. It couldn't be. There isn’t safety anywhere, 
and those who thought there was were like a lot of saps trying to 
hide under an umbrella in a typhoon." 

Conway said pacifyingly: “Well, well all admit you couldn’t help 
the typhoon." 

“I couldn't even pretend to help it—any more than you could help 
what happened after we left Baskul. The same thing struck me then 
I watcheqf you in the aeroplane keeping dead calm while Mal¬ 
linson here had Jhe fidgets. You knew you couldn't do anything about 
it, and you weren't caring two hoots. Just like I felt myself when the 
crash came," ^ 

“That's nonsense!" cried Mallinson. “Any one cara help swindling. 
It's a^matter of playing the game adbording to the rules.” 
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“Which is a darned diflScult thing to do when the whole games 
going to pieces. Besides, there isn’t a soul in the world who knows 
what the rules are. All the professors of Harvard and Yale couldn’t 
tell you 'em.” 

Mallinson replied rather scornfully: “Im referring to a fe#V quite 
simple rules of everyday conduct.” 

“Then I guess your everyday condi^ct doesn’t include managing 
trust companies.” 

Conway made haste to intervene. “We’d better not argue. I don’t 
object in the least to the comparison between your affairs and mine. 
No doubt we’ve all been flying blind lately, both literally and in 
other ways. But we’re here now, that’s the important thing, and T 
agree with you that we could easily have had more to grumble about. 
It's curious, when you come to think about it, that out of four people 
picked up by chance and kidnaped a thousand miles, three should 
be able to find some consolation in the business. You want a rest-cure 
and a hiding pfece; Miss Brinklow feels a call to evangelize the 
heathen Tibetan.” 

“Who’s the third person you’re counting?” Mallinson interrupted. 
“Not me, I hope?” 

“I was including myself,” answered Conway. “And my own reason 
is perhaps the simplest of all—I just ratlier like being here.” 

Indeed, a short time later, when he took what had come to be his 
usual solitary evening stroll along the terrace or beside the lotus-pool, 
he felt an extraordinary sense of physical and mental settlement. It 
was perfectly true; he just rather liked being at Shangri-La, Its at¬ 
mosphere soothed while its mystery stimulated, and the total sensa¬ 
tion was agieeable. For some days now he had l)een reaching, 
gradually and tentatively, a curious conclusion about the lamasery 
and its inhabitants; his brain was still busy with it, though in a deeper 
sense he was unperturbed. He was like a mathematician with an 
abstruse problem—worrying over it, but worrying very calmly and 
impersonally. 

As for Bryant, whom he decided he would still tliink of and ad¬ 
dress as Barnard, the question of his exploits and identity faded 
instantly into the background, save for a single phrase of his—“the 
whole game's going to pieces.” Conway found himself remembering 
and echoing it with a wider significance than th^ Arfterican had 
probably intended; he felt it to be true of more than American bank¬ 
ing and trust company management. It fitted Baskul and Delhi and 
London, war making and empire building, consulates and trade con¬ 
cessions and dinner parties .at Government House; there was reek 
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of dissolution over all that recollected world, and Barnard s cropper 
had only, perhaps, been better dramatized than his o'vn. The whole 
game was doubtless going to pieces, but fortunately th 3 players were 
not as a rule put on trial for the pieces they failed t< save. In that 
respect ^nanciers were unlucky. 

But here, at Shangri-La, all was in deep calm. In ; moonless sky 
the stars were lit to the full, and a pale blue sheen lay pon the dome 
of Karakal. Conway realized then that if by some chai ge of plan the 
porters from the outside world were to arrive immedio rely, he would 
not be completely overjoyed at being spared the inter^^al of waiting. 
And neither would Barnard, he reflected with an in^va^d smile. It 
was amusing, really; and then suddenly he knew tha* he still liked 
Barnard, or he wouldn’t have found it amusing. Soii.ehow the loss 
of a hundred million dollars was too much to bar a man for; it would 
have been easier if he had only stolen one’s watch. And after all, how 
could any one lose a hundred millions? Perhaps only in the sense in 
which a cabinet minister might airily annoimce that he had been 
‘"given India.” 

And then again he thought of the time when he would leave 
Shangri-La with the returning porters. He pictured the long, arduous 
journey, and that eventual moment of arrival at some planter’s 
bungalow in Sikkim or Baltistan—a moment which ought; he felt, 
to be deliriously cheerful, but which would i:)robably be slightly dis¬ 
appointing. Then the first hand-shakings and self-introductions; the 
first drinks on clubhouse verandas; sun-bronzed faces staring at him 
in barely concealed incredulity. At Delhi, no doubt, interviews With 
the Viceroy and the C.I.C.; salaams of turbanned menials; endless 
reports to be prepared and sent oflE. Perhaps even a return to Eng¬ 
land and Whitehall; deck games on the P. & O.; the flaccid palm 
of an under-secretary; newspaper interviews; hard, mocking, sex- 
thirsty voices of women—"And is it really true, Mr. Conway, that 
when you were in Tibet. , . There was no doubt of one thing; he 
would be able to dine out on his yarn for at least a season. But would 
he enjoy it? He recalled a sentence penned by Gordon during the 
last days at Khartoum—"I would sooner live like a Dervish with the 
Mahdi than go out to dinner every night in London.” Conway’s 
aversion was less definite—a mere anticipation that to tell his story in 
the past tense wbuld bore him a great deal as well as sadden him a 
little. 

Abruptly, in the midst of his reflections, he was aware of Chang’s 
approach. "Sir,” began the Chinese, his slow whisper slightly quicken- 
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ing as he spoke, “I am proud to be the bearer of important 
news. . . r 

So the porters had corrte before their time, was Conway's first 
thought; it was odd that he should have been thinking of it so re¬ 
cently. And he felt the pang that he was half prepared for. i'WellP” 
he queried. 

Chang's condition was as nearly that of excitement as seemed 
physically possible for him. “My dear sir, I congratulate you,” he 
continued. “And I am happy to think that I am in some measure 
responsible—it was after my own strong and repeated recommenda¬ 
tions that the High Lama made his decision. He wishes to see you 
immediately.” 

Conway's glance was quizzical. “You're being less coherent than 
usual, Chang. What has happened?” 

“The High Lama has sent for you.” 

“So I gather. But why all the fuss?” 

“Because it k extraordinary and unprecedented—even I who 
urged it did not expect it to happen yet. A fortnight ago you had not 
arrived, and now you are about to be received by him! Never before 
has it occurred so soon!” 

“I'm still rather fogged, you know. I'm to see your High Lama— 
I realize that all right. But is there anything else?” 

“Is it not enough?” 

Conway laughed. “Absolutely, I assure you—don't imagine I'm 
being discourteous. As a matter of fact, something quite different 
was in my head at first. However, never mind about that now. Of 
course, I shall be both honored and delighted to meet the gentle¬ 
man. When is the appointment?” 

“Now. I htave been sent to bring you to him.” 

“Isn’t it rather late?” 

“That is of no consequence. My dear sir, you will understand many 
things very soon. And may I add my own personal pleasure that this 
interval—always an awkward one—is now at an end. Believe me, it 
has been irksome to me to have to refuse you information on so many 
occasions—extremely irksome. I am joyful in the knowledge that such 
unpleasantness will never again be necessary.” 

“You're a queer fellow, Chang,” Conway responded.. “But let's hie 
going, don't bother to explain any more. I’m perfectly ready and I 
appreciate your nice remarks. Lead the way.” 



CHAPTER SEVEN 


Conway was quite unruffled, but his demeanor coveret^ an eagerness 
that grew in intensity as he accompanied Chang acr* ss the empty 
courtyards. If the words of the Chinese meant anythi:>g, he was on 
the threshold of discovery; soon he would know whether his theory, 
still half formed, were less impossible than it appeared 

Apart from this, it would doubtless be an interesting interview. 
He had met many peculiar potentates in his time; he took a detached 
interest in them, and was shrewd as a rule in liis assessments. Without 
self-consciousness he had also the valuable knack of being able to 
say polite things in languages of which he knew very little indeed. 
Perhaps, however, he would be cliiefly a listener on this occasion. 
He noticed tliat Chang was taking him through rooms he had not 
seen before, all of them rather dim and lovely in lantern light. Then 
a spiral staircase climbed to a door at which the Chinese knocked, 
and wliich was opened by a Tibetan servant with such promptness 
that Conway suspected he had been stationed behind it. This part 
of the lamasery, on a higher storey, was no less tastefully embel¬ 
lished than the rest, but its most immediately striking feature was 
a dry, tingling warmth, as if all the windows were tightly closed 
and some kind of steam heating plant were working at full pressure. 
The airlessness increased as he passed on, until at last Chang paused 
before a door which, if bodily sensation could have been trusted, 
might well have admitted to a Turkish bath. 

“The High Lama,” whispered Chang, “will receive you alone.” 
Having opened the door for Conway's entrance, he closed it after¬ 
wards so silently that his own departure was almost imperceptible. 
Conway stood hesitant, breathing an atmosphere that was not only 
sultry, but full of dusk, so that it was several seconds before he could 
accustom his eyes to the gloom. Then he slowly built up an impres¬ 
sion of a darVcurtained, low-roofed apartment, simply furnished 
with table and chairs. On one of these sat a small, pale, and wrinkled 
person, motionlessly shadowed, and yielding an effect as of some 
fadings antique portrait in chiaroscuro. If there weje such a thing 
as pr^ence divorced from actuality, here it was, adorned with a 
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classic dignity that was more an emanation than an attribute. Con¬ 
way was curious about his own intense perception of all this, and 
wondered if it were dependable or merely his reaction to the rich, 
crepuscular warmth; he felt dizzy under the gaze of those ancient 
eyes, took a few forward paces, and then halted. The ocQipant of 
the chair grew now less vague in outline, but scarcely more corpo¬ 
real; he was a little old man in Chinese dress, its folds and flounces 
loose against a flat, emaciated frame. “You are Mr. Conway?” he 
whispered in excellent English. 

The voice was pleasantly soothing, and touched with a very gentle 
melancholy that fell upon Conway with strange beatitude; though 
once again the skeptic in him was inclined to hold the temperature 
responsible. 

“I am,” he answered. 

The voice went on. “It is a pleasure to see you, Mr. Conway. I 
sent for you because I thought we should do well to have a talk 
together. Please, sit down beside me and have no fear. I am an old 
man and can do no one any harm.” 

Conway answered: ‘T feel it a signal honor to be received by you.” 

“I thank you, my dear Conway—I shall call you that, according to 
your English fashion. It is, as 1 said, a moment of great pleasure for 
me. My sight is poor, but believe me, I am able to see you in my 
mind, as well as with my eyes. I trust you have been comfortable at 
Shangri-La since your arrival?” 

“Extremely so.” 

I am glad. Chang has done his best for you, no doubt. It has been 
a great pleasure to him also. He tells me you have been asking many 
questions about our community and its affairs?” 

“I am certainly Interested in them.” 

‘Then if you can spare me a little time, I shall be pleased to give 
you a brief account of our foundation.” 

“There is nothing I should appreciate more.” 

“That is what I had thought—and hoped. . . . But first of all, be¬ 
fore our discourse . . .” 

He made the slightest stir of a hand, and immediately, by what 
technique of summons Conway could not detect, a servant entered 
to prepare the elegant ritual of tea-drinking. The little egg-shgll 
bowls of almost colorless fluid were placed on a lacquered tray; Con¬ 
way, who knew the ceremony, was by no means contemptuous of it. 
The voice resumed; “Our ways are famiHar to you, then?” 

Obeying an impulse which he could neither analyze nor fifkd de¬ 
sire to control, Conway answered: “I lived in China for some years.” 



LOST HORIZON 


87 


“You did not tell Chang/’ 

“No/’ 

“Then why am I so honored?” 

Conway was rarely at a loss to explain his own m tives, but on 
this occasion he could not tliink of any reason at all. At length he 
replied: “To be quite candid, I haven’t the slightes; idea, except 
that I must have wanted to tell you.” 

“The best of all reasons, I am sure, between those who are to 
become friends. . . . Now tell me, is this not a delicate aroma? The 
teas of China are many and fragrant, but this, which is ; special prod¬ 
uct of our own valley, is in my opinion their equal.” 

Conway lifted the bowl to his lips and tasted. The s ;vor was slen¬ 
der, elusive, and recondite, a ghostly bouquet that h lunted rather 
than lived on the tongue. He said: “It is very delightful, and also 
(juite new to me.” 

'Tes, like a great many of our valley herbs, it is both unique and 
precious. It should be tasted, of coiuse, very slowly—not only in rev¬ 
erence and affection, but to extract the fullest degree of pleasure. 
This is a famous lesson that wc may learn from Kou Kai Tchou, who 
lived some fifteen centuries ago. He would always hesitate to reach 
the succulent marrow when he was eating a piece of sugar-cane, for, 
as he explained—! introduce myself gradually into the region of de¬ 
lights.’ Have you studied any of the great Chinese classics?”* 

Conway replied that he was slightly acquainted with a few of 
them. He knew that the allusive conversation would, according to 
etiquette, continue until the tea-bowls were taken away; but he 
found it far from irritating, despite his keenness to hear the history 
of Shangri-La. Doubtless there was a certain amount of Kou Kai 
Tchoii’s reluctant sensibility in himself. 

At length the signal was given, again mysteriously, the servant 
padded in and out, and with no more preamble the High Lama of 
Shangri-La began: 

“Probably you are familiar, my dear Conway, with the general 
outline of Tibetan history, I am informed by Chang that you have 
made ample use of our library here, and I doubt not that you have 
studied the scanty but exceedingly interesting annals of these re¬ 
gions. You will be aware, anyhow, that Nestorian Christianity was 
widespread j:hroughout Asia during the Middle Ages, and that its 
memory lingered* long after its actual decay. In the seventeenth cen¬ 
tury a Christian revival was impelled directly from Rome through the 
agency of those heroic Jesuit missionaries whose journeys, if I may 
permit myself the remark, are so much more interesting to read of 
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than those of St. Paul. Gradually the Church established itself over 
an immense area, and it is a remarkable fact, not realized by many 
Europeans to-day, that for thirty-eight years there existed a Chris¬ 
tian mission in Lhasa itself. It was not, however, from Lliasa but 
from Pekin, in the year 1719, that four Capuchin friars sef, out in 
search of any remnants of the Nestorian faith that might still be sur¬ 
viving in the hinterland. 

“They traveled southwest for many months, by Lanchow and the 
Koko-Nor, facing hardships which you will well imagine. Three died 
on the way, and the fourth was not far from death when by accident 
he stumbled into the rocky defile that remains to-day the only prac¬ 
tical approach to the valley of Blue Moon. There, to his joy and sur¬ 
prise, he found a friendly and prosperous population who made haste 
to display what I have always regarded as our oldest tradition—that 
of hospitality to strangers. Quickly he recovered health and began 
to preach his mission. The people were Buddhists, but willing to 
hear him, and h^ had considerable success. There was an ancient 
lamasery existing then on tliis same mountain-shelf, but it was in a 
state of decay both physical and spiritual,,and as the Capuchins 
harvest increased, he conceived the idea of setting up on the same 
magnificent site a Christian monastery. Under his surveillance the 
old buildings were repaired and largely reconstructed, and he him¬ 
self began to live here in the year 1734, when he was fifty-three years 
of age, 

“Now let me tell you more about this man. His name was Perrault, 
and he was by birth a Luxembourger. Before devoting himself to 
Far Eastern missions he had studied at Paris, Bologna, and other 
universities; he was something of a scholar. There are few existing 
records of his early life, but it was not in any way unusual for one 
of his age and profession. He was fond of music and the arts, had a 
special aptitude for languages, and before he was sure of his vocation 
he had tasted all the familiar pleasures of the world. Malplaquet was 
fought when he was a youth, and he knew from personal contact the 
horrors of war and invasion. He was physically sturdy; during his 
first years here he labored with his hands like any other man, tilling 
his own garden, and learning from the inhabitants as well as teaching 
them. He found gold deposits along the valley, but they did not 
tempt him; he was more deeply interested in local plants and herbs. 
He was humble and by no means bigoted. He deprdcated polygamy, 
but he saw no reason to inveigh against the prevalent fondness for 
the tangatse berry, to which were ascribed medicinal properties, but 
which was chiel&y popular because its eflFects were those of a mild 
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narcotic. Perrault, in fact, became somewhat of an addict himself; 
it was his way to accept from native life all that it offered which he 
found harmless and pleasant, and to give in return the spiritual treas¬ 
ure of the West. He was not an ascetic; he enjoyed th< good things 
of the w<^ld, and was careful to teach his converts coolc ng as well as 
catechism. I want you to have an impression of a very * amest, busy, 
learned, simple, and enthusiastic person who, along wit h his priestly 
functions, did not disdain to put on a mason s overall and help in the 
actual building of these very rooms. That was, of cour e, a work of 
immense diflSculty, and one which nothing but his pri-e and stead¬ 
fastness could have overcome. Pride, 1 say, because it -/as undoubt¬ 
edly a dominant motive at the beginning—the pride in 1 is own Faith 
that made him decide that if Gautama could inspire inv?n to build a 
temple on the ledge of Shangri-La, Rome was capable of no less. 

“But time passed, and it was not unnatural that tliis motive should 
yield place gradually to more tranquil ones. Emulation is, after all, a 
young man’s spirit, and Perrault, by the time his monastery was well 
established, was already full of years. You must bear in mind that he 
had not, from a strict point of view, been acting very regularly; 
though some latitude must surely be extended to one whose ecclesi¬ 
astical superiors are located at a distance measurable in years rather 
than miles. But the folk of the valley and the monks themselves had 
no misgivings; they loved and obeyed him, and as years went on, 
came to venerate him also. At intervals it was his custom to send 
reports to the Bishop of Pekin, but often they never reached him, 
and as it was to be presumed that the bearers had succumbed to the 
perils of the journey, Perrault grew more and more unwilling to haz¬ 
ard their lives, and after about the middle of the century he gave up 
the practice. Some of his earlier messages, however, must have got 
through, and a doubt of his activities have been aroused, for in the 
year 1769 a stranger brought a letter written twelve years before, 
summoning Perrault to Rome. 

“He would have been over seventy had the command been re¬ 
ceived without delay; as it was, he had turned eighty-nine. The long 
trek over mountain and plateau was unthinkable; he could never 
have endured the scouring gales and fierce chills of the wilderness 
outeide. He sent, therefore, a courteous reply explaining the situa¬ 
tion, but ther^'is no record that his message ever passed the barrier 
of the great ranges. 

“So Perrault remained at Shangri-La, not exactly in defiance of 
superior orders, but because it was physically impossible for him to 
fulfill Aem. In any case he was an old man, and death would proba- 
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bly soon put an end both to him and his irregularity. By this time 
the institution he had founded had begun to undergo a subtle 
change. It might be deplorable, but it was not really very astonishing; 
for it could hardly be expected that one man unaided should uproot 
permanently the habits and traditions of an epoch. He had go West¬ 
ern colleagues to hold firm when his own grip relaxed; and it had 
perhaps been a mistake to build on a site that held such older and 
differing memories. It was asking too much; but was it not asking 
even more to expect a wliite-haired veteran, just entering the nine¬ 
ties, to realize the mistake that he had made? Perrault, at any rate, 
did not then realize it. He was far too old and happy. His followers 
were devoted even when they forgot his teaching, while the people 
of the valley held him in such reverent affection that he forgave with 
ever-increasing ease their lapse into former customs. He was still 
active, and his faculties had remained exceptionally keen. At the 
age of ninety-eight he began to study the Buddhist writings that 
had been left i\t Shangri-La by its previous occupants, and his in¬ 
tention was then to devote the rest of his life to the composition of 
a book attacking Buddhism from the standpoint of orthodoxy. He 
actually finished this task (we have his manuscript complete), but 
tlie attack was very gentle, for he had by that time reached the 
round figure of a century—an age at which even the keenest acri¬ 
monies apt to fade. 

“Meanwhile, as you may suppose, many of his early disciples had 
died, and as there were few replacements, the number resident un¬ 
der the rule of the old Capuchin steadily diminished. From over 
eighty at one time, it dwindled to a score, and then to a mere dozen, 
most of them very aged themselves. Perrault’s life at this time grew 
to be a very calm and placid waiting for the end. He was far too old 
for disease and discontent; only the everlasting sleep could claim 
him now, and he was not afraid. The valley people, out of kindness, 
supplied food and clothing; his library gave him work. He had be¬ 
come rather frail, but still kept energy to fulfill the major ceremonial 
of his oflBce; the rest of the tranquil days he spent with his books, 
his memories, and the mild ecstasies of the narcotic. His mind re¬ 
mained so extraordinarily clear that he even embarked upon a study 
of certain mystic practices that the Indians call yoga, and which are 
based upon various special methods of breathing. For k^man of such 
an age the enterprise might well have seemed hazardous, and it was 
certainly true that soon afterwards, in that memorable year 1789, 
news descended to the valley that Perrault was dying at last. ^ 

“He lay in tfios room, my dear Conway, vrhere he could see from 
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the window the white blurr that was all his failing eyesight gave 
him of Karakal; but he could see with his mind also; he could pic¬ 
ture the clear and matchless outline that he had first glimpsed half a 
century before. And there came to him, too, the stra ige parade of 
all his n?any experiences, the years of travel across des( rt and upland, 
the great crowds in Western cities, the clang and g itter of Marl¬ 
borough's troops. His mind had straitened to a snow-vhite calm; he 
was ready, willing, and glad to die. He gathered h s friends and 
servants round him and bade them all farewell; thoi he asked to 
be left alone awhile. It was during such a solitude, with his body 
sinking and his mind lifted to beatitude, that he had hoped to give 
up his soul . . . but it did not happen so. He lay h r many weeks 
without speech or movement, and then he began to rt cover. He was 
a hundred and eight.” 

The whispering ceased for a moment, and to Conway, stirring 
slightly, it appeared that the High Larna had been translating, with 
fluency, out of a remote and private dream. At length he went on; 

“Like others who have waited long on the threshold of death, Per- 
rault had been granted a vision of some significance to take back 
with him into the world; and of this vision more must be said later. 
Here I will confine myself to his actions and behavior, which were 
indeed remarkable. For instead of convalescing idly, as might have 
been expected, he plunged forthwith into rigorous self-discipline 
somewhat curiously combined with narcotic indulgence. Drug-tak¬ 
ing and deep-breathing exercises—it could not have seemed a very 
flcath-defying regimen; yet the fact remains that when the last of the 
old monks died, in 1794, Perrault himself was still living. 

“It would almost have brought a smile had there been any one 
at Shangri-La with a sufficiently distorted sense of humor. "^Tlie 
wrinkled Capuchin, no more decrepit tlian he had been for a dozen 
years, persevered in a secret ritual he had evolved, while to the folk 
of the valley he soon became veiled in mystery, a hermit of uncanny 
powers who lived alone on that formidable cliff. But there was still a 
tradition of affection for him, and it came to be regarded as meri¬ 
torious and luck-bringing to climb to Shangri-La and leave a simple 
gift, or perform some manual task that was needed there. On all 
such pilgrims J^errault bestowed his blessing-forgetful, it might be, 
that they w 4 re Ipst and straying sheep. For 'Te Deum Laudamus' 
and ‘Om Mane Padme Hum' were now heard equally in the temples 
of the^ valley. 

‘*As the new century approached, the legend grew'^nto a rich and 
fantastic folk-lore—it was said that Perrault had become a god, that 
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he worked miracles, and that on certain nights he flew to the sum¬ 
mit of Karakal to hold a capdle to the sky. There is a paleness always 
on the mountain at full moon; but I need not assure you that neither 
Perrault nor any other man has ever climbed there. I mention it, 
even though it may seem unnecessary, because there is a mass of 
unreliable testimony that Perrault did and could do all kinds of im¬ 
possible things. It was supposed, for instance, that he practiced the 
art of self-levitation, of which so much appears in accounts of Bud¬ 
dhist mysticism; but the more sober truth is that he made many ex¬ 
periments to that end, but entirely without success. He did, however, 
discover that the impairment of ordinary senses could be somewhat 
offset by a development of others; he acquired skill in telepathy 
which was perhaps remarkable, and though he made no claim to 
any specific powers of healing, there was a quality in his mere pres¬ 
ence that was helpful in certain cases. 

"You will wish to know how he spent his time during these un¬ 
precedented years. His attitude may be summed up by saying that, 
as he had not died at a normal age, he began to feel that there was 
no discoverable reason why he either should or should not do so at 
any definite time in the future. Having already proved himself ab¬ 
normal, it was as easy to believe that the abnormality might continue 
as to expect it to end at any moment. And that being so, he began to 
behave without care for the imminence with which he had been so 
long preoccupied; he began to live the kind of life that he had al¬ 
ways desired, but had so rarely found possible; for he had kept at 
heart and throughout all vicissitudes the tranquil tastes of a scholar. 
His memory was astonishing; it appeared to have escaped the tram¬ 
mels of the physical into some upper region of immense clarity; it 
almost seemed that he could now learn everything with far greater 
ease than during his student days he had been able to learn anything. 
He was soon, of course, brought up against a need for books, but 
there were a few he had had with him from the first, and they in¬ 
cluded, you may be interested to hear, an English grammar and 
dictionary and Florio's translation of Montaigne. With these to work 
on he contrived to master the intricacies of your language, and we 
still possess in our library the manuscript of one of his first linguistic 
exercises—a translation of Montaigne's essay on Vanity into Tibet^ 
—surely a unique production.” - 

Conway smiled. "I should be interested to see it sometime, if I 
might.” 

"With the greatest of pleasure. It was, you may think, a singularly 
unpractical accomplishment, but recollect that Perrault had reudhed 
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a singularly unpractical age. He would have been onely without 
some such occupation—at any rate until the fourth ye ir of the nine¬ 
teenth century, which marks an important event in the history of 
our foundation. For it was then that a second strange from Europe 
arrived^n the valley of Blue Moon. He was a young Austrian named 
Henschell who had soldiered against Napoleon in It. ly-a youth of 
noble birth, high culture, and much charm of manner The wars had 
mined his fortunes, and he had wimdered across R ^ssia into Asia 
witli some vague intention of retrieving them. It wouL be interesting 
to know how exactly-he reached tlie plateau, but he ha 1 no very clear 
idea himself; indeed, he was as near death when he rrived here as 
Perrault liimself had once been. Again the hospitalit\ of Shangri-La 
was extended, and the stranger recovered—but the e the parallel 
breaks down. For Perrault had come to preach and proselytize, 
whereas Henschell took a more immediate interest iii the gold de¬ 
posits. His first ambition was to enrich himself and return to Europe 
as soon as possible. 

'*But he did not return. An odd thing happened—though one that 
has happened so often since that perhaps we must now agree that 
it cannot be very odd after all. The valley, with its peacefulness and 
its utter freedom from worldly cares, tempted him again and again 
to delay liis departure, and one day, having heard the local legend, 
he climbed to Shangri-La and had his first meeting with Perrault. 

'That meeting was, in the truest sense, historic. Perrault, if a little 
beyond such human passions as friendship or aflFection, was yet en¬ 
dowed with a rich benignity of mind which touched the youth as 
water upon a parched soil. I will not try to describe the association 
that sprang up between tlie two; the one gave utmost adoration, 
while the other shared his knowledge, his ecstasies, and the wild 
dream that had now become the only reality left for him in the 
world.” 

There was a pause, and Conway said very quietly: Pardon the 
interruption, but that is not quite clear to me.” 

'T know.” The whispered reply was completely sympathetic. ‘*It 
would be remarkable indeed if it were. It is a matter which I shall 
be pleased to explain before our talk is over, but for the present, 
if •you will forgive me, I will confine myself to simpler things. A fact 
that will inferei^t you is that Henschell began our collections of 
Chinese art, as well as our library and musical acquisitions. He made 
a remarkable journey to Peldn and brought back the first consign¬ 
ment in the year 1809. He did not leave the valley again, but it was 
his ingenuity which devised the complicated system by which the 
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lamasery has ever since been able to obtain anytliing needful from 
the outer world.” 

“I suppose you found it easy to make payment in gold?” 

“Yes, we have been fortunate in possessing supplies of a metal 
which is held in such high esteem in other parts of the world.” 

“Such high esteem that you must have been very lucky to escape 
a gold rush.” 

The High Lama inclined his head in the merest indication of agree¬ 
ment. “That, my dear Conway, was always Henschell’s fear. He was 
careful that none of the porters bringing books and art treasures 
should ever approach too closely; he made them leave their burdens 
a days journey outside, to be fetched afterwards by our valley folk 
themselves. He even arranged for sentiies to keep constant watch 
on the entrance to the defile. But it soon occurred to him that there 
was an easier and more final safeguard ” 

“Yes?” Conway's voice was guardedly tense. 

“You see there was no need to fear invasion by an army. That 
will never be possible, owing to the nature and distances of the 
country. The most ever to be expected was tiie arrival of a few half- 
lost wanderers who, even if they were armed, would probably be 
so weakened as to constitute no danger. It was decided, therefore, 
that henceforward strangers might come as freely as they chose— 
with but one important proviso. 

“And, over a period of years, such strangers did come. Chinese 
merchants, tempted into the crossing of the plateau, chanced occa¬ 
sionally on this one traverse out of so many others possible to them. 
Nomad Tibetans, wandering from their tribes, strayed here some¬ 
times like weary animals. All w^ere made welcome, though some 
reached the shelter of the valley only to die. In the year of Waterloo 
two English missionaries, traveling overland to Peldn, crossed the 
ranges by an unnamed pass and had the extraordinary luck to arrive 
as calmly as if they were paying a call. In 1820 a Greek trader, ac¬ 
companied by sick and famished servants, was found dying at the 
topmost ridge of the pass. In 1822 three Spaniards, having heard 
some vague story of gold, reached here after many wanderings and 
disappointments. Again, in 1830, there was a larger influx. Two Ger¬ 
mans, a Russian, an Englishman, and a Swede mad© the dreaded 
crossing of the Tian-Shans, impelled by a motive that was to become 
increasingly common—scientific exploration. By the time of their 
approach a slight modification had taken place in the attityde of 
Shangri-La to^^ards its visitors—not only were they now welcomed 
if they chanced to find their way into the valley, but it had biicome 
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customary to meet them if they ever ventured within a certain radius. 
All this was for a reason I shall later discuss, but the point is of 
importance as showing that the lamasery was no Ion ^er hospitably 
indifferent; it had already both a need and a desire fc new arrivals. 
And indeed in the years to follow it happened that acre than one 
party of explorers, glorying in their first distant glim] se of Karakal, 
encountered messengers bearing a cordial invitation -and one that 
was rarely declined. 

'‘Meanwhile the lamasery had begun to acquire man / of its present 
characteristics. I must stress tlie fact that Henschell v is exceedingly 
able and talented, and that the Shangri-La of to-day )wes as much 
to him as to its founder. Yes, quite as much, I often think. For his 
was the firm yet kindly hand that every institution ne< ds at a certain 
stage of its development, and his loss would have b<;en altogether 
irreparable had he not completed more than a life-v ork before he 
died.” 

Conway looked up to echo rather than question those final words. 

‘'//e diedr 

‘‘Yes. It was very sudden. He wa.s killed. It was in the year of 
your Indian Mutiny. Just before his death a Chinese artist had 
sketched him, and I can show you that sketch now—it is in this room.*' 

The slight gesture of the hand was repeated, and once* again a 
servant entered. Conway, as a spectator in a trance, watched the 
man withdraw a small curtain at the far end of the room and leave 
a lantern swinging amongst the shadows. Then he heard the whisper 
inviting him to move, and it was extraordinary how hard it was to 
do so. 

He stumbled to his feet and strode across to the trembling circle 
of light. The sketch was small, hardly more than a miniature in 
colored inks, but the artist had contrived to give the flesh-tones a 
waxwork delicacy of texture. The features were of great beauty, al¬ 
most girlish in modeling, and Conway found in their winsomeness 
a curiously personal appeal, even across the barriers of time, death, 
and artifice. But the strangest tiling of all was one that he realized 
only after his first gasp of admiration: the face was that of a young 
man. 

•He stammered as he moved away: “But—you said—this was done 
just before Kis death?” 

“Yes. It is a very good likeness.” 

“Tl^en if he died in the year you said—” 

“He did.” 

“Aad he came here, you told me, in 1803, when he was a youth?” 
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‘Tes." 

Conway did not answer for a moment; presently, with an effort, 
he collected himself to say: “And he was killed, you were telling me?” 

“Yes. An Englishman shot him. It was a few weeks after the 
Englishman had arrived at Shangri-La. He was another of tiiose ex¬ 
plorers.” 

“What was the cause of it?” 

“There had been a quarrel—about some porters. Henschell had 
just told him of the important proviso that governs our reception of 
guests. It was a task of some difficulty, and ever since, despite my 
own enfeeblement, I have felt constrained to perform it myself.” 

The High Lama made another and longer pause, with just a hint 
of enquiiy in his silence; when he continued, it was to add: “Perhaps 
you are wondering, my dear Conway, what that proviso may be?” 

Conway answered slowly and in a low voice: “I think I can already 
guess.” 

“Can you, indeed? And can you guess anything else after this long 
and curious story of mine?” 

Conway dizzied in brain as he sought to answer the question; 
room was now a whorl of shadows with that ancient benignity ftt 
its center. Throughout the narrative he had listened with an intent¬ 
ness that had perhaps shielded him from realizing the fullest impli¬ 
cations of it all; now, with the mere attempt at conscious expression, 
he was flooded over with amazement, and the gathering certainty 
in his mind was almost stifled as it sprang to words. “It seems im¬ 
possible,” he stammered. “And yet I can't help thinking of it—it s 
astonishing—and extraordinary—and quite incredible—and yet not 
absolutely beyond my powers of belief—” 

“What is, my son?"' 

And Conway answered, shaken with an emotion for which he knew 
no rea.son and which he did not seek to conceal: "^That you are 
still alive. Father Ferrault!' 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


There had been a pause, imposed by the High Lamas < all for further 
refreshment; Conway did not wonder at it, for the 'train of such 
a long recital must have been considerable. Nor was e himself un¬ 
grateful for the respite. He felt that the interval wa; as desirable 
from an artistic as from any other point of view, and t hat the bowls 
of tea, with their accompaniment of conventionally improvised cour¬ 
tesies, fulfilled the same function as a cadenza in music. This reflec¬ 
tion brought out (unless it were mere coincidence) an odd example 
of the High Lama's telepathic powers, for he immedijitely began to 
talk about music and to express pleasure that Conway's taste in that 
diU^tion had not been entirely unsatisfied at Shangri-La. Conway 
answered with suitable politeness and added that he had been sur¬ 
prised to find the lamasery in possession of such a complete library 
of European composers. The compliment was acknowledged be¬ 
tween slow sips of tea. “Ah, my dear Conway, we are fortunate in 
that one of our number is a gifted musician—he was, indeed, a pupil 
of Chopin's—and we have been happy to place in his hands the entire 
management of our salon. You must certainly meet him/' 

“I should like to. Chang, by the way, was telling me that your 
favorite Western composer is Mozart." 

“That is so," came the reply. “Mozart has an austere elegance which 
we find very satisfying. He builds a house wliich is neither too big 
nor too little, and he furnishes it in perfect taste." 

The exchange of comments continued until the tea-bowls were 
taken away; by that time Conway was able to remark quite calmly: 
‘‘So, to resume our earlier discussion, you intend to keep us? That, 
I take it, is the important and invariable proviso?" 

‘TTou have guessed correctly, my son." 

*^In other words, we are to stay here for ever?" 

T should *greatly prefer to employ your excellent English idiom 
and say that we are all of us here Tor good.'" 

“W|yat puzzles me is why we four, out of all the rest of the world's 
inhabitants, should have been chosen." • 

Rekpsing into his earlier and more consequential manner, the 
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High Lama responded: “It is an intricate story, if you would care to 
hear it. You must know that we have always aimed, as far as possible, 
to keep our numbers in fairly constant recruitment—since, apart 
from any other reasons, it is pleasant to have with us pp.ople of 
various ages and representative of difFerent periods. Unfortunately, 
since the recent European War and the Russian Revolution, travel 
and exploration in Tibet have been almost completely held up; in 
fact, our last visitor, a Japanese, anivcd in 1912, and was not, to be 
candid, a very valuable acquisition. You see, my dear Conway, we 
are not quacks or charlatans; we do not and cannot guarantee suc¬ 
cess; some of our visitors derive no benefit at all from their stay here; 
otliers merely live to what might be called a normally advanced age 
and then die from some trifling ailment. In general We have found 
that Tibetans, owing to their being inured to both the altitude and 
other conditions, are much less sensitive than outside races; they are 
charming people, and we have admitted many of them, but I doubt 
if more than a few will pass their hundredth year. The Chinese are 
a little better, but even among them we h^ive a high percentage of 
failures. Our best subjects, undoubtedly, are the Nordic and Lli|p 
races of Europe; perhaps the Americans would be equally adapt¬ 
able, and I count it our great good fortune that we have at last, 
in the person of one of your companions, secured a citizen of that 
nation. But I must continue with the answer to your question. The 
position was, as I have been explaining, that for nearly two decades 
we had welcomed no new-comers, and as there , had been several 
deaths during that period, a problem was beginning to arise. A few 
years ago, however, one of our number came to the rescue with a 
novel idea; he was a young fellow, a native of our valley, absolutely 
trustworthy and in fullest sympathy with our aims; but, like all the 
valley people, he was denied by nature the chance that comes more 
fortunately to those from a distance. It was he who suggested that he 
should leave us, make his way to some surrounding country, and 
bring us additional colleagues by a method which would have been 
impossible in an earlier age. It was in many respects a revolutionary 
proposal, but we gave our consent after due consideration. For we 
must move with the times, you know, even at Shangri-La.” 

“You mean that he was sent out deliberately to# bring some one 
back by air?” 

“Well, you see, he was an exceedingly gifted and resourceful youth, 
and we had great confidence in him. It was his- own idea, and we 
allowed him a free hand in carrying it out. All we knew defiiiitely 
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was that the first stage of his plan included a period of tuition at an 
American flying-school ” 

“But how could he manage the rest of it? It was o ily by chance 
that there happened to be that aeroplane at Baskul—” 

“Tru^ my dear Conway—many things are by chan< e. But it hap¬ 
pened, after all, to be just the chance that Talu was lo^ king for. Had 
he not found it, there might have been anotlier chant e in a year or 
two—or perhaps, of course, none at all. I confess I was surprised 
when our sentinels gave news of his descent on Xht plateau. The 
progress of aviation is rapid, but it had seemed like iy to me that 
much more time would elapse before an average i lacliine could 
make such a crossing of the mountains.” 

“It wasn’t an average machine. It was a rather spe» ial one, made 
for mountain-flying.” 

“Again by chance? Our young friend was indeed fo tunate. It is a 
pity tliat we cannot discuss the matter with him—we were all grieved 
at his death. You would have liked liim, Conway.” 

Conway nodded slightly; he felt it very possible. He said, after a 
silence; “But what’s the idea behind it all?” 

» Iy son, yoiu* way of asking that question gives me infinite pleas- 
In the course of a somewhat long experience it has never before 
been put to me in tones of such calmness. My revelation has been 
greeted in almost every conceivable manner—with indignation, dis¬ 
tress, fury, disbelief, and hysteria—but never until this night with 
mere interest. It is, however, an attitude that I most cordially wel¬ 
come. To-day you are interested; to-morrow you will feel concern; 
eventually, it may'be, I shall claim your devotion.” 

“That is more than I should care to promise.” 

‘*Your very doubt pleases me—it is the basis of profound and sig¬ 
nificant faith. . . . But let us not argue. You are interested, and that, 
from you, is much. All I ask in addition is that what I tell you now 
shall remain, for the present, unknown to your three companions.” 
Conway was silent. 

“The time will come when they will learn, like you, but that mo¬ 
ment, for their own sakes, had better not be hastened. I am so certain 
of your wisdom in this matter that I do not ask for a promise; you 
will act, I know, as we both think best. . . . Now let me begin by 
sketching for*you a very agreeable picture. You are still, I should 
say, a youngish <nan by the world’s standards; your life, as people 
say, lies ahead of you; in the normal course you might expect twenty 
or thirty years of only slightly and gradually diminishing activity. 
By no means a checarless prospect, arid I can hardly eJfpect you to see 
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it as I do—as a slender, breathless, and far too frantic interlude. The 
first quarter-century of your life was doubtless lived under the cloud 
of being too young for things, while the last quarter-century would 
normally be shadowed by the still darker cloud of being too old for 
them; and between those two clouds, what small and narrow^unlight 
illumines a human lifetime! But you, it may be, are destined to be 
more fortunate, since by the standards of Shangri-La your sunlit 
years have scarcely yet begun. It will happen, perhaps, that decades 
hence you will feel no older than you are to-day—you may preserve, 
as Henschell did, a long and wondrous youth. But that, believe me, 
is only an early and superficial phase. There will come a time when 
you will age like others, though far more slowly, and into a condi¬ 
tion infinitely nobler; at eighty you may still climb to the pass with 
a young man s gait, but at twice that age you must not expect the 
whole marvel to have persisted. We are not workers of miracles; we 
have made no conquest of death or even of decay. All we have done 
and can sometimes do is to slacken the tempo of this brief interval 
that is called life. We do this by methods which are as simple here 
as they are impossible elsewhere; but make no mistake; the end 
awaits us all |||i 

"Yet it is, nevertheless, a prospect of much charm that I unr^ 
for you—long tranquillities during which you will observe a sunset as 
men in the outer world hear the striking of a clock, and with far less 
care. The years will come and go, and you will pass from fleshly en¬ 
joyments into austerer but no less satisfying realms; you may lose the 
keenness of muscle and appetite, but there will be gain to match 
your loss; you will acliieve calmness and profundity, ripeness and 
wisdom, and the clear enchantment of memory. And, most precious 
of all, you will have Time—that rare and lovely gift that your West¬ 
ern countries have lost the more they have pursued it. Think for a 
moment. You will have time to read—never again will you skiin pages 
to save minutes, or avoid some study lest it prove too engrossing. 
You have also a taste for music—here, then, are your scores and in¬ 
struments, with Time, unniflBed and unmeasured, to give you their 
richest savor. And you are also, we will say, a man of good fellow¬ 
ship-does it not charm you to think of wise and serene friendships, 
a long and kindly traffic of the mind from which death may not call 
you away with his customary hurry? Or, if it is solitude that y 6 u 
prefer, could you not employ our pavilions to enrich the gentleness 
of lonely thoughts?'’ 

The voice made a pause which Conway did not seek to fill. , 

"You make n8 comment, my dear Conway. Forgive my eloquence— 
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I belong to an age and a nation that never considered it bad form 
to be articulate. . . . But perhaps you are thinking of vdfe, parents, 
children, left behind in the world? Or maybe ambitio is to do this or 
that? Believe me, though the pang may be keen at fij st, in a decade 
from now even its ghost will not haunt you. Though i i point of fact, 
if I read your mind correctly, you have no such griefs " 

Conway was startled by the accuracy of the judgmrnt. “That’s so/’ 
he replied. “I’m unmarried; I have few close friend.^ and no ambi¬ 
tions.” 

“No ambitions? And how have you contrived to esc ape those wide¬ 
spread maladies?” . 

For the first time Conway felt that he was actua ly taking part 
in a conversation. He said: “It always seemed to me ii* my profession 
that a good deal of what passed for success would be i ither disagree¬ 
able, apart from needing more effort than 1 felt called upon to make. 
I was in the Consular Service—quite a subordinate post, but it suited 
me well enough.” 

“Yet your soul was not in it?” 

“Neither my soul nor my heart nor more than half my energies. 
1 ^: naturally rather lazy.” 

' The wrinkles deepened and twisted till Conway realized that the 
High Lama was very probably smiling. “Laziness in doing stupid 
tilings can be a great virtue,” resumed the whisper. “In any case, 
you will scarcely find us exacting in such a matter. Chang, I believe, 
explained to you our principle of moderation, and one of the things 
in which we are always moderate is activity. I myself, for instance, 
have been able to learn ten languages; the ten might have been 
twenty had I worked immoderately. But I did not. And it is the same 
in other directions; you will find us neither profligate nor ascetic. 
Until we reach an age when care is advisable, we gladly accept the 
pleasures of the table, wliile—for the benefit of our younger col¬ 
leagues—the women of the valley have happily applied the principle 
of moderation to their own chastity. AU things considered, I feel sure 
you will get used to our ways without much effort. Chang, indeed, 
was very optimistic—and so, after this meeting, am I. But there is, 
I admit, an odd quality in you that I have never met in any of our 
visitors hitherto. It is not quite cynicism, still less bitterness; perhaps 

is partly disillusionment, but it is also a clarity of mind that I 
should not have, expected in any one younger than—say, a century 
or so. It is, if I had to put a single word to it, passionlessness.” 

Conway answered; “As good a word as most, no doubt. I don’t 
know whether you classify the people who come here, but if so, you 
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can label me ‘1914-1918/ That makes me, I should think, a unique 
specimen in your museum of antiquities—the other three who ar¬ 
rived along with me don’t enter the category. I used up most of my 
passions and energies during the years Ive mentioned, and though 
I don’t talk much about it, the chief thing IVe asked from thjj world 
since then is to leave me alone. 1 find in this place a certain charm 
and quietness that appeals to me, and no doubt, as you remark, I 
shall get used to things.” 

“Is tliat all, my son?” 

“I hope I am keeping well to your own rule of moderation.” 

“You are clever—as Chang told me, you are. very clever. But is 
there nothing in the prospect 1 have outlined that tempts you to any 
stronger feeling?” 

Conway was silent for an interval and then replied; “1 was deeply 
impressed by your story of the past, but to be candid, your sketch 
of the future interests me only in an abstract sense. I can’t look so far 
ahead. I should certainly be sorry if I had to leave Shangri-La to¬ 
morrow, or next week, or perhaps even next year; but how I shall feel 
about it if I live to be a hundred isn’t a matter to prophesy. I can 
face it, like any other future, but in order to make me keen it n^t 
have a point. I’ve sometimes doubted whether life itself has any; 
and if not, long life must be even more pointless.” 

“My friend, the traditions of this building, both Buddhist and 
Christian, are very reassuring.” 

“Maybe. But I’m afraid I still hanker after some more definite 
reason for envying the centenarian.” 

“There is a reason, and a very definite one indeed. It is the whole 
reason for this colony of chance-sought strangers living beyond their 
years. We do not follow an idle experiment, a mere whimsy. We have 
a dream and a vision. It is a vision that first appeared to old Perrault 
when he lay dying in this room in the year 1789. He looked back 
then on his long life, as 1 have already told you, and it seemed to 
him that all the loveliest things were transient and perishable, and 
that war, lust, and brutality might some day crush them until there 
were no more left in the world. He remembered sights he had seen 
with his own eyes, and with his mind he pictured others; he saw the 
nations strengthening, not in wisdom, but in vulgar passions and the 
will to destroy; he saw their machine power multiplying until a sin- 
gle-weaponed man might have matched a whole anpy of the Grand 
Monarque. And he perceived that when they had filled the land and 
sea with ruin, they would take to the air. . . . Can you say that his 
vision was untrue?” 
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“True indeed.” 

“But that was not all. He foresaw a time when m^m, exultant in 
the technique of homicide, would rage so hotly over ?he world that 
every precious thing would be in danger, every bo( k and picture 
and ha^^ony, every treasure garnered through two m llenniums, the 
small, the delicate, the defenseless—all would be lo. t like the lost 
books of Livy, or wrecked as the English wrecked the Summer Palace 
in Pekin.” 

“I share your opinion of that.” 

“Of course. But what are the opinions of reasonal e men against 
iron and steel? Believe me, that vision of old Perrault vill come true. 
And that, my son, is why I am here, and why you are here, and why 
we may pray to outlive the doom that gathers around )n every side.” 

“To outlive it?” 

“There is a chance. It will all come to pass before you are as old 
as 1 am.” 

“And you think that Shangri-La will escape?” 

“Perhaps. We may expect no mercy, but we may faintly hope for 
neglect. Here we shall stay with our books and our music and our 
meditations, conserving the frail elegancies of a dying age, and seek¬ 
ing such wisdom as men will need when their passions are all spent. 
We have a heritage to cherish and bequeath. Let us take what pleas¬ 
ure we may until that time comes.” 

“And then?” 

“Then, my son, when the strong have devoured each other, the 
Christian ethic may at last be fulfilled, and the meek shall inherit 
the earth.” 

A shadow of emphasis had touched the whisper, and Conway sur¬ 
rendered to the beauty of it; again he felt the surge of darkness 
around, but now symbolically, as if the world outside were already 
brewing for the storm. And 'then he saw that the High Lama of 
Shangri-La was actually astir, rising from his chair, standing upright 
like the half-embodiment of a ghost.^ In mere politeness Conway 
made to assist; but suddenly a deeper impulse seized him, and he 
did what he had never done to any man before; he knelt, and hardly 
knew why he did. 

“I understand you, Father,” he said, 

• He was not perfectly aware of how at last he took his leave; he 
was in a dream«from which he did not emerge till long afterwards. 
He remembered the night air icy after the heat of those upper rooms, 
and Changes presence, a silent serenity, as they crossed the starlit 
courtyards together. Never had Shangri-La offered more concen- 
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trated loveliness to his eyes; the valley lay imaged over the edge of 
the cliflF, and the image was of a deep unrippled pool that matched 
the peace of his own thoughts. For Conway had passed beyond as¬ 
tonishments. The long talk, with its varying phases, had left him 
empty of all save a satisfaction that was as much of the miyd as of 
the emotions, and as much of the spirit as of either; even his doubts 
were now no longer harassing, but part of a subtle harmony. Chang 
did not speak, and neither did he. It was very late, and he was glad 
that all the others had gone to bed. 



CHAPTER NINE 


In the morning he wondered if all that he could ca' to mind were 
part of a waking or a sleeping vision. 

He was soon reminded. A chorus of questions grt ited him when 
he appeared at breakfast. “You certainly had a long ta 'k with the boss 
last night,” began the American. “We meant to wait ip for you, but 
we got tired. What sort of guy is he?” 

“Did he say anything about the porters?” asked Midlinson eagerly. 

“I hope you mentioned to him about having a missionary stationed 
here,” said Miss Brinklow. 

The bombardment served to raise in Conway his usual defensive 
armament. “Tm afraid Tm probably going to disapi)oint you all,” he 
replied, slipping easily into the mood. “I didn't discuss with him the 
question of missions; he didn't mention the porters to me at all; and 
as for his appearance, I can only say tliat he s a very old man who 
speaks excellent English and is quite intelligent.” 

Mallinson cut in with irritation; “The main thing to us is whether 
he's to be trusted or not. Do you think he means to let us down?” 

“He didn't strike me as a dishonorable person.” 

“Why on earth didn’t you woriy him about the porters?” 

“It didn't occur to me.” 

Mallinson stared at him incredulously. “I can't understand you, 
Conway. You were so damned good in that Baskul aflFair that I can 
hardly believe you're the same man. You seem to have gone all to 
pieces.” 

1 m sorry. 

'‘No good being sorry. You ought to buck up and look as if you 
cared what happens.” 

“You misunderstand me. I meant that I was sorry to have disap¬ 
pointed you.” 

• Conway's .voice was curt, an intended mask to his feelings, which 
were, indefed, sip mixed that they could hardly have been guessed by 
others. He had slightly surprised himself by the ease with which he 
had prevaricated; it was clear that he intended to observe the High 
Lamas suggestion and keep the secret. He was also puzzled by the 
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naturalness with which he was accepting a position which his com¬ 
panions would certainly and with some justification think traitorous; 
as Mallinson had said, it was hardly the sort of thing to be expected 
of a hero. Conway felt a sudden half-pitying fondness for the youth; 
then he steeled himself by reflecting that people who hero-worship 
must be prepared for disillusionments. Mallinson at Baskul had been 
far too much the new boy adoring the handsome games-captain, and 
ilDw the games-captain was tottering if not already fallen from the 
pedestal. There was always something a little pathetic in the smash¬ 
ing of an ideal, however false; and Mallinson’s admiration might have 
been at least a partial solace for the strain of pretending to be what 
he was not. But pretense was impossible anyway. There was a 
quality in the air of Shangri-La—perhaps due to its altitude—that for¬ 
bade one the eS^ort of counterfeit emotion. 

He said: “Look here, Mallinson, it’s no use harping continually 
on Baskul. Of course 1 was different then~it was a completely differ¬ 
ent situation.’' 

“And a much healthier one in my opinion. At least we knew what 
we were up against.” 

“Murder and rape—to be precise. You can call that healtliier if you 
like.” 

The youth’s voice rose in pitch as he retorted; “Well, I do call it 
healthier-T-in one sense. It’s something I’d rather face than all tliis 
mystery business.” Suddenly he added: “That Chinese girl, for in- 
stanc'e—how did she get here? Did the fellow tell you?” 

“No. Why should he?” 

“Well, why shouldn’t he? And why shouldn’t you ask, if you had 
any interest in the matter at all? Is it usual to find a young girl living 
with a lot of monks?” 

That way of looking at it was one that had scarcely occurred to 
Conway before. “This isn’t an ordinary monastery,” was the best reply 
he could give after some thought. 

“My God, it isn’t!” 

There was a silence, for the argument had evidently reached a 
dead-end. To Conway the history of Lo-Tsen seemed ratlier far from 
the point; the little Manchu lay so quietly in his mind that he hardly 
knew she was there. But at the mere mention of her Miss Brinklow 
had looked up suddenly from the Tibetan grammar which she was 
studying even over the breakfast table (just as if, thought Conway, 
with secret meaning, she hadn’t all her life for it). Chatter of girls 
and monks reminded her of those stories of Indian temples that men 
missionaries told their wives, and that the wives passed on to their 
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unmarried female colleagues. “Of course,” she said between tight¬ 
ened lips, “the morals of this place are quite hideous—we might have 
expected that ” She turned to Barnard as if inviting su :)port, but the 
American only grinned. “I don’t suppose yoii folks’d val le my opinion 
on a m^Jter of morals,” he remarked diyly. “But I sho^ Id say myself 
that quarrels are just as bad. Since we’ve gutter be lere for some 
time yet, let’s keep our tempers and make ourselves comfortable.” 

Conway thought this good advice, but Mallinson w is still unpla¬ 
cated. “I can quite believe you find it more comforta le than Dart¬ 
moor,” he said meaningly. 

“Dartmoor? Oh, tlmt’s your big penitentiary?—! get ou. Well, yes, 

1 certainly never did envy the folks in them places. / id there s an¬ 
other thing, toO“it don’t hurt when you chip me about it. Thick- 
skinned and tender-hearted, that’s my mixture.” 

Conway glanced at liim in appreciation, and at Mallieson with some 
hint of reproof; but then abruptly he had the feeling 'hat they were 
all acting on a vast stage, of whose background only be himself was 
conscious; and such knowledge, so incormnunicable, made him sud¬ 
denly want to be alone. He nodded to tliem and went out into the 
courtyard. In sight of Karakal misgivings faded, and qualms about 
his three companions were lost in an uncanny acceptance of the new 
world that lay so far beyond their guesses. There came a time, he 
realized, when the strangeness of everything made it increasingly 
difficult to realize the strangeness of anything; when one took things 
for granted merely because astonishment would have been as tedious 
for oneself as for others. Thus far had he progressed at Shangri-La, 
and he remembered that he had attained a similar though far less 
pleasant equanimity during his years at the War. ’ 

He needed equanimity, if only to accommodate himself to the 
double life he was compelled to lead. Thenceforward, with his fel¬ 
low exiles, he lived in a world conditioned by the arrival of porters 
and a return to India; at all other times the horizon lifted like a 
curtain; time expanded and space contracted, and the name Blue 
Moon took on a symbolic meaning, as if the future, so delicately 
plausible, were of a kind that might happen once in a blue moon 
only. Sometimes he wondered which of his two lives were the more 
real, but the problem was not pressing; and again he was reminded 
of the War, for during heavy bombardments he had had the same 
comforting sensation that he had many lives, only one of which could 
b^ claimed by death. 

Chang, of course, now talked to him completely without reserve, 
and they had many c'onversations about the rule and routine of the 
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lamasery. Conway learned that during his first five years he would 
live a normal life, without any special regimen; this was always done, 
as Chang said, “to enable the body to accustom itself to the altitude, 
and also to give time for tlie dispersal of mental and emotional re- 
grets.” ^ ^ 

Conway remarked with a smile: “I suppose you’re certain, then, 
that no human affection can outlast a five-year absence?” 

“It can, undoubtedly,” replied the Chinese, “but only as a fragrance 
whose melancholy we may enjoy.” 

After the probationary five years, Chang went on to explain, the 
process of retarding age would begin, and if successful, might give 
Conway half a century or so at the apparent age of forty—which 
was not a bad time of life at which to remain stationary. 

“What about yourself?” Conway asked. “How did it work out in 
your case?” 

“Ah, my dear sir, I was lucky enough to arrive when I was quite 
young—only twenty-two. I was a soldier, though you might not have 
thought it; I had command of troops operating against brigand tribes 
in the year 1855. I was making what I should have called a recon¬ 
naissance if I had ever returned to my superior oflScers to tell the 
tale, but in plain truth I had lost my way in the mountains, and of 
my men only seven out of over a hundred survived the rigors of the 
climate.‘When at last I was rescued and brought to Shangri-La I was 
so ill that extreme youth and virility alone could have saved me.” 

“Twenty-two,” echoed Conway, performing the calculation. “So 
youTe now ninety-seven?” 

“Yes. Very soon, if the lamas give tlieir consent, I shall receive full 
initiation.” 

“I see. You have to wait for the round figure?” 

“No, we are not restricted by any definite age limit, but a century 
is generally considered to be an age beyond which the passions and 
moods of ordinary life are likely to have disappeared.” 

“I should certainly think so. And what happens afterwards? How 
long do you expect to carry on?” 

“There is reason to hope that I shall enter lamahood with such 
prospects as Shangri-La has made possible. In years, perhaps another 
century or more.” 

Conway nodded. “I don’t know whether I ough^ to Congratulate 
you—you seem to have been granted tjie best of both worlds, a long 
and pleasant youth behind you, and an equally long and pleasant 
old age ahead.. When did you begin to grow old in appearance?” 
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“When I was over seventy. That is often the case, though I think 
I may still claim to look younger than my years.” 

“Decidedly. And suppose you were to leave the val ey now, what 
would happen?” 

“Deaih, if I remained away for more than a very fe\ days.” 

“Tlie atmosphere, then, is essential?” 

“There is only one valley of Blue Moon, and those vho expect to 
find another are asking too much of nature.” 

“Well, what would have happened if you had left t le valley, say, 
thirty years ago, during your prolonged youth?” 

Chang answered: “Probably I should have died evt i then. In any 
case, I should have acquired very quickly the full ap[ iarance of my 
ac tual age. We had a curious example of that some yei rs ago, though 
there had been several others before. One of our ni.mber had left 
tlie valley to look out for a party of travelers whom we had heard 
might be approaching. This man, a Russian, had arrived here orig¬ 
inally in the prime of life, and had taken to our ways so well that at 
nearly eighty he did not look more than hdf as old. He should 
have been absent no longer than a week (which would not have 
mattered), but unfortunately he was taken prisoner by nomad tribes 
and carried away some distance. We suspected an acc ident and gave 
him up for lost. Three months later, however, he returned to us, 
having made his escape. But he was a very different man. Every 
year of his age was in his face and behavior, and he died shortly 
afterwards, as an old man dies.” 

Conway made no remark for some time. They were talking in 
the library, and during most of the narrative he^had been gazing 
through a window towards the pass that led to the outer world; a 
little wisp of cloud had drifted across the ridge. “A rather grim story, 
Chang,” he commented at length. “It gives one the feeling that Time 
is like some balked monster, waiting outside the valley to pounce on 
the slackers who have managed to evade him longer than they 
should.” 

**Slackers?^ queried Chang. His knowledge of English was ex- 
tremely good, but sometimes a colloquialism proved unfamiliar. 

“‘Slacker/” explained Conway, “is a slang word meaning a lazy 
fallow, a good-for-nothing. I wasn't, of course, using it seriously.” 

Chang bowed his thanks for the information. He took a keen in¬ 
terest in languages, and liked to weigh a new word philosophically. 
‘"It is significant,” he said after a pause, “that the English regard 
slackness as a vice. We, on the other hand, should vastly prefer it 
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to tension. Is there not too much tension in the world at present, 
and might it not be better if more people were slackers?” 

“Tm inclined to agree with you,” Conway answered with solemn 
amusement. 

/ 

During the course of a week or so after the interview with the 
High Lama, Conway met several others of his future colleagues. 
Chang was neither eager nor reluctant to make the introductions, 
and Conway sensed a new and to him rather attractive atmosphere 
in which urgency did not clamor nor postponement disappoint. "In¬ 
deed,” as Chang explained, "some of the lamas may not meet you 
for a considerable time—perhaps years—but you must not be sur¬ 
prised at that. They are prepared to make your acquaintance when 
it may so happen, and their avoidance of huiTy does not imply any 
degree of unwillingness.” Conway, who had often had similar feelings 
when calling on new arrivals at foreign consulates, thought it a very 
intelligible attitude. 

The meetings*" he did have, however, were quite successful, and 
conversation with men tlirice his age held none of the social embar¬ 
rassments that might have obtruded in LoUdon or Delhi. His first 
encounter was with a genial German named Meister, who bad en¬ 
tered the lamasery during the 'eighties, as the survivor of an explor¬ 
ing party. He spoke English well, though with an accent. A day or 
two later a second introduction took place, and Conway enjoyed his 
first talk witli the man whom the High Lama had particularly men¬ 
tioned—Alphonse Briac, a wiry, small-statiired Frenchman who did 
not look especially old, though he announced himself as a pupil of 
Chopin. Conway thought that both he and the German would prove 
agreeable company. Already he was subconsciously analyzing, and 
after a /ew further meetings he reached one or two general conclu¬ 
sions; he perceived that though the lamas he met had individual 
differences, they all possessed that quality for which agelessness was 
not an outstandingly good name, but the only one he could think of. 
Moreover, they were all endowed with a calm intelligence which 
pleasantly overflowed into measured and well-balanced opinions. 
Conway could give an exact response to that kind of approach, and 
he was aware that they realized it and were gratified. He found them 
quite as easy to get on with as any other group of cultured people he 
might have met, though there was often a sense of oddity in hearing 
reminiscences so distant and apparently so casual. One white-haired 
and benevolent-looking person, for instance, asked Conway, after a 
little conversation, if he were interested in the Bront&. Conway 
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said he was, to some extent, and the other replied: “You see, when 
I was a curate in the West Riding during the ’forties, I once visited 
Haworth and stayed at the Parsonage. Since coming here IVe made 
a study of the whole Bronte problem—indeed, Vm writ ng a book on 
the subject. Perhaps you might care to go over it with i e sometime?” 

Conway responded cordially, and afterwards, when le and Chang 
were left together, commented on the vividness w h which the 
lamas appeared to recollect their pre-Tibetan lives. Cl mg answered 
that it was all part of the training. “You see, my dear ir, one of the 
first steps towards the clarifying of the mind is to obta n a panorama 
of one’s own past, and that, like any other view, is mt e accurate in 
perspective. When you have been among us long en ugh you will 
find your old life slipping gradually into focus as throi; ;h a telescope 
when the lens is adjusted. Everything will stand out till and clear, 
duly proportioned and with its coiTect significance. Your new ac- 
(piaintance, for instance, discerns that the really big moment of his 
entire life occurred when he was a young man visiting a house in 
which there lived an old parson and his three daughters.” 

“So 1 suppose 1 shall have to set to work to remember my own big 
rnomemts?” 

“It will not be an effort. ITiey wall come to you.” 

“I don’t know that I shall give them much of a welcome,” answered 
Conway moodily. 

But whatever the past might yield, he was discovc^ring happiness 
in the present. When he sat reading in the library, or playing Mozart 
in the music room, he often felt the invasion of a deep spiritual emo¬ 
tion, as if Shangri-La were indeed a living essence, distilled from the 
magic of the ages and miraculously preserved against time and 
death. His talk with the High Lama recurred memorably at such 
moments; he sensed a calm intelligence brooding gently over every 
diversion, giving a thousand whispered reassurances to ear and eye. 
Thus he would listen while Lo-Tsen marshaled some intricate fugue 
rhythm, and wonder what lay behind the faint impersonal smile that 
stirred her lips into the likeness of an opening flower. She talked 
very little, even tliough she now knew that Conway could speak her 
language; to Mallinson, who liked to visit the music room sometimes, 
she was almost dumb. But Conway discerned a charm that was per¬ 
fectly expressed her silences. 

Once he asked Chang her history, and learned that she came of 
royal Manchu stock. “She was betrothed to a prince of Turkestan, 
and was traveling to Kashgar to meet him when her carriers lost 
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their way in the mountains. The whole party would doubtless have 
perished but for the customary meeting with our emissaries.” 

“When did this happen?” 

“In 1884. She was eighteen.” 

“Eighteen thenF* ^ 

Chang bowed. “Yes, we are succeeding very well with her, as you 
may judge for yourself. Her progress has been consistently excellent.” 

“How did she take things when she first came?'' 

“She was, perhaps, a little more than averagely reluctant to accept 
the situation—she made no protest, but we were aware that she was 
troubled for a time. It was, of course, an unusual occurrence—to in¬ 
tercept a young girl on the way to her wedding. . . . We were all 
particularly anxious that she should be happy here.” Chang smiled 
blandly. “I am afraid the excitement of love does not make for an 
easy surrender, though the first five years proved ample for their 
purpose.” 

“She was deeply attached, I suppose, to the man she was to have 
married?” 

“Hardly that, my dear sir, since she had never seen him. It was 
the old custom, you know. The excitement of her afiEections was en¬ 
tirely impersonal.” 

Conway nodded, and thought a little tenderly of Lo-Tsen. He pic¬ 
tured her as she might have been half a century before, statuesque 
in her decorated chair as the carriers toiled over the plateau, her 
eyes searching the wind-swept horizons that must have seemed so 
harsh after the gardens and lotus-pools of the East. “Poor child!” 
he said, thinking of such elegance held captive over the years. Knowl¬ 
edge of her past increased rather than lessened his content with her 
stillness and silence; she was like a lovely cold vase, \madomed save 
by an escaping ray. 

He was also content, though less ecstatically, when Briac talked 
to him of Chopin, and played the familiar melodies with much bril¬ 
liance. It appeared that the Frenchman knew several Chopin com¬ 
positions that had never been published, and as he had written them 
down, Conway devoted pleasant hours to memorizing them himself. 
He found a certain piquancy in the reflection that neither Cortot 
nor Pachmann had been so fortunate. Nor were Briac's recollections 
at an end; his memory continually refreshed him with some little 
scrap of tune that the composer had thrown oflF oy infprovised on 
some occasion; he took them all down on paper as they came into 
his head, and some were very delightful fragments. “Briac,” Chang 
explained, “has not long been initiated, so you must make allowances 
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if he talks a great deal about Chopin. The younger lamas are natu¬ 
rally preoccupied with the past; it is a necessary step to envisaging 
the future.” 

“Which is, I take it, the job of tlie older ones?” 

“Yes.\The High Lama, for instance, spends almost his entire life 
in clairvoyant meditation.” 

Conway pondered a moment and then said: “By *'ie way, when 
do you suppose I shall see him again?” 

“Doubtless at the end of the first five years, my dea sir.” 

But in that confident prophecy Chang was wrong, or less than a 
month after his arrival at Shangri-La Conway receivet a second sum¬ 
mons to tliat torrid upper room. Chang had told hin' that the High 
Lama never left his apartments, and that their heat cl atmosphere 
was necessary for liis bodily existence; and Conway, !>eing thus pre¬ 
pared, found the change less disconcerting than bcf( re. Indeed, he 
l)reathed easily as soon as he had made his bow and been granted 
the faintest answering liveliness of the sunken eyes. He felt kinship 
with the mind beyond them, and though he knew that this second 
interview following so soon upon the first was an unprecedented 
honor, he was not in the least nervous or weighed down with solem¬ 
nity. Age was to him no more an obsessing factor than rank or color; 
he had never felt debaned from liking people because they were too 
young or too old. He held the High Lama in most cordial* respect, 
but he did not see why their social relations should be anything less 
than urbane. 

They exchanged the usual comtesies, and Conway answered many 
polite questions. He said he was finding the life very agreeable and 
had already made friendships. 

“And you have kept our secrcits from your three companions?” 

“Yes, up to now. It has proved awkward for me at times, but proba¬ 
bly less so than if I had told them.” 

“Just as I surmised; you have acted as you thought best. And the 
awkwardness, after all, is only temporary. Chang tells me he thinks 
that two of them will give little trouble.” 

“I dare say that is so.” 

“And the third?” 

Conway replied: “Mallinson is an excitable youth—he’s pretty keen 
t6 get back.” ^ 

“You like him?” 

‘Tes, I like him very much.” 

At this point the tea-bowls were brought in, and talk became less 
serious between sips of the scented liquid. It was an apt convention, 
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enabling the verbal flow to acquire a touch of that almost frivolous 
fragrance, and Conway was responsive. When the High Lama asked 
him whether Shangri-La was not unique in his experience, and if the 
Western world could offer anything in the least like it, he answered 
with a smile: “Well, yes—to be quite frank, it reminds iy.e very 
slightly of Oxford, where I used to lecture. The scenery there is not 
so good, but the subjects of study are often just as impractical, and 
though even the oldest of the dons is not quite so old, they appear to 
age in a somewhat simihu* way.” 

“You have a sense of humor, my dear Conway,” replied the High 
Lama, “for which we shall all be grateful during the years to come.” 



CHAPTER TEN 


“Extraordinary,” Chang said, when he heard that Conway had 
seen the High Lama again. And from one so reluctant to employ su¬ 
perlatives, the word'was significant. It had never haj opened before, 
he emphasized, since the routine of the lamasery became estab¬ 
lished; never had the High Lama desired a second mt oting until the 
five years’ probation had eflfected a purge of all the exi e’s likely emo¬ 
tions. “Because, you see, it is a great strain on him to talk to the 
average new-comer. Tlie mere presence of human passions is an un¬ 
welcome and, at his age, an almost unendurable unpleasantness. Not 
that I doubt his entire wisdom in the matter. It teaches us, I believe, 
a lesson of great value—that even tlie fixed rules of our community 
are only moderately fixed. But it is extraordinary, all the same.” 

To Conway, of course, it was no more extraordinary' than anything 
else, and after he had visited the High Lama on a tliird and fourth 
occasion, he began to feel that it was not very extraordinary at all. 
There seemed, indeed, something almost preordained in the ease 
with which their two minds approached each other; it was as if in 
Conway all secret tensions were relaxed, giving him, when he came 
away, a sumptuous tranquillity. At times he had the sensation of 
being completely bewitched by the mastery of that central intelli¬ 
gence, and then, over the little pale blue tea-bowls, the cerebration 
would contract into a liveliness so gentle and miniature that he had 
an impression of a theorem dissolving limpidly into a sonnet 

Their talks ranged far and fearlessly; entire philosophies were un¬ 
folded; the long avenues of history surrendered themselves for in¬ 
spection and were given new plausibility. To Conway it was an 
entrancing experience, but he did not suspend the critical attitude, 
and once, when he had argued a point, the High Lama replied: "My 
son, you are young in years, but I perceive that your wisdom has the 
ripeness of age. Surely some unusual thing has happened to you?” 

Conway smiled. “No more unusual than has happened to many 
others of my generation.” 

“I have never met your like before.” 

Conway answered after an interval: "There's not a great deal of 
mystery about it. That part of me which seems old to you was worn 
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out by intense and premature experience. My years from nineteen 
to twenty-two were a supreme education, no doubt, but rather ex¬ 
hausting.” 

“You were very unhappy at the War?” / 

“Not particularly so. I was excited and suicidal and scared and 
reckless and sometimes in a tearing rage—like a few million others, 
in fact. I got mad-drunk and killed and lechered in great style. It 
was the self-abuse of all one's emotions, and one came through it, 
if one did at all, with a sense of almighty boredom and fretfulness. 
That's what made the years afterwards so difficult. Don’t think I’m 
posing myself too tragically—I’ve had pretty fair luck since, on the 
whole. But it’s been rather like being in a school where there’s a bad 
headmaster-plenty of fun to be got if you feel like it, but nerve- 
racking oflF and on, and not really very satisfactory. I think I found 
that out rather more than most people.” 

“And your education thus continued?” 

Conway gave' a shrug. “Perhaps the exhaustion of the passions 
is the beginning of wisdom, if you care to alter the proverb.” 

'That also, my son, is the doctrine of Shangri-La.” 

“I know. It makes me feel quite at home.” 

He had spoken no less than the truth. As the days and weeks 
passed he began to feel an ache of contentment uniting mind and 
body; like Perrault and Henschell and the others, he was falling un¬ 
der the spell. Blue Moon had taken him, and there was no escape. 
The mountains gleamed around in a hedge of inaccessible purity, 
from which his eyes fell dazzled to the green depths of the valley; 
the whole picture was incomparable, and when he heard the harp¬ 
sichord’s silver monotony across the lotus-pool, he felt that it 
threaded the perfect pattern of sight and sound. 

He was, and he knew it, very quietly in love with the little Manchu. 
His love demanded nothing, not even reply; it wtis a tribute of the 
mind, to which his senses added only a flavor. She stood for him as 
a symbol of all that was delicate and fragile; her stylized courtesies 
and the touch of her fingers on the keyboard yielded a completely 
satisfying intimacy. Sometimes he would address her in a way that 
might, if she Ijad cared, have led to less formal conversation; but her 
replies never broke through the exquisite privacy of her thoughts, 
and in a sense he did not wish them to. He had suddenly come to 
reahze a single facet of the promised jewel; he had Time, Time for 
everything that he wished to happen, such Time that desire itself 
was quenched in the certainty of fulfillment. A year, a decade h?nce, 
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there would still be Time. The vision grew on him. and he was 
happy with it. 

Then, at intervals, he stepped into the other hfe to encounter 
Mallinsi>n"s impatience, Barnard’s heartiness, and M ss Brinklow’s 
robust intention. He felt he would be glad when th< v all knew as 
much as he; and, like Chang, he could imagine th t neither the 
American nor the missionary would prove diflBcult case . He was even 
amused when Barnard once said: “You know, Conwa^, Tm not sure 
that this wouldn’t be a nice little place to settle dowi< in. I thought 
at first rd miss the newspapers and the movies, but 1 ^uess one can 
get used to anything.” 

‘T guess one can,” agreed Conway. 

lie learned afterwards that Chang had taken Bamai 1 down to the 
valley, at his own request, to enjoy everything in tlie v ay of a “night 
out” that the resources of the locality could provi<le. Mallinson, 
when he heard of this, was rather scornful. “Getting tight, I suppose,” 
he remarked to Conway, and to Barnard himself he commented: “Of 
course it’s none of my business, but you’ll want to keep yourself 
pretty fit for the journey, you know. The porters an' due in a fort¬ 
night’s time, and from what I gather, the return trip won’t be exactly 
a joy ride.” 

Barnard nodded equably. “I never figgered it would,” he an¬ 
swered. “And as for keeping fit, I guess I’m fitter than I’ve been for 
years. I get exercise daily, I don’t have any wonies, and the speak¬ 
easies down in the valley don’t let you go too far. Moderation, y’know 
“-the motto of the firm.” 

“Yes, I’ve no doubt you’ve been managing to have a moderately 
good time,” said Mallinson acidly. 

“Certainly I have. This establishment caters for all tastes—some 
people like little Chink gels who play the pi-anno, isn’t that so? You 
can’t blame anybody for what they fancy.” 

Conway was not at all put out, but Mallinson flushed like a school¬ 
boy. “You can send them to jail, though, when they fancy other 
people’s property,” he snapped, stung to fury that set a raw edge to 
his wits. 

“Sure, if you can catch ’em.” The American grinned afltably. “And 
that leads me to something I may as well tell you folks right away, 
now we’re on tho subject. I've decided to give those porters a miss. 
They come here pretty regular, and I’ll wait for the next trip, or 
maybe the next but one. That is, if the monks’ll take my word that 
I’m still good for my hotel expenses.” 

“You mean you’re not coming with us?” 
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'That s it. IVe decided to stop over for a while. It’s all very fine for 
you—you 11 have the band playing when you get home, but all the 
welcome Til get is from a row of cops. And the more I think about it, 
tlie more it don’t seem good enough.” / 

"In other words, you’re just afraid to face the music?” 

"Well, I never did like music, anyhow.” 

Mallinson said with cold scorn: "I suppose its your own affair. 
Nobody can prevent you from stopping here all your life if you feel 
inclined,” Nevertheless he looked round with a flash of appeal. "It’s 
not what everybody would choose to do, iMit ideas differ. What do 
you say, Conway?” 

T agree. Ideas do differ.” 

Mallinson turned to Miss Brinklow, who suddenly put down her 
book and remarked: "As a matter of fact, I tliink I shall stay too.” 

**WhatF' they all cried together. 

She continued, with a bright smile that seemed more an attach¬ 
ment to her face than an illumination of it: "You see, IVe been 
thinking over the way things happened to bring us all here, and 
there’s only one conclusion I can come to. There’s a mysterious 
power working behind the scenes. Don’t you think so, Mr. Conway?” 

Conway might have found it hard to reply, but Miss Brinklow went 
on in a gathering hurry: "Who am I to question the dictates of Provi¬ 
dence? I was sent here for a purpose, and I shall stay.” 

"Do you mean you’re hoping to start a mission here?” Mallinson 
asked. 

"Not only hoping, but fully intending. I know just how to deal 
with these people—I shall get my own way, never fear. There’s no 
real grit in any of them.” 

"And you intend to introduce some?” 

"Yes, I do, Mr. Mallinson. I’m strongly opposed to that idea of 
moderation that we hear so much about. You can call it broadmind¬ 
edness if you like, but in my opinion it leads to the worst kinds of 
laxit>\ The whole trouble with the people here is their so-called 
broadmindedness, and I intend to fight it with all my powers.” 

"And tliey’re so broadminded that they’re going to let you?” said 
Conway, smiling., 

"Or else she’s so strong-minded that they can’t stqp her,” put rin 
Barnard. He added with a chuckle: "It’s just what I said—this es¬ 
tablishment caters for all tastes.” 

"Possibly, if you happen to like prison,” Mallinson snapped. 

"Well, there’s two ways of looking even at that. My goodness, it 
you think of all the folks in the world who’d give all they’ve got to 
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be out of the racket and in a place like this, only they can t get out! 
Are we in tlie prison or are they?*" 

“A comforting speculation for a monkey in a cage,* retorted Mal- 
linson; he was still furious. 

Afterwards he spoke to Conway alone. “That man jnll gets on my 
nerves,” he said, pacing the courtyard. “Tin not soiry we shan’t have 
him with us when we go back. You may think me toTi hy, but being 
chipped about that Chinese girl didn’t appeal to my st ise of humor.” 

Conway took Mallinson’s arm. It was becoming inc reasingly clear 
to him that he was very fond of the youth, and th »t their recent 
weeks in company had deepened the feeling, despite larring moods. 
He answered: “I rather took it that I was being rag ’:ed about her, 
not you.” 

“No, I think he intended it for me. He knows I’m interested in her. 
1 am, Conway. I can’t make out why she’s here, and whether she 
really likes being here. My God, if I spoke her language as you do, 
I’d soon have it out with her.” 

“I wonder if you would. She doesn’t say a great deal to any one, 
you know.” 

“It puzzles me that you don’t badger her with all sorts of ques¬ 
tions.” 

“I don’t know that I care for badgering people.” 

He wished he could have said more, and then suddenly the sense 
of pity and irony floated over him in a filmy haze; this youth, so eager 
and ardent, would take things very hardly. “I shouldn’t worry about 
Lo-Tsen if I were you,” he added. “She’s happy enough.” 

The decision of Baraard and Miss Brinklow to remain behind 
seemed to Conway all to the good, though it threw Mallinson and 
himself into an apparently opposite camp for the time being. It was 
an extraordinary situation, and he had no definite plans for tackling 
it. 

Fortunately there was no apparent need to tackle it at all. Until 
the two months were past, nothing much could happen; and after¬ 
wards there would be a crisis no less acute for his having tried to 
ptiepare himself for it. For this and other reasons he was disinclined 
to worry over the inevitable, though he did once say: “You know, 
Chang, I’m bothered about young Mallinson. I’m afraid he’ll take 
things very badly when he finds out.” 

Chang nodded with some sympathy. “Yes, it will not be easy to 
persuade him of his good fortune. But the diflBculty is, after all, only 
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a temporary one. In twenty years from now our friend wiD be quite 
reconciled.” 

Conway felt that this was looking at the matter almost too phil¬ 
osophically. ‘Tm wondering,” he said, “just how the truth’s going to 
be broached to him. He’s counting the days to tlie arrival of the 
porters, and if they don’t come—” 

“But they will come.” 

“Oh? I rather imagined that all your talk about them was just a 
pleasant fable to let us down lightly.” 

“By no means. Although we have no bigotry on the point, it is 
otu: custom at Shangri-La to be moderately truthful, and I can assme 
you that my statements about the porters were almost correct. At 
any rate, we are expecting the men at or about the time I said.” 

“Then you’ll find it hard to stop Mallinson from joining them.” 

“But we should never attempt to do so. He will merely discover— 
no doubt by personal experiment—that the porters are reluctantly 
unable to take ahy one back with them.” 

“I see. So that’s the method? And what do you expect to happen 
afterwards?” 

“Then, my dear sir, after a period of disappointment, he will— 
since he is young and optimistic—begin to hope that the next convoy 
of porters, due in nine or ten months’ time, will prove more amenable 
to his suggestions. And this is a hope wliich, if we are wise, we shall 
not at first discomage.” 

Conway said sharply: “I’m not so sure that he’ll do that at all. 
I should think he’s far more likely to try an escape on his own.” 

**EscapeP Is that really the word that should be used? After all 
the pass is open to any one at any time. We have no jailers, save 
those that Nature herself has provided.” 

Conway smiled. “Well, you must admit that she’s done her job 
pretty well. But I don’t suppose you rely on her in every case, all 
the same. What about the various exploring parties that have arrived 
here? Was the pass always equally open to them when they wanted 
to get away?” 

It was Chang’s turn now to smile. “Special circumstances, my dear 
sir, have sometimes required special consideration.” 

“Excellent. So you only allow people the chance of escape when 
you know they’d be fools to take it? Even so, I expect some of them 
do.” 

“Well, it has happened very occasionally, but as a rule the ab¬ 
sentees are glad to return after the experience of a single night on 
the plateau.” c 
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“Without shelter and proper clothing? If so, I can quite under¬ 
stand that your mild methods are as effective as stem ones. But what 
about the less usual cases that don’t return?” 

“You ^have yourself answered the question,” rej lied Chang. 
‘They do not return.” But he made haste to add: “I cati assure you, 
however, that there are few indeed who have been sc unfortunate, 
and I trust your friend will not be rash enough to incn ise the num¬ 
ber.” 

Conway did not find these responses entirely reassure ag, and Mal- 
linson’s future remained a preoccupation. He wished it were possible 
for the youth to return by consent, and this would no' be unprece¬ 
dented, for there was the recent case of Talu, the aijman. Chang 
admitted that the authorities were fully empowered to do anything 
that they considered wise. “But should we be wise, mv dear sir, in 
trusting ourselves and our future entirely to your friend’s feelings 
of gratitude?” 

Conway felt that the question was pertinent, for Mallinson’s at¬ 
titude left little doubt as to what he would do as soon as he reached 
India. It was his favorite theme, and he had often enlarged upon it. 

But all that, of course, was in the mundane world that was gradu¬ 
ally being pushed out of his mind by the rich, pervasive world of 
Shangri-La. Except when he thought about Mallinson he was ex¬ 
traordinarily content; the slowly revealed fabric of this new environ¬ 
ment continued to astonish him by its intricate suitability to his own 
needs and tastes. 

Once he said to Chang: “By the way, how do you people here fit 
love into your scheme of things? I suppose it does sometimes hap¬ 
pen that those who come here develop attachments?” 

“Quite often,” replied Chang with a broad smile. The lamas, of 
course, are immune, and so are most of us when we reach the riper 
years, but until then we are as other men, except that I think we 
can claim to behave more reasonably. And this gives me the oppor¬ 
tunity, Mr. Conway, of assuring you that the hospitality of Shangri- 
La is of a comprehensive kind. Your friend Mr. Barnard has already 
availed himself of it.” 

Conway returned the smile. “Thanks,” he answered dryly. T’ve 
no doubt he lias, but my own inclinations are not—at the moment 
--so assertive. It was the emotional more than the physical aspect 
that I was curious about.” 

“You find it easy to separate the two? Is it possible that you are 
falling« love with Lo-Tsen?” 
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Conway was somewhat taken aback, though he hoped he did not 
show it. “Wliat makes you ask that?” 

‘‘Because, my dear sir, it would be quite suitable if you were to do 
so—always, of course, in moderation. Lo-Tsen would not <.espond 
with any degree of passion—that is more than you could expect—but 
the experience would be very delightful, I assure you. And I speak 
with some authority, for 1 was in love with her myself when I was 
much younger.” 

“Were you indeed? And did she respond then?” 

“Only by the most charming appreciation of the compliment I 
paid her, and by a friendship which has grown more precious with 
the years.” 

“In other words, she didn’t respond?” 

“If you prefer it so.” Chang added, a little sententiously: “It has 
always been her way to spare her lovers the moment of satiety that 
goes with all absolute attainment.” 

Conway laughed. “That’s all very well in your case, and perhaps 
in mine too—but what about the attitude of a hot-blooded young 
fellow like Mallinson?” 

“My dear sir, it would be the best possible thing that could hap- 
peni Not for tiie first time, I assure you, would Lo-Tsen comfort 
the sorrowful exile when he learns that there is to be no return.” 

*'ComfortF* 

“Yes, though you must not misunderstand my use of the term. 
Lo-Tsen gives no caresses, except such as touch the stricken heart 
from her very presence. What does your Shakespeare say of Cleo¬ 
patra?—‘She makes hungry where she most satisfies.’ A popular type, 
doubtless, among the passion-driven races, but such a woman, I as¬ 
sure you, would be altogether out of place at Shangri-La. Lo-l’sen, if 
1 might amend the quotation, removes hunger where she least satis¬ 
fies. It is a more delicate and lasting accomplishment.” 

“And one, I assume, which she has much skill in performing?” 

“Oh, decidedly—we have had many examples of it. It is her way 
to calm the throb of desire to a murmur that is no less pleasant when 
left unanswered.” 

“In that sense, then, you could regard her as a part of the training 
equipment of the establisliment?” ^ * 

“You could regard her as that, if you wished,” replied Chang with 
deprecating blandness. “But it would be more graceful, and just as 
true, to liken her to the rainbow reflected in a glass bowl or to the 
dewdrops on the blossom of the fruit tree.” 
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‘1 entirely agree with you, Chang. That would be much more 
graceful.'" Conway enjoyed the measured yet agile repartees which 
his good-humored ragging of the Chinese very often e icited. 

But the next time he was alone with the little M inchu he felt 
that Chhng's remarks had had a great deal of shrew* ness in them. 
There was a fragrance about her that communicated itself to his 
own emotions, kindling the embers to a glow that did not bum, but 
merely warmed. And suddenly then he realized that Shangri-La and 
Lo-Tsen were quite perfect, and that he did not wish for more than 
to stir a faint and eventual response in all that stilli ;ss. For years 
his passions had beeti Hke a nerve that the world j Tred on; now 
at last the aching was soothed, and he could yield l anself to love 
that was neither a torment nor a bore. As he passcc; by the lotus- 
pool at night he sometimes pictured her in his arms, b it the sense of 
time washed over the vision, calming him to an infin te and tender 
reluctance. 

He did not think he had ever been so happy, even in the years 
of his life before the great barrier of the War. He liked the serene 
world that Shangri-La offered him, pacified rather than dominated 
by its single tremendous idea. He liked the prevalent mood in which 
feelings were sheathed in thoughts, and thoughts softened into fe¬ 
licity by their bansference into language. Conway, whom experience 
had taught that rudeness is by no means a guarantee of good faith, 
was even less inclined to regard a well-turned phrase as a proof of 
insincerity. He liked the mannered, leisurely atmosphere in which 
talk was an accomplishment, not a mere habit. And he liked to re¬ 
alize that the idlest things could now be freed from the curse of 
time-wasting, and tlie frailest dreams receive the welcome of the 
mind. Shangri-La was always tranquil, yet always a hive of unpursu¬ 
ing occupations; the lamas lived as if indeed they had time on their 
hands, but time that was scarcely a feather-weight. Conway met no 
more of them, but he came gradually to realize the extent and va¬ 
riety of their employments; besides tlieir knowledge of languages, 
some, it appeared, took to the full seas of learning in a manner that 
would have yielded big surprises to the Western world. Many were 
engaged in writing manuscript books of various kinds; one (Chang 
said) had made valuable researches into pure mathematics; another 
w^s co-ordinating Gibbon and Spengler into a vast thesis on the his¬ 
tory of Europeart civilization. But this kind of thing was not for 
them all, nor for any of them always; there were many tideless chan¬ 
nels in which they dived in mere waywardness, retrieving, like Briac, 
fragments of old tunes, or hke the English ex-curate, a new theory 
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about Wuthering Heights, And there were even fainter impracticaL 
ities than these. Once, when Conway made some remark in this con¬ 
nection, the High Lama replied with a story of a Chinese artist in 
the third century b.c. who, having spent many years in carving drag¬ 
ons, birds, and horses upon a cherry-stone, oflFered his finished work 
to a royal prince. The prince could see nothing in it at first except 
a mere stone, but the artist bade him “have a wall built, and make a 
window in it, and observe the stone through the window in the glory 
o^the dawn.” The prince did so, and then perceived that the stone 
was indeed very beautiful. “Is not that a charming story, my dear 
Conway, and do you not think it teaches a very valuable lesson?” 

Conway agreed; he found it pleasant to realize that the serene 
purpose of Shangri-La could embrace an infinitude of odd and ap¬ 
parently trivial employments, for he had always had a taste for such 
things himself. In fact, when he regarded his past, he saw it strewn 
with images of tasks too vagrant or too taxing ever to have been 
accomplished; but now they were all possible, even in a mood of 
idleness. It was*delightful to contemplate, and he was not disposed 
to sneer when Barnard confided in him that he too envisaged an 
interesting future at Shangri-La. 

It seemed that Barnard s excursions to the valley, which had been 
growing more frequent of late, were not entirely devoted to drink 
and women. 'Tou see, Conway, Fm telling you this because you re 
diflFerent from Mallinson—he's got his knife into me, as probably 
you've gathered. But 1 feel you'll be better at understanding the 
position. It’s a funny tiling—you British officials are so darned stiff 
and starchy at first, but you're the sort a fellow can put his trust in, 
when all's said and done.” 

“I wouldn't be too sure,” replied Conway, smiling. “And anyhow, 
Mallinson's just as much a British official as I am.” 

“Yes, but he's a mere boy. He don't look at things reasonably. You 
and me are men of the world—we take things as we find them. This 
joint here, for instance—we still can't understand all the ins and outs 
of it, and why we've been landed here, but then, isn't that the usual 
way of things? Do we know why we're in the world at all, for that 
matter?” 

“Perhaps some qf us don't, but what's all this leading up to?” 

Barnard dropped his voice to a rather husky whisfiqr. “Gold, rhy 
lad,” he answered with a certain ecstasy. “Just that, and nothing 
less. There's tons of it—literally—in the valley. I was a mining engi¬ 
neer in my young days and I haven’t forgotten what a reef looks 
Uke. Believe me, it's as rich as the Rand, and ten times easier to get 
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at. I guess you thought I was on the loose whenever I went down 
there in my little armchair. Not a bit of it. I knew wh^t I was doing, 
rd figgered it out all along, you know, that these guy here couldn't 
get all tlieir stuff sent in from outside without payin; mighty high 
for it, and what else could they pay with except go d or silver or 
diamonds or something? Only logic, after all. And wl en I began to 
scout round, it didn't take me long to discover the whole bag of 
tricks.'' 

‘‘You found it out on your own?" asked Conway. 

“Well, I won't say that, but I made my guess, and ’hen I put the 
matter to Chang—straight, mind you, as man to ma:;. And believe 
me, Conway, that Chink's not as bad a fellow as ve might have 
thought." 

“Personally, I never thought him a bad fellow at all ’ 

“Of course, I know you always took to him, so you won't be sur¬ 
prised at the way we got on together. We certainly did hit it fa¬ 
mously. He showed me all over tlie workings, and it n^iy interest you 
to know that I've got the full permission of tlie authorities to prospect 
in the valley as much as I like and make a comprehensive report. 
What d'you think of that, my lad? They seemed quite glad to have 
the services of an expert, especially when I said I could probably 
gi^^e 'em tips how to increase output." 

“I can see you're going to be altogether at home here," said Con¬ 
way. 

“Well, 1 must say I've found a job, and that's something. And you 
never know how a thingH tura out in the end. Maybe the folks at 
home won’t be so keen to jail me when they know I can show 'em 
tlie way to a new gold mine. The only diflSculty is—would they take 
my word about it?" 

‘They might. It's extraordinary what people will believe.” 

Barnard nodded with enthusiasm. “Glad you get the point, Con¬ 
way. And that's where you and I can make a deal. We'll go fifty- 
fifty in everything, of course. AU you've gotter do is to put your name 
to my report—British Consul, you know, and all that. It'll carry 
weight.” 

Conway laughed. “We'll have to see about it. Make your report 

It amused him to contemplate a possibility so unlikely to happen, 
and at the same time he was glad that Barnard had found something 
that yielded such immediate comfort. 

So also was the High Lama, whom Conway began to see more 
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and more frequently. He often visited him in the late evening and 
stayed for many hours, long after the servants had taken away the 
last bowls of tea and had been dismissed for the night. The High 
Lama never failed to ask him about the progress and welfare of his 
three companions, and once he enquired particularly as to tlie kind 
of careers that their arrival at Shangri-La had so inevitably inter¬ 
rupted. 

Conway answered reflectively: ‘‘Mallinson might have done quite 
well in liis own line—he's energetic and has ambitions. The two oth¬ 
ers—” He shrugged his shoulders. “As a matter of fact, it happens 
to suit them both to stay here—for a while, at any rate.” 

He noticed a flicker of light at the curtained window; there had 
been mutterings of thunder as he crossed the courtyards on his way 
to the now familiar room. No sound could be heard, and the heavy 
tapestries subdued the lightning into mere sparks of pallor. 

“Yes,” came the reply, “we have done our best to make both of 
them feel at home. Miss Brinklow wishes to convert us, and Mr. 
Barnard would also like to convert us—into a limited liability com¬ 
pany. Harmless projects—they will pass the time quite pleasantly 
for them. But your young friend, to whom neither gold nor religion 
can oflFer solace, how about hint?** 

“Yes, he's going to be the problem.” 

“I am afraid he is going to be your problem.” 

“Why mine?” 

There was no immediate answer, for the tea-bowls were intro¬ 
duced at that moment, and with their appearance the High Lama 
rallied a faint and desiccated hospitality. “Karakal sends us storms 
at this time of the year,” he remarked, feathering the conversation 
according to ritual. “The people of Blue Moon believe they are 
caused by demons raging in the great space beyond the pass. The 
‘outside," they call it—perhaps you are aware that in their patois the 
word is used for the entire rest of the world. Of course they know 
nothing of such countries as France or England or eveh India—they 
imagine the dread altiplano stretching, as it almost does, illimitably. 
To them, so snug at their warm and windless levels, it appears un¬ 
thinkable that any one inside the valley should ever wish to leave it; 
indeed, they picture all unfortunate ‘outsiders' as passionately desy* 
ing to enter. It is just a question of viewpoint, is it notr^'« 

Conway was reminded of Barnard's somewhat ^similar remarks, 
and quoted them. “How very sensiblel” was the High Lama's com¬ 
ment. “And he is our first American, too—we are truly fortunate." 

Conway found it piquant to reflect that the lamasery's fortune 
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was to have acquired a man for whom the police of a dozen countries 
were actively searching; and he would have liked to share the 
piquancy but for feeling tliat Barnard had better be left to tell his 
own story in due comse. He said: ‘‘Doubtless he\s qi ite right, and 
there a]?b many people in the world nowadays who ould be glad 
ejiough to be here.” 

“Too many, my dear Conway. We are a single life! oat riding the 
seas in a gale; we can take a few chance smvivors, but if all the 
shipwrecked were to reach us and clamber aboard ve should go 
down ourselves. . . . But let us not tliink of it just nc v. I hear that 
you have been associating with our excellent Briac A delightful 
fellow countryman of mine, though 1 do not share hi v opinion that 
Chopin is the greatest of all composers. For myself, as you know, 
I prefer Mozart. . . .” 

Not till the tea-bowls were removed and the ser\ int had been 
finally dismissed, did Conway venture to recall the unanswered 
question. “We were discussing Mallinson, and you said he was going 
to be my problem. Why mine, particularly?” 

Then tlie High Lama replied very simply: “Because, my son, I 
am going to die.” 

It seemed an extraordinary statement, and for a time Conway was 
speechless after it. Eventually the High Lama continued: “You are 
surprised? But surely, my friend, we are all mortal—even at Shangri- 
La. And it is possible that I may still have a few moments left to me 
—or even, for that matter, a few years. All I announce is the simple 
truth that already I see the end. It is charming of you to appear 
so concerned, and I will not pretend that there is not a touch of 
wistfulness, even at my age, in contemplating deatli. Fortunately 
little is left of me that can die physically, and as for the rest, all 
our religions display a pleasant unanimity of optimism. I am quite 
content, but I must accustom myself to a strange sensation during 
the hours that remain—I must realize that I have time for only one 
thing more. Can you imagine what that is?” 

Conway was silent. 

“It concerns you, my son.” 

“You do me a great honor.” 

“I have in mind to do much more than that.” 

Conway bqWed slightly, but did not speak, and the High Lama, 
after waiting awhile, resumed: “You know, perhaps, that the fre¬ 
quency of these talks has been unusual here. But it is our tradition, 
if I may permit myself the paradox, that we are never slaves to 
tradition. We have no rigidities, no inexorable rules. We do as 
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we think fit, guided a little by the example of the past, but still more 
by our preseirt wisdom, and by our clairvoyance of the future. And 
thus it is that I am encouraged to do this final thing.” 

Conway was still silent. 

‘1 place in your hands, my son, the heritage and desfany of 
Shangri-La.” 

At last the tension broke, and Conway felt beyond it the power of 
a bland and benign persuasion; the echoes swam into silence, till all 
that was left was his own heartbeat, pounding like a gong. And 
then, intercepting the rhythm, came the words: 

**1 have waited for you, my son, for quite a long time. I have sat 
in this room and seen the faces of new-comers, I have looked into 
their eyes and heard their voices, and always in hope that some day 
I might find you. My colleagues have grown old and wise, but you 
who are still young in years are as wise already. My friend, it is not 
an arduous task that I bequeath, for our order knows only silken 
bonds. To be gentle and patient, to care for tlie riches of the mind, 
to preside in wisdom and secrecy while the storm rages without—it 
will all be very pleasantly simple for you, and you will doubtless find 
great happiness.” 

Again Conway sought to reply, but could not, till at length a vivid 
lightning-flash paled the shadows and stirred him to exclaim: “The 
storm . . . this storm you talk of. . . .” 

“It will be such a one, my son, as the world has not seen before. 
There will be no safety by arms, no help from authority, no answer 
in science. It will rage till every flower of culture is trampled, 
and all human things are leveled in a vast chaos. Such was my vision 
when Napoleon was still a name unknown; and I see it now, more 
clearly with each hour. Do you say I am mistaken?” 

Conway answered: “No, I think you may be right. A similar crash 
came once before, and then there were the Dark Ages lasting five 
hundred years.” 

“The parallel is not quite exact. For those Dark Ages were not 
really so very dark—they were full of flickering lanterns, and even 
if the light had gone out of Europe altogether, there were other rays, 
literally from China to Peru, at which it could have been rekindled. 
But the Dark Ages that are to come will cover the whole world in a 
single pall; there will be neither escape nor sanctuary, ^ave such as 
are too secret to be found or too humble to be notidfed. And Shangri- 
La may hope to be both of these. The airman bearing loads of death 
to the great cities will not pass our way, and if by chance he should, 
he may not consider us worth a bomb.” 
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‘'And you think all this will come in my time?'’ 

“I believe that you will live through the storm. And after, through 
the long age of desolation, you may still live, grov ing older and 
wiser ai^d more patient. You will conserve the fragra:ice of our his¬ 
tory and add to it the touch of your own mind. Yoi will welcome 
the stranger, and teach him the rule of age and wi dom; and one 
of these strangers, it may be, will succeed you when y »u are yourself 
very old. Beyond that, my vision weakens, but I see, at a great dis¬ 
tance, a new world stirring in the ruins, stirring clums/‘y but in hope¬ 
fulness, seeking its lost and legendary treasures. An 1 they will all 
be here, my son, hidden behind the mountains in the valley of Blue 
Moon, preserved as by miracle for a new Renaissance . . 

The speaking finished, and Conway saw the face before him full 
of a remote and drenching beauty; then the glow faded and there 
was nothing left but a mask, dark-shadowed, and crumbling like old 
wood. It was quite motionless, and the eyes were closed. He watched 
for a while, and presently, as part of a dream, it came to him that 
the High Lama was dead. 

It seemed necessary to rivet the situation to some kind of actu¬ 
ality, lest it become too strange to be believed in; and with instinc¬ 
tive mechanism of hand and eye, Conway glanced at his wrist-watch. 
It was a quarter past midnight. Suddenly, when he crossed the room 
to the door, it occurred to him that he did not in the least know 
how or whence to summon help. The Tibetans, he knew, had all 
been sent away for the night, and he had no idea where to find 
Chang or any one else. He stood uncertainly on the threshold of the 
dark corridor; through a window he could see that the sky was clear, 
though the mountains still blazed in lightning like a silver fresco. 
And then, in the midst of the still encompassing dream, he felt him¬ 
self master of Shangri-La. These were his beloved things, all around 
him, the things of that inner mind in which he lived increasingly, 
away from the fret of the world. His eyes strayed into the shadows 
and were caught by golden pin-points sparkling in rich, undulating 
lacquers; and the sc^t of tuberose, so faint that it expired on the 
very brink of sensation, lured him from room to room. At last he 
stumbled into the courtyards and by the fringe of the pool; a full 
moon sailed behin,d Karakal. It was twenty minutes to two. 

Later, he was aware that Mallinson was near him, holding his 
arm and leading him away in a great hurry. He did not gather what 
it was all about, but he could hear that the boy was chattering 
excite^y. 
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They reached the balconied room where they had meals, Mallinson 
still clutching his arm and half dragging him afong. “Come on, Con¬ 
way, we ve till dawn to pack what we can and get away. Great 
news, man—I wonder what old Barnard and Miss Brinklow will think 
in the morning when they find us gone . . . still, it s their own choice 
to stay, and we'll probably get on far better without them. . . . The 
porters are about five miles beyond the pass—they came yesterday 
with loads of books and things . . . to-morrow they begin the journey 
back. ... It jngt shows how these fellows here intended to let us 
down—they never told us—we should have been stranded here for 
God knows how much longer. ... I say^ what's the matter? Are 
you ill?” 

Conway had sunk into a chair, and was leaning forward witli el¬ 
bows on the table. He passed his hand across his eyes. “Ill? No, I 
don't think so. Just—rather—tired.” 

“Probably the storm. Where were you all tlie while? Td been wait¬ 
ing for you for hours.” 

“I—I was visiting the High Lama.” 

“Oh, him! Well, thafs for the last time, anyhow, thank God.” 

“Yes, Mallinson, for the last time.” 

Something in Conway's voice, and still more in his succeeding si¬ 
lence, roused the youth to irascibility. “Well, I wish you wouldn't 
sound so deuced leisurely about it—we Ve got to get a considerable 
move on, you know.” 

Conway stiffened for the effort of emerging into keener conscious¬ 
ness. “Im sorry,” he said. Partly to test his nerve and the reality of 
his sensations he lit a cigarette. He found that;i>oth hands ^d lips 
were unsteady. “I'm afraid I don't quite follow . . . you say the 
porters ...” 

“Yes, the porters, man—do pull yourself together.” 

“You're thinking of going out to them?” 

“Thinking of it? I'm damn weU certain—they're only just over the 
ridge. And we've got to start immediately.” 

"^ImmediatelyF* 
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'Tes, yes—why not?” 

Conway made a second attempt to transfer himself from the one 
world into the other. He said at length, having parti ’ succeeded: “I 
suppose you realize that it mayn't be quite as simpl as it sounds?” 

Mallinson was lacing a pair of knee-high Tibetan noun tain-boots 
as he answered jerkily: "I realize everything, but its s )mething weVe 
got to do, and we shall do it, with luck, if we don't d- lay.” 

‘1 don't see how—” 

“Oh, Lord, Conway, must you fight shy of ever^ thing? Haven't 
you any guts left in you at all?” 

The appeal, half passionate and half derisive, hel ped Conway to 
collect himself. “Whether I have or haven't isn't the j oint, but if you 
want me to explain myself, I will. It's a question » f a few ratlier 
important details. Suppose you do get beyond the p.iss and find the 
porters there, how do you know they'll take you them? What 
inducement can you offer? Hasn't it struck you that they mayn't be 
quite so willing as you'd like them to be? You can't just present your¬ 
self and demand to be escorted. It all needs arrangement, negotia¬ 
tions beforehand—” 

“Or anything else to cause a delay,” exclaimed Miillinson bitterly. 
“God, what a fellow you are! Fortimately I haven't you to rely on for 
arranging things. Because they have been arranged—the porters have 
been paid in advance, and they've agreed to take us. And here are 
clothes and equipment for the journey, all ready. So your last excuse 
disappears. Come on, let's do something.” 

“But—I don't understand. . . .” 

“I don't suppose you do, but it doesn't matter.” 

“Who's been making all these plans?” 

Mallinson answered brusquely: “Lo-Tsen, if you're really keen to 
know. She's with the porters now. She's waiting.” 

**WaitingF* 

“Yes. She's coming with us. I assume you've no objection?” 

At the mention of Lo-Tsen the two worlds touched and fused 
suddenly in Conwaj^s mind. He cried sharply, almost contemptu¬ 
ously; “That's nonsense. It’s impossible.” 

Mallinson^Was equally on edge. “Why is it impossible?” 

“Because . . . Veil, it is. There are all sorts of reasons. Take my 
word for it; it won't do. It’s incredible enough that she should be out 
there now—I'm astonished at what you say has happened—but the 
idea of her going any further is just preposterous.” 
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“I don’t see that it’s preposterous at all. It’s as natural for her to 
want to leave here as for me.” 

“But she doesn’t want, to leave. That’s where you make the mis¬ 
take.” 

Mallinson smiled tensely. “You think you know a good ddal more 
about her than I do, I dare say,” he remarked. “But perhaps you 
don’t, for all that.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“There are other ways of getting to understand people without 
learning heaps of languages.” 

“For Heaven’s sake, what are you driving at?” Then Conway 
added more quietly: “This is absurd. We mustn’t wrangle. Tell me, 
Mallinson, what’s it all about? I still don’t understand.” 

“Then why are you making such an almighty fuss?” 

“Tell me the truth, please tell me the truth.” 

“Well, it’s sins^fele enough. A kid of her age, shut up here with a 
lot of queer old men—naturally she’ll get away if she’s given a chance. 
She hasn’t had One up to now.” 

“Don’t you think you may be imagining her position in the light 
of your own? As I’ve always told you, she’s'perfectly happy.” 

“Then why did she say she’d come?” 

“She said that? How could she? She doesn’t speak English.” 

“I asked her—in Tibetan—Miss Brinklow worked out the words. 
It wasn’t a very fluent conversation, but it was quite enough to—to 
lead to an understanding,” Mallinson flushed a little. “Damn it, Con¬ 
way, don’t stare at me like that—any one would think I’d been poach¬ 
ing on your preserves.” 

Conway answered: “No one would think so at all, I hope, but 
the remark tells me more than you were perhaps intending me to 
know. I can only say that I’m very sorry.” 

“And why the devil should you be?” 

Conway let the cigarette fall from his fingers. He felt tired, both¬ 
ered, and full of deep conflicting tendernesses that he would rather 
not have had aroused. He said gently: “I wish we weren’t always at 
such cross-purposes. Lo-Tsen is very charming, I know, but why 
should we quarrel about it?” 

**CharmingP^ Mallinson echoed the word with scorn. “She's a good 
bit more than that. You mustn’t think everybody’s sfs cold-blooded 
about these things as you are yourself. Admiring her as if she were 
an exhibit in a museum may be your idea of what she deserves, 
but mine's more practical, and when I see some one I like in a rotten 
position I try and do something.” 
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“But surely there’s such a thing as being too impetuous? Where 
do you think she’ll go to if she does leave?” 

“I suppose she must have friends in Cliiha or some^vhere. Anyhow, 
she’ll 1:^ better off than here.” 

“How can you possibly be so sure of that?” 

“Well, I’ll see that she’s looked after myself, if n body else will. 
After all, if you’re rescuing people from something q dte hellish, you 
don’t usually stop to enquire if tliey’ve anywhere els( to go to.” 

“And you think Shangri-La is hellish?” 

“Definitely, I do. There’s something dark and ev i about it. The 
whole business has been like that, from the beginni* g—the way we 
were brought here, witliout reason at all, by some m .dman—and the 
way we’ve been detained since, on one excuse or a lother. But the 
most frightful thing of all—to me—is the effect it’s ha I on you.” 

“On meF* 

“Yes, on you. You’ve just mooned about as if ^V^thing mattered 
and you were content to stay here for ever. Why, you even admitted 
you liked the place. . . . Conway, what has happened to you? Can’t 
you manage to be your real self again? We got on so well together at 
Baskul—you were absolutely different in those days.” 

“My dear boy!” 

Conway reached liis hand towards Mallinson’s, arid the answering 
grip was hot and eagerly affectionate. Mallinson went on: “I don’t 
suppose you realize it, but I’ve been terribly alone these last few 
weeks. Nobody seemed to be caring a damn about the only thing 
that was really important—Barnard and Miss Brinklow had reasons 
of a kind, but it was pretty awful when I found you against me.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“You keep on saying that, but it doesn’t help.” 

Conway replied on sudden impulse: “Then let me help, if I can, 
by telling you something. When you’ve heard it, you’ll understand, 
I hope, a great deal of what now seems very curious and diflScult. 
At any rate, you’ll realize why Lo-Tsen can’t possibly go back with 
you.” 

“I don’t think anything would make me see that. And do cut it 
as short as you can, because we really haven’t time to spare.” 

.Conway then gave, as briefly as he could, the whole story of Shan¬ 
gri-La, as told him by the High Lama, and as amplified by conversa¬ 
tion both with t&e latter and with Chang. It was the last tiling he 
had ever intended to do, but he felt that in the circumstances it 
was justified and even necessary; it was true enough that Mallinson 
was his problem, to solve as he thought fit. He narrated rapidly and 
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easily, and in doing so came again under the spell of that strange, 
timeless world; its beauty overwhelmed him as he spoke of it, and 
more than once he felt himself reading from a page of memory, so 
clearly had ideas and phrases impressed themselves. Only o^e thing 
he withheld—and that to spare himself an emotion he could not yet 
grapple with—the fact of the High Lama's death that night and of his 
own succession. 

When he approached the end he felt comforted; he was glad to 
have got it over, and it was the only solution, after all. He looked 
up calmly when he had finished, confident that he had done well. 

But Mallinson merely tapped his fingers on the table-top and said, 
after a long wait: ‘T really don't know what to say, Conway . . . 
except that you must be completely mad. . . 

There followed a long silence, during which the two men stared 
at each other in far differing moods—Conway withdrawn and disap¬ 
pointed, Mallinson in hot, fidgeting discomfort. “So you think Tm 
mad?'" said Cortway at length. 

Mallinson broke into a nervous laugh. “Well, I should damn well 
say so, after a tale like that. I mean . . . w;ell, really . . . such utter 
nonsense ... it seems to me rather beyond arguing about.” 

Conway looked and sounded immensely astonished. “You think 
it’s nonsense?” 

“Well . . . how else can I look at it? I’m sorry, Conway—it’s a 
pretty strong statement—but I don’t see how any sane person could 
be in any doubt about it.” 

“So you still hold tliat we were brought here by blind accident— 
by some lunatic who made careful plans to run off with an aeroplane 
and fly it a thousand miles just for the fun of the thing?” 

Conway offered a cigarette, and the other took it. The pause was 
one for which they both seemed grateful. Mallinson answered even¬ 
tually: “Look here, it’s no good arguing the thing point by point. 
As a matter of fact, your theory that the people here sent some one 
vaguely into the world to decoy strangers, and that this fellow de¬ 
liberately learned flying and bided his time until it happened that a 
suitable machine was due to leave Baskul with four passengers . . . 
well, I won’t say that it's literally impossible, though it does seem to 
me ridiculously far-fetched. If it stood by itself, it might just be worth 
considering, but when you tack it on to aU sorts of other things that 
are absolutely impossible—all this about the lamas being hundreds 
of years old, and having discovered a sort of elixir of youth, or what¬ 
ever you’d call it . . . well, it just makes me wonder what kind of 
microbe has bitten you, that’s all.” 
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Conway smiled. “Yes, I dare say you find it hard to believe. Per¬ 
haps I did myself at first—I scarcely remember. Of course it w an 
extraordinary story, but I should think your own eyes have had 
enough evidence that this is an extraordinary place. Think of all tliat 
we ve actually seen, both of us—a lost valley in the midst of unex¬ 
plored mountains, a monastery with a library of European books—” 

“Oh, yes, and a central heating plant, and modeni plumbing, and 
afternoon tea, and everything else—if s all very mar * elous, I know.” 

“Well, then, what do you make of it?” 

“Damn little, I admit. Its a complete mystery. B-t thafs no rea¬ 
son for accepting tales that are physically impossible. Believing in 
hot baths because you Ve had them is different fr m believing in 
people hundreds of years old just because theyV* told you they 
are.” He laughed again, still uneasily. “Look here, i'onway, its got 
on your nerves, this place, and I really don't wonder at it. Pack up 
your things and let’s quit. We’ll finish this argumeit a month or two 
hence after a jolly little dinner at Maiden s.” 

Conway answered quietly: “I’ve no desire to go back to that life 
at all.” 

“What life?” 

“The life you’re thinking of . . . dinners . . . dances . . . polo 
... all that. . . .” 

“But I never said anything about dances and polo! Anyhow, what’s 
wrong with them? D you mean that you’re not coming with me? 
You’re going to stay here like the other two? Then at least you shan’t 
stop me from clearing out of it!” Mallinson threw down his cigarette 
and sprang towards the door with eyes blazing. “You’re off your 
head!” he cried wildly. “You’re mad, Conway, that’s what’s the mat¬ 
ter with you! I know you’re always calm, and I’m always excited, but 
I’m sane, at any rate, and you’re not! They warned me about it 
before I joined you at Baskul, and 1 thought they were wrong, but 
now I can see they weren’t—” 

“What did they warn you of?” 

“They said you’d been blown up in the War, and you’d been queer 
at times ever since. I’m not reproaching you—I know it was nothing 
you could help—and Heaven knows I hate talking like this. . . . Oh, 
Ill go. It’s all frightful and sickening, but I must go. I gave my 
word.” ^ 

“To Lo-Tsen?" 

“Yes, if you want to know.” 

Conway got up and held out his hand. “Good-by, Mallinson.” 

“For the last time, you’re not coining?” 
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T can't/' 

"Good-by, then/' 

They shook hands, and- Mallinson left. 

Conway sat alone in the lantern-light. It seemed to him, in a 
phrase engraved on memory, that all the loveliest things were tran¬ 
sient and perishable, that the two worlds were finally beyond recon¬ 
ciliation, and that one of them hung, as always, by a thread. After 
he had pondered for some time he looked at his watch; it was ten 
minutes to three. 

He was still at the table, smoking the last of his cigarettes, when 
Mallinson returned. The youth entered with some commotion, and 
on seeing him, stood back in the shadows as if to gather his wits. 
He was silent, and Conway began, after waiting a moment: "Hullo, 
what’s happened? Why are you back?" 

The complete naturalness of the question fetched Mallinson for¬ 
ward; he pulled off his heavy sheepskins and sat down. His face 
was ashen and his whole body trembled. "1 hadn’t the nerve," he 
cried, half sobbing. "That place where we were all roped—you re¬ 
member? I got as far as that. ... I couldn't manage it. I've no head 
for heights, and in moonlight it looked fearful. Silly, isn’t it?" He 
broke down completely and was hysterical until Conway pacified 
him. Then he added: "They needn't woiTy, these fellows here—no¬ 
body will ever threaten them by land. But, my God, I'd give a good 
deal to fly over with a load of bombs!" 

"Why would you like to do that, Mallinson? 

"Because the place wants smashing up, whatever it is. It’s un¬ 
healthy and unclean—and for that matter, if your impossible yarn 
were true, it would be more hateful still! A lot of wizened old men 
crouching here like spiders for any one who comes near . . . it's 
filthy . . . who’d want to live to an age like that, anyhow? And as for 
your precious High Lama, if he's half as old as you say he is, it’s 
time some one put him out of his misery. . . . Oh, why wont you 
come away with me, Conway? I hate imploring you for my own sake, 
but damij it all, I'm young and we've been pretty good friends to¬ 
gether—does my whole life mean nothing to you compared with the 
lies of these awful creatures? And Lo-Tsen, tooshes young—doesn't 
she count at all?" * , 

"Lo-Tsen is not young," said Conway. * 

Mallinson looked up and began to titter hysterically. "Oh, no, not 
young—not young at all, of course. She looks about seventeen, but I 
suppose you'll tell me she's really a well-preserved ninety." 
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‘^Mallinson, she came here in 1884 .” 

“You re raving, man!” 

“Her beauty, Mallinson, like all other beauty in the world, lies at 
the m^rcy of those who do not know how to value It is a fragile 
thing that can only live where fragile things are love 1. Take it away 
from this valley and you will see it fade like an echo. 

Mallinson laughed harshly, as if his own thought gave him con¬ 
fidence. “I’m not afraid of that. It’s here that she’s « nly an echo, if 
she’s one anywhere at all.” He added after a pause “Not that this 
sort of talk gets us anywhere. We’d better cut out all the poetic stuff 
and come dovm to realities. Conway, I want to help you—it’s all the 
sheerest nonsense, I know, but I'll argue it out if it’ll c ) you any good. 
ni pretend it’s something possible that you’ve told me, and tliat it 
really does need examining. Now tell me, seriously, what evidence 
have you for this story of yours?” 

Conway was silent. 

“Merely that some one spun you a fantastic rigmarole. Even 
from a thoroughly reliable person whom you’d known all your life, 
you wouldn’t accept that sort of thing without proof. And what proofs 
have you in this case? None at all, so far as I can see. Has Lo-Tsen 
ever told you her history?” 

“No, but—” 

“Then why believe it from some one else? And all this longevity 
business—can you point to a single outside fact in support of it?” 

Conway thought a moment and then mentioned the unknown 
Chopin works that Briac had played. 

“Well, that’s a matter that means nothing to me—I’m not a musician. 
But even if they’re genuine, isn’t it possible that he could have got 
hold of them in some way without liis story being true?” 

“Quite possible, no doubt.” 

“And then tliis method that you say exists—of preserving youth 
and so on. What is it? You say it’s a sort of drug—well, I want to 
know what drug? Have you ever seen it or tried it? Did any one 
ever give you any positive facts about the thing at all?” 

“Not in detail, I admit.” 

“And you never asked for details? It didn’t strike you that such 
a story needed any confirmation at all? You just swallowed it whole?” 
Pressing hi^ advantage, he continued: “How much do you actually 
know of this place, apart from what you’ve been told? You’ve seen 
a few old men—that’s all it amounts to. Apart from that, we can 
only say that the place is well fitted up, and seems to be run on 
rather highbrow lines. How and why it came into existence we’ve no 
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idea, and why they want to keep us here, if they do, is equally a 
mystery, but surely all that’s hardly an excuse for believing any old 
legend that comes alongl After all, man, you re a critical sort of per¬ 
son—you'd hesitate to believe all you were told even in an English 
monastery—I really can't see why you should jump at everything 
just because you're in Tibetl" 

Conway nodded. Even in the midst of far keener perceptions he 
could not restrain approval of a point well made. ‘'That's an acute 
remark, Mallinson. I suppose the truth is that when it comes to be¬ 
lieving things without actual evidence, we all incline to what wc 
find most attractive." 

“Well, I'm dashed if I can see anything attractive about living till 
you're half dead. Give me a short life and a gay one, for choice. 
And this stuflF about a future war—it all sounds pretty thin to me. 
How does any one know when the next war’s going to be or what it'll 
be like? Weren't all the prophets wrong about the last war?" He 
added, when Conway did not reply: “Anyhow, I don't believe in say¬ 
ing things are inevitable. And even if they were, there's no need to 
get into a funk about them. Heaven knows I'd most likely be scared 
stiff if I had to fight in a war, but I'd rather face up to it than bury 
myself here." 

Conway smiled. “Mallinson, you have a superb knack of misun¬ 
derstanding me. When we were at Baskul you thought I was a hero 
—now you take me for a coward. In point of fact. I'm neither—though 
of course it doesn't matter. When you get back to India you can tell 
people, if you like, that I decided to stay in a Tibetan monastery 
because I was afraid there'd be another war. It isn't my reason at 
all, but I've no doubt it'll be believed by the people who already 
think me mad." 

MaUinson answered rather sadly: “It's silly, you know, to talk like 
that. Whatever happens. I'd never say a word against you. You can 
count on that. I don’t understand you—I admit that—but—but—I wish 
I did. Oh, I wish I did. Conway, can't I possibly help you? Isn't 
there anything I can say or do?" 

There was a long silence after that, which Conway broke at last 
by saying: “There's just a question I'd like to ask—if you'll forgive me 
for being terribly personal.” « 

“Yes?” 

“Are you in love with Lo-Tsen?" 

The youth's pallor changed quickly to a flush. “I dare say 1 am. 
I know you'll say it's absurd and unthinkable, and probably it is, but 
I can’t help my feelings.” 
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T don't think it's absurd at all." 

The argument seemed to have sailed into a harbor after many 
buffetings, and Conway added: “I can't help my feel ngs either. You 
and th^t girl happen to be the two people in the w( rid I care most 
about. . . though you may think it odd of me." Abi iptly he got up 
and paced the room. “We've said all we can sa\, haven't we?" 

“Yes, I suppose we have.” But Mallinson went on, i?i a sudden rush 
of eagerness: “Oh, what stupid nonsense it all is—abo ;t her not being 
young! And foul and horrible nonsense, too. Conwav, you canH be¬ 
lieve it! It's just too ridiculous. How can it really r ean anything?” 

“How can you really know that she’s young?" 

Mallinson half turned away, his face lit with a grave shyness. 
“Because I do know. . . . Perhaps you'll think less < f me for it . . . 
but I do know. I'm afraid you never properly understood her, 
Conway. She was cold on the surface, but that w.is the result of 
living here—it had frozen all the wannth. But the warmth was there." 

“To be unfrozen?” 

“Yes . . . that would be one way of putting it." 

“And she's young, Mallinson—you are so sure of that?" 

Mallinson answered softly: “God, yes—she’s just a girl, I was ter¬ 
ribly sorry for her, and we were both attracted, I suppose. I don't 
see that it's anything to be ashamed of. In fact in a place like this 
I should think it's about the decentest thing that's ever hap¬ 
pened, . . ." 

Conway went to the balcony and gazed at the dazzling plume of 
Karakal; the moon was riding high in a waveless ocean. It came to 
him that a dream had dissolved, like all too lovely things, at the first 
touch of reality; that the whole world's future, weighed in the bal¬ 
ance against youth and love, would be light as air. And he knew, too, 
that his mind dwelt in a world of its own, Shangri-La in microcosm, 
and that this world also was in peril. For even as he nerved himself, 
he saw the corridors of his imagination twist and strain under impact; 
the pavilions were toppling; all was about to be in ruins. He was 
only partly unhappy, but he was infinitely and rather sadly per¬ 
plexed. He did not know whether he had been mad and was now 
sane, or had been sane for a time and was now mad again. 

^ When he turned, there was a difference in him; his voice was 
keener, almost brusque, and his face twitched a little; he looked 
much more the tonway who had been a hero at Baskul. Clenched 
for action, he faced Mallinson with a suddenly new alertness. “Do 
you think you could manage that tricky bit with a rope if I were with 
you?” he asked. 
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Mallinson sprang forward. **Conwayr he cried chokingly. “You 
mean you'll come? YouVe made up your mind at last?" 

They left as soon as Conway had prepared himself for the jpumey. 
It was surprisingly simple to leave—a departure rather than an es¬ 
cape; there were no incidents as they crossed the bars of moonlight 
and shadow in the courtyards. One might have thought there was no 
one there at all, Conway reflected; and immediately tlie idea of such 
emptiness became an emptiness in himself; while all the time, 
though he hardly heard him, Mallinson was chattering about the 
journey. How strange tliat their long argument should have ended 
thus in action, that this secret sanctuary should be forsaken by one 
who had found in it such happiness! For indeed, less than an hour 
later, they halted breathlessly at a curve of the track and saw the 
last of Shangri-La. Deep below them the valley of Blue Moon was 
like a cloud, and to Conway the scattered roofs had a look of floating 
after him through the haze. Now, at that moment, it was farewell. 
Mallinson, whoni the steep ascent had kept silent for a time, gasped 
out: “Good man, we re doing fine—carry on!" 

Conway smiled, but did not reply; he was already preparing tlie 
rope for the knife-edge traverse. It was true, as the youth had said, 
that he had made up his mind; but it was only what was left of 
his mind. That small and active fragment now dominated; the rest 
comprised an absence hardly to be endured. He was a wanderer 
between two worlds and must ever wander; but for the present, in 
a deepening inward void, all he felt was that he liked Malhnson and 
must help him; he was doomed, like millions, to flee from wisdom 
and be a hero, 

Mallinson was nervous at the precipice, but Conway got him over 
in traditional mountaineering fashion, and when the trial was past, 
they leaned together over Mallinson s cigarettes. “Conway, I must 
say it s damned good of you. . . . Perhaps you guess how I feel. . . . 
I can't tell you how glad I am. . . ." 

“I wouldn't try, then, if I were you." 

After a long pause, and before they resumed the journey, Mallinson 
added; “But I am glad—not only for my own sake, but for yours as 
well. . . . It's fine that you can realize now that all that stuff was 
sheer nonsense . . . it's just wonderful to see you ygur real self 
again. ..." 

“Not at all," responded Conway with a wryness that was for his 
own private comforting. 

Towards dawn they crossed the divide, unchallenged by sentinels, 
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even if there were any; though it occurred to Conwav that the route, 
in the true spirit, might only be moderately well watched. Presently 
they reached the plateau, picked clean as' a bone b' roaring winds, 
and a^fer a gradual descent the encampment of porters came in sight. 
Then all was as Mallinson had foretold; they found the men ready 
for them, sturdy fellows in furs and sheepskins, croi v:hing under the 
gale and eager to begin the journey to Tatsien-Fu- eleven hundred 
miles eastward on the China border. 

“He's coming with us!” Mallinson cried excitedly when they met 
Lo-Tsen. He forgot that she knew no English; but Conway translated. 

It seemed to him that the little Manchu had neve; looked so radi¬ 
ant. She gave him a most charming smile, but her t ves were all for 
the boy. 



EPILOGUE 


It was in Delhi that I met Rutherford again. We had been guests 
at a Viceregal dinner-party, but distance and ceremonial kept us 
apart until the turbanned flunkeys handed us our hats afterwards. 
“Come back to my hotel and have a drink,” he invited. 

We shared a cab along the arid miles between the Lutyens still- 
life and the warm, palpitating motion picture of Old Delhi. I knew 
from the newspapers that he had just returned from Kashgar. His 
was one of those well-groomed reputations that get the most out of 
everything; any unusual holiday acquires the character of an explo¬ 
ration, and though the explorer takes care to do nothing really 
original, the public does not know this, and he capitalizes the full 
value of a hasty impression. It had not seemed to me, for instance, 
that Rutherford’s journey, as reported in the press, had been par¬ 
ticularly epoch-making; tlie buried cities of Khotan were old stuff, 
if any one remembered Stein and Sven Hedin. I knew Rutherford 
well enough to chaff him about this, and he laughed. “Yes, the truth 
would have made a better story,” he admitted cryptically. 

We went to his hotel room and drank whisky. “So you did searcli 
for Conway?” I suggested when the moment seemed propitious. 

“Search is much too strong a word,” he answered. “You can’t search 
a country half as big as Europe for one man. All I can say is that 
I visited places where I was prepared to come across him or to get 
news of him. His last message, you remember, was that he had left 
Bangkok for tlie northwest. There were traces of him up-country for 
a little way, and my own opinion is that he probably made for the 
tribal districts on the Chinese border. I don't think he'd have cared 
to enter Burma, where he might have run up against British officials. 
Anyhow, the definite trail, you may say, peters out somewhere in 
Upper Siam, but of course I never expected to follow it far that end.” 

‘Tou thought it might be easier to look for the valley of Blue 
Moon?” 

“Well, it did seem as if it might be a more fixed proposition. I 
suppose you glanced at that manuscript of mine?” 
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‘*Much more than glanced at it. I should have ret^imed it, by the 
way, but you left no address.” 

Rutherford nodded. ‘1 wonder what you made of t?” 

“I thought it very remarkable—assuming, of con se, that its all 
quite genuinely based on what Conway told you.” 

“I give you my solemn word for that. I invented nothing at all— 
indeed, there’s even less of my own language in it ’:han you might 
tliink. IVe a good memory, and Conway always had 1 way of describ¬ 
ing things. Don’t forget that we had about twenty-fo' r hoins of prac¬ 
tically continuous talk.” 

“Well, as I said, it’s all very remarkable.” 

He leaned back and smiled. “If that’s all you’re going to say, I 
can see I shall have to speak for myself. I suppose ; ou consider me 
a rather credulous person. I don’t really think I am. People make 
mistakes in life through believing too much, but the> have a damned 
dull time if they believe too little. I was certainly taken with Con¬ 
way’s story—in more ways than one—and that was why I felt inter¬ 
ested enough to put as many tabs on it as I could—apart from the 
chance of running up against tlie man himself.” 

He went on, after lighting a cigar: “It meant a good deal of odd 
journeying, but I like that sort of thing, and my publishers can’t 
object to a travel book once in a wliile. Altogether 1 must have done 
some thousands of miles—Baskul, Bangkok, Chung-Kiang, Kashgar— 
I visited them all, and somewhere inside the area between them the 
mystery lies. But it’s a pretty big area, you know, and all my investi¬ 
gations didn’t touch more than the fringe of it—or of the mystery 
either, for that matter. Indeed, if you want the actual downright facts 
about Conway’s adventures, so far as I’ve been able to verify them, all 
I can tell you is that he left Baskul on the twentieth of May and 
arrived in Chung-Kiang on the fifth of October. And tlie last we 
know of him is that he left Bangkok again on the third of February. 
All the rest is probability, possibility, guesswork, myth, legend, what¬ 
ever you like to call it.” 

“So you didn’t find anything in Tibet?” 

“My dear fellow, I never got into Tibet at all. The people up at 
Government House wouldn’t hear of it; it’s as much as they’ll do to 
sanction an Everest expedition, and when I said I thought of wander¬ 
ing about the Kjjen-Luns on my own, they looked at me rather as 
if I’d suggested writing a life of Gandhi. As a matter of fact, they 
knew more than I did. Strolling about Tibet isn’t a one-man job; it 
needs an expedition properly fitted out and run by some one who 
knows at least a word or two of the language. I remember when 
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Conway was telling me his story I kept wondering why there was 
all that fuss about waiting for porters—why didn’t they all simply 
walk off? I wasn’t very long in discovering. The Government people 
were quite right—all the passports in the world couldn’t har/e got 
me over the Kuen-Luns, I actually went as far as seeing them in 
the distance, on a very clear day—perhaps fifty miles off. Not many 
Europeans can claim even that.” 

"Are they so very forbidding?” 

"They looked just like a white frieze on the horizon, that was all. 
At Yarkand and Kashgar I questioned every one I met about them, 
but it was extraordinary how little I could discover. I should think 
they must be the least-explored range in the world. I had the luck 
to meet an American traveler who had once tried to cross them, but 
he’d been unable to find a pass. There are passes, he said, but they’re 
terrifically high and unmapped. I asked him if he thought it possible 
for a vaUey to exist of the kind Conway described, and he said he 
wouldn’t call it impossible, but he thought it not very likely—on 
geological grounds, at any rate. Then I asked if he had ever heard 
of a cone-shaped mountain almost as high as the highest of the Hi¬ 
malayas, and his answer to that was rather intriguing. There was a 
legend, he said, about such a mountain, but he thought himself there 
could be no foundation for it. There were even rumors, he added, 
about mountains actually higher than Everest, but he didn’t liimself 
give credit to them. 1 doubt if any peak in the Kuen-Luns is more 
than twenty-five thousand feet, if that,’ he said. But he admitted 
that they had never been properly surveyed. 

"Then I asked him what he knew about Tibetan lamaseries—he’d 
been in the country several times—and he gave me just the usual 
accounts that one can read in all the books. They weren’t beautiful 
places, he assured me, and the monks in them were generally corrupt 
and dirty. ‘Do they live long?’ I asked, and he said, yes, they often 
did, if they didn’t die of some filthy disease. Then I went boldly to 
the point and asked if he’d ever heard legends of extreme longevity 
among the lamas. ‘Heaps of them,’ he answered; ‘it’s one of the stock 
yams you hear everywhere, but you can’t verify them. You’re told 
that some foul-looking creature has been walled up in a cell for a 
hundred years, and he certainly looks as if he might have been, but 
of course you can’t demand his birth certificate.’ I asked him if he 
thought they had any occult or medicinal way of prolonging life or 
preserving youth, and he said they were supposed to have a great 
deal of very curious knowledge about such things, but he suspected 
that if you came to look into it, it was rather like the Indian rope 
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trick—always something that somebody else had seen. He did say, 
however, that the lamas appeared to have odd powers of bodily con¬ 
trol. Tve watched them,’ he said, ‘sitting by the e Ige of a frozen 
lake, stark naked, with a temperature below zero ; nd in a tearing 
wind, while their servants break the ice and wrap sh ;ets round them 
that have been dipped in the water. They do thi a dozen times 
or more, and the lamas dry the sheets on their own todies. Keeping 
warm by will-power, so one imagines, though that . a poor sort of 
explanation.’ ” 

Rutherford helped himself to more drink. “But < f course, as my 
American friend adinitted, all that had nothing n jch to do with 
longevity. It merely showed that the lamas had som? er tastes in self- 
discipline. ... So there we were, and probably y )u’ll agree with 
me that all the evidence, so far, was less than you’d hang a dog on.” 

I said it was certainly inconclusive, and ixskcd if the names 
“Karakal” and “Shangri-La” had meant anything t<> the American. 

“Not a thing—I tried him with them. After Fd gone on questioning 
him for a time, he said: ‘Frankly, Fm not keen on monasteries—in¬ 
deed, I once told a fellow I met in Tibet that if I went out of my 
way at all, it would be to avoid them, not pay them a visit.’ That 
chance remark of his gave me a ciurious idea, and 1 asked him when 
this meeting in Tibet had taken place. ‘Oh, a long time ago,’ he an¬ 
swered, TDefore the War—in nineteen-eleven, I think it was.’ I badg¬ 
ered him for further details, and he gave them, as well as he could 
remember. It seemed that he’d been traveling then for some Ameri¬ 
can geographical society, with several colleagues, porters, and so on- 
in fact, a pukka expedition. Somewhere near the Kuen-Luns he 
met this other man, a Chinese who was being carried in a chair by 
native bearers. The fellow turned out to speak English quite well, 
and strongly recommended them to visit a certain lamasery in the 
neighborhood—he even offered to be the guide there. The American 
said they hadn’t time and weren’t interested, and that was that.” 
Rutherford went on, after an interval: “I don’t suggest that it means 
a great deal. When a man tries to remember a casual incident that 
happened twenty years ago, you can’t build too much on it. But it 
offers an attractive speculation.” 

‘Tes, though if a well-equipped expedition had accepted the in¬ 
vitation, I ^oh’t see how they could have been detained at the 
lamasery againsF their will.” 

“Oh, quite. And perhaps it wasn’t Shangri-La at all.” 

We thought it over, but it seemed too hazy for argument, and I 
went on to ask if there had been any discoveries at Baskul. 
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“Baskul was hopeless, and Peshawur was worse. Nobody could tell 
me anything, except that the kidnaping of the aeroplane did un¬ 
doubtedly take place. They weren’t keen even to admit that—it’s an 
episode they’re not proud of.” ^ 

‘‘And nothing was heard of the plane afterwards?” 

- “Not a word or a rumor, or of its four passengers either. I verified, 
however, that it was capable of climbing high enough to cross the 
ranges, I also tried to trace that fellow Barnard, but I found his past 
history so mysterious that I wouldn’t be at all surprised if he really 
were Chalmers Bryant, as Conway said. After all, Bryant’s complete 
disappearance in the midst of the big hue and cry was rather amaz- 
ing.” 

“Did you try to find anything about the actual kidnaper?” 

“1 did, but again it was hopeless. The Air Force man whom the 
fellow had knocked out and impersonated had since been killed, so 
one promising line of enquiry was closed. I even wrote to a friend 
of mine in America who rims an aviation school, asking if he had 
had any Tibetan pupils lately, but his reply was prompt and disap¬ 
pointing. He said he couldn’t differentiate Tibetans from Chinese, 
and he had had about fifty of the latter—all training to fight the 
Japs. Not much chance there, you see. But I did make one rather 
quaint discovery—and which I could have made just as easily with¬ 
out leaving London. There was a German professor at Jena about 
the middle of the last century who took to globe-trotting and visited 
Tibet in 1887. He never came back, and there was some story about 
him having been drowned in fording a river. His name was Friedrich 
Meister.” 

“Good heavens—one of the names Conway mentioned!” 

“Yes—though it may only have been coincidence. It doesn’t prove 
the whole story, by any means, because the Jena fellow was bom in 
1845. Nothing very exciting about that.” 

“But it’s odd,” I said. 

“Oh, yes, it’s odd enough.” 

“Did you succeed in tracing any of the others?” 

“No. It’s a pity I hadn’t a longer list to work on. I couldn’t find any 
record of a pupil of Chopin’s called Briac, though of course that 
doesn’t prove that there wasn’t one. Conway was pretty s^ping with 
his names, when you come to think about it—out of fifjy odd lam*as 
supposed to be on the premises he only gave us onfe or two. Perrault 
and Henschell, by the way, proved equally impossible to trace.” 

“How about Mallinson?” I asked. “Did you try to find out what 
had happened to him? And that girl—the Chinese girl?” 
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“My dear fellow, of course I did. The awkward piirt was, as you 
perhaps gathered from the manuscript, that Conway s story ended at 
the moment of leaving the valley with the porters. Aft( r that he either 
couldn't or wouldn't tell me what happened—perhaps he might have 
done, mind you, if there'd been more time. I feel th&^ we can guess 
at some sort of tragedy. The hardships of the joume) would be per¬ 
fectly appalling, apart from the risk of brigandage or even treachery 
among their own escorting party. Probably we shiv 11 never know 
exactly what did occur, but it seems tolerably certain that Mallinson 
never reached China.. I made all sorts of enquiries, \ ni know. First 
of all I tried to trace details of books, et cetera, ser r in large con¬ 
signments across the Tibetan frontier, but at all tli hkely places, 
such as Shanghai and Pekin, I drew complete blanks. iTiat, of course, 
doesn't count for much, since the lamas would doubtless see that their 
methods of importation were kept secret. Then I tried at Tatsien-Fu. 
It’s a weird place, a sort of world’s-end market town, deuced difficult 
to get at, where the Chinese coolies from Yunnan transfer their loads 
of tea to the Tibetans. You can read about it in my new book when 
it comes out. Europeans don't often get as far. 1 found the people 
quite civil and courteous, but there was absolutely no record of 
Conway's party arriving at all." 

“So how Conway himself reached Chung-Kiang is still unex¬ 
plained?" 

“The only conclusion is that he wandered there, just as he might 
have wandered anywhere else. Anyhow, we’re back in the realm of 
hard facts when we get to Chung-Kiang, that’s something. The nuns 
at the mission hospital were genuine enough, and so, for that matter, 
was Sieveking's excitement on the ship when Conway played that 
pseudo-Chopin.” Rutherford paused and then added reflectively: 
“It's really an exercise in the balancing of probabilities, and I must 
say the scales don't bump very emphatically either way. Of course 
if you don't accept Conway's story, it means that you doubt either 
his veracity or his sanity-one may as well be frank.” 

He paused again, as if inviting a comment, and I said: “As you 
know, I never saw him after the War, but people said he was a good 
deal changed by it.” 

Rutherferd answered: “Yes, and he was, there's no denying the 
fact. You carA su^)ject a mere boy to three years of intense physical 
and emotional stress without tearing something to tatters. People 
would say, I suppose, that he came through without a scratch. But 
the scratches were there—on the inside.” 

We talked for a little time about the War and its effects on various 
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people, and at length he went on: ‘'But there's just one more point 
that I must mention—and perhaps in some ways the oddest of all. 
It came out during my enquiries at the mission. They all did their 
best for me there, as you can guess, but they couldn't recollect ^uch, 
especially as they'd been so busy with a fever epidemic at the time. 
One of the questions I put was about the manner Conway had 
reached the hospital first of all—whether he had presented himself 
alone, or had been found ill and been taken there by some one 
else. They couldn't exactly remember—after all, it was a long while 
back—but suddenly, when I was on the point of. giving up the cross- 
examination, one of the nuns remarked quite casually, ‘I think tlie 
doctor said he was brought here by a woman.' That was all she could 
teU me, and as the doctor himself had left the mission, there was no 
confirmation to be had on the spot. 

“But having got so far, I wasn’t in any mood to give up. It ap¬ 
peared that the doctor had gone to a bigger hospital in Shanghai, so 
I took the trouble to get his address and call on him there. It was 
just after the Jap air-raiding, and things were pretty grim. I'd met 
the man before during my first visit to CKung-Kiang, and he was 
very polite, though terribly overworked—yes, terribly's the word, for, 
believe me, the air-raids on London by the Germans were just noth¬ 
ing to what the Japs did to the native parts of Shanghai. Oh, yes, 
he said instantly, he remembered the case of the Englishman who 
had lost his memory. Was it true he had been brought to the mission 
hospital by a woman? I asked. Oh, yes, certainly, by a woman, a 
Chinese woman. Did he remember anything about her? Nothing, he 
answered, except that she had been ill of the fever herself, and had 
died almost immediately. . . . Just then there was an interruption— 
a batch of wounded were carried in and packed on stretchers in the 
corridors—the wards were all full—and I didn't care to go on taking 
up the man's time, especially as the thudding of the guns at Woosung 
was a reminder that he would still have plenty to do. When he came 
back to me, looking quite cheerful even amidst such ghastliness, I 
just asked him one final question, and I dare say you can guess what 
it was. ‘About that Chinese woman,' I said. Was she young?' ” 

Rutherford flicked his cigar as if the narration had excited him 
quite as much as he hoped it had me. Continuing, jhe said: “The 
little fellow looked at me solemnly for a moment, aqd then answered 
in that funny clipped English that the educated Chinese have— 
‘Oh, no, she was most old—most old of any one I have ever seen.'" 


We sat for a long time in silence, and then talked again of Conway 



LOST HORIZON 


149 


as I remembered him, boyish and gifted and full of charm, and of 
the War that had altered him, and of so many mysteries of time and 
age and of the mind, and of the little Manchu who lad been "most 
old,” apd of the strange ultimate dream of Blue Moor "Do you think 
he will ever find it?” 1 asked. 

Woodford GreeiN 
April, 1933 




Good-b/c,IVlr.Chip 




PREFACE 


Good-bye, Mr. Chips was written in London during a foggy week 
of November, 1933 .1 am chary of using the word “insj ration,” which 
is too often something nonexistent that a wiiter wai’s for when he 
is lazy; but, as a matter of record. Good-bye, Mr. Ch os was written 
more quickly, more easily, and with fewer subsequ ent alterations 
than anything I had ever written before, or have eve*, written since. 

It was first published in the Cliristmas number of the British 
Weekly, in December 1933; after wliich, with a certain wild abSi- 
don, I had it sent to the Atlantic Monthly^a. magazine which I had 
long held as a secret pinnacle of ambition. The Atlantic printed the 
story in its issue of April 1934, and about tlie same time proposed 
its publication as a book. This publication took place on June 8. 
Four months later Good-bye, Mr. Chips first appeared as a book in 
England, from Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton. Thus one may sum¬ 
marize that, having been written ^d first printed in its native land, 
it was discovered by America, and later came back to England with 
the success that America had given it. And now, again in America, 
it appears in this new and sumptuous dress. 

If I recount these details with pride, I do so also with modesty, 
for I know how few aie the writers to whom such romances happen, 
and that, vdth no matter how much or little merit, a portion of luck 
must be distilled. But I do take pride in the reception that America 
has given to my very English book; certainly no author could ever 
have enjoyed his correspondence more than I have during the past 
year. One feature has been the discovery of the original Mr. Chips 
in so many different parts of the world; and I believe those letters 
from readers have told the whole truth, and that mf tribute to a 
great professf^|g has fitted a great many members of it everywhere. 

J. H. 

Wanstead, LoisIdon 
March, 1935 ^ 




CHAPTER ONE 


When you are getting on in years (but not ill, of o iirse), you get 
very sleepy at times,, and the hours seem to pass ike lazy cattle 
moving across a landscape. It was like that for Chip^ as the autumn 
term progressed and the days shortened till it wa actually dark 
enough to hght the gas before call-over. For Chips, IIkc some old sea 
captain, still measured time by the signals of the past; and well he 
might, for he lived at Mrs. WicketPs, just across the road from the 
School. He had been there more than a decade, ever since he finally 
gave up his mastership; and it was Brookfield far mc^re than Green¬ 
wich time that both he and his landlady kept. “Mrs. Wickett,” Chips 
would sing out, in that jerky, high-pitched voice that had still a good 
deal of sprightliness in it, “you might bring me a cup of tea before 
prep, will you?” 

When you are getting on in years it is nice to sit by the fire and 
drink a cup of tea and listen to the school belt sounding dinner, call- 
over, prep, and lights-out. Chips always wound up the clock after 
that last bell; then he put the wire guard in front of the fire, turned 
out the gas, and carried a detective novel to bed. Rarely did he read 
more than a page of it before sleep came swiftly and peacefully, 
more like a mystic intensifying of perception than any changeful en¬ 
trance into another world. For his days and nights were equally full 
of dreaming. 

He was getting on in years (but not ill, of course); indeed, as 
Doctor Merivale said, there was really nothing the matter with him. 
“My dear fellow, you 're fitter than I am,” Merivale would say, sip¬ 
ping a glass of sherry when he called every fortnight or so, “You Ye 
past the age when people get these horrible diseases; you re one of 
th^ few lucky ones who re going to die a really natural death. That 
is, of course, if you die at all. You re such a remarkable old boy that 
one never knows,” But when Chips had a cold or when east winds 
roared over the fenlands, Merivale would sometimes take Mrs. 
Wickett aside in the lobby and whisper; “Look after him, you know. 
His chest ... it puts a strain on his heart. Nothing really wrong 
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with him—only anno domini, but that's the most fatal complaint of 
all, in the end.” 

Anno domini ... by Jove, yes. Born in 1848, and taken to the 
Great Exhibition as a toddling child—not many people stiK alive 
could boast a thing like that. Besides, Chips could even remember 
Brookfield in Wetherby's time. A phenomenon, that was. Wetherby 
had been an old man in those days—1870—easy to remember because 
of the Franco-Prussian War. Chips had put in for Brookfield after 
a year at Melbury, which he had n’t liked, because he had been 
ragged there a good deal. But Brookfield he had hked, almost from 
the beginning. He remembered that day of his preliminary interview 
—sunny June, with the air full of flower scents and the plick-plock of 
cricket on the pitch. Brookfield was playing Barnhurst, and one of 
the Barnhurst boys, a chubby little fellow, made a brilliant century. 
Queer that a thing like that should stay in the memory so clearly. 
Wetherby himself was very fatherly and courteous; he must have 
been ill then, poor chap, for he died during the summer vacation, 
before Chips began his first term. But the two had seen and spoken 
to each other, anyway. 

Chips often thought, as he sat by the fire at Mrs. Wickett’s: I am 
probably the only man in the world who has a vivid recollection of 
old Wetherby. . . . Vivid, yes; it was a frequent picture in his mind, 
that summer day with the simlight filtering through the dust in 
Wetherby's study. ‘Ton are a young man, Mr. Chipping, and Brook¬ 
field is an old foundation. Youth and age often combine well. Give 
your enthusiasm to Brookfield, and Brookfield will give you some¬ 
thing in return. And don’t let anyone play tricks with you. I—er— 
gather that discipline was not always your strong point at Melbury?” 

“Well, no, perhaps not, sir.” 

“Never mind; you ’re full young; it’s largely a matter of experi¬ 
ence. You have another chance here. Take up a firm attitude from 
the beginning—that’s the secret of it.” 

Perhaps it was. He remtoi?ered that first tremendous ordeal of 
taking prep; a September sunset more than half a century ago; Big 
Hall full of lusty barbarians ready to pounce on him as their legiti¬ 
mate prey. His youth, fresh-complexioned, high-collared, and side- 
whiskered (odd fashions people followed in those days), at tjie 
mercy of five hundred unprincipled riifiSans to whom the baiting of 
new masters was a fine art, an exciting sport, and something of a 
tradition. Decent little beggars individually, but, as a mob, just piti¬ 
less and implacable. The sudden hush as he took his place at the 
desk on the dais; the scowl he assumed to feover his inward nervous- 
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ness; the tall clock ticking behind him, and the smells of ink and 
varnish; the last blood-red rays slanting in slabs through the stained- 
glass windows. Someone dropped a desk lid. Quickh, he must take 
everyone by surprise; he must show that there was no nonsense about 
him. *‘You there in the fifth row—you with the red ha c—what's your 
name?” “Colley, sir.” “Very well, Colley, you have a Hundred lines.” 
No trouble at all after that. He had won his first rour 1 . 

And years later, when Colley was an alderman of the City of 
London and a baronet and various other things, he seat his son (also 
red-haired) to Brookfield, and Chips would say; “Co ey, your father 
was the first boy I ever punished when I came here t^^^enty-five years 
ago. He deserved it then, and you deserve it now How they all 
laughed; and how Sir Richard laughed when his j* >n wTote home 
thc^tory in next Sunday s letter! 

And again, years after that, many years after that, there was an 
even better joke. For another Colley had just arriv^ed—son of the 
Colley who was a son of the first Colley. And Chips would say, 
punctuating his remarks with that little “umph-um” that had by then 
become a habit with him: “Colley, you are—umpli—a splendid ex¬ 
ample of—umph—inherited traditions. I remember vour grandfather 
—umph—he could never grasp the Ablative Absolute. A stupid fel¬ 
low, your grandfather. And your father, too—umph—I remember him 
—he used to sit at that far desk by the wall—he was n't much better, 
either. But I do believe—my dear Colley—that you are-umph—the 
biggest fool of the lot!” Roars of laughter. 

A great joke, this growing old—but a sad joke, too, in a way. And 
as Chips sat by his fire with autumn gales rattling the windows, the 
waves of humor and sadness swept over him very often until tears 
fell, so that when Mrs. Wickett came in with his cup of tea she did 
not know whether he had been laughing or crying. And neither did 
Chips himself. 



CHAPTER TWO 


Across the road behind a rampart of ancient elms lay Brookfield, 
russet under its autumn mantle of creeper. A group of eighteenth- 
century buildings centred upon a quadrangle, and there were acres 
of playing fields beyond; then came the small dependent village and 
the open fen country. Brookfield, as Wetherby had said, was an old 
foundation; established in tlie reign of Elizabeth, as a grammar 
school, it might, with better luck, have become as famous as Har¬ 
row. Its luck, however, had been not so good; the School went up 
and down, dwindling almost to nonexistence at one time, becoming 
almost illustrious at another. It was during one of these latter periods, 
in the reign of the first George, tliat the main structure had been 
rebuilt and large additions made. Later, after the Napoleonic Wars 
and until mid-Victorian days, the School declined again, both in 
numbers and in repute. Wetherby, who came in 1840, restored its 
fortunes somewhat; but its subsequent history never raised it to front- 
rank status. It was, nevertheless, a good school of the second rank. 
Several notable families supported it; it supplied fair samples of 
the history-making men of the age—judges, members of parliament, 
colonial administrators, a few peers and bishops. Mostly, however, it 
turned out merchants, manufacturers, and professional men, with a 
good sprinkling of country squires and parsons. It was the sort of 
school which, when mentioned, would sometimes make snobbish 
people confess that they rather thought they had heard of it. 

But if it had not been this sort of school it would probably not 
have taken Chips, For Chips, in any social or academic sense, was 
just as respectable, but no more brilliant, than Brookfield itself. 

It had taken him some time to realize this, at the beginning. Not 
that he was boastful or conceited, but he had been, in his early 
twenties, as ambitious as most other yoimg men at such an age. His 
dream had been to get a headship eventually, or at any rate a senior 
mastership in a really first-class school; it was only gradually, after 
repeated trials and failures, that he realized the inadequacy of his 
qualifications. His degree, for instancy,, was not particularly good, 
and his discipline, though good enough and improving, was not ab- 
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solutely reliable under all conditions. He had no private means and 
no family connections of any importance. About i8So, after he had 
been at Brookfield a decade, he began to recogniz* that the odds 
were heavily against his being able to better himself )y moving else¬ 
where; but about that time, also, the possibility of st tying where he 
was began to fill a comfortable niche in his mind. At forty, he was 
rooted, settled, and quite happy. At fifty, he was tl e doyen of the 
staff. At sixty, under a new and youthful Head, he as Brookfield— 
the guest of honor at Old Brookfeldian dinners, the (X)urt of appeal 
in all matters affecting Brookfield history and traditions. And in 1913, 
when he turned sixty-five, he retired, was presented with a check 
and a writing desk and a clock, and went across the road to live at 
Mrs. Wickett’s. A decent career, decently closed; thrt t3 cheers for old 
Chips, they all shouted, at that uproarious end-of-ter n dinner. 

Three cheers, indeed; but there was more to com*, an unguessed 
epilogue, an encore played to a tragic audience. 



CHAPTER THREE 


It was a small but very comfortable and sunny room that Mrs. Wick- 
ett 'let to him. The house itself was ugly and pretentious; but that 
did n t matter. It was convenient—that was the main thing. For he 
liked, if the weather were mild enough, to stroll across to tlie playing 
fields in an afternoon and watch the games. He liked to smile and 
exchange a few words with the boys when they touched their caps 
to him. He made a special point of getting to know all tlie new 
boys and having them to tea with him during their first term. He 
always ordered a walnut cake with pink icing from Reddaway's, in 
the village, and during the winter term there were crumpets, too—a 
little pile of them in front of the fire, soaked in butter so that the 
bottom one lay in a little shallow pool. His guests found it fun to 
watch him make tea—mixing careful spoonfuls from different cad¬ 
dies. And he would ask the new boys where they lived, and if they 
had family connections at Brookfield. He kept watch to see that their 
plates were never empty, and punctually at five, after the session 
had lasted an hour, he would glance at the clock and say: “Well— 
umph—it s been very delightful—umph—meeting you like this—I m 
sorry-umph—you can’t stay. , . And he would smile and shake 
hands with them in the porch, leaving them to race across the road 
to the School with their comments. “Decent old boy, Chips. Gives 
you a joUy good tea, anyhow, and you do know when he wants you 
to push off. . . .” 

And Chips also would be making his comments-to Mrs. Wickett 
when she entered his room to clear away the remains of the party. 
'‘A most—umph—interesting time, Mrs. Wickett. Young Branksome 
tells me—umph—that his uncle was Major Collingwood—the CoUing- 
wood we had here in—umph—nought-two, I think it was. Dear me, I 
remember Collingwood very well. I once thrashed him—umph—for 
climbing on to the gymnasium roof—to get a ball out of the gutter. 
Might have—umph—broken his neck, the young fooi. Do you remem¬ 
ber him, Mrs. Wickett? He must have been in your time.” 

Mrs. Wickett, before she saved money;, had been in charge of the 
linen room at the School. a 
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“Yes, I knew ’im, sir. Cheeky, e was to me, generly. But we never 
'ad no bad words between us. Just cheeky-like. 'E never meant no 
harm. That kind never does, sir. Was n’t it ’im that got the medal, 
sir?” ' 

Tes, a D.S.O.” 

“Will you be wanting anything else, sir?” 

“Nothing more now—umph—till chapel time. was killed—in 
Egypt, I tliink. . . . Yes—umph—you can bring m^ supper about 
then.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

A pleasant, placid life, at Mrs. Wickett s. He had no worries; his 
pension was adequate, and there was a little mom v saved up be¬ 
sides. He could afford everything and an>i:hing he w nted. His room 
was furnished simply and with schoolmasterly tast( 3 : a few book¬ 
shelves and sporting trophies; a mantelpiece crow(ied with fixture 
cards and signed photographs of boys and men; a w^om Turkey 
carpet; big easy-chairs; pictures on the wall of the Acropolis and the 
Forum. Nearly everytliing had come out of his old housemasters 
room in School House. The books were chiefly classical, the classics 
having been his subject; there was, however, a seasoning of history 
and belles-lettres. There was also a bottom shelf piled up with cheap 
efjitions of detective novels. Chips enjoyed these. Sometimes he took 
down Vergil or Xenophon and read for a few moments, but he 
was soon back again with Doctor Thomdyke or Inspector French, 
He was not, despite his long years of assiduous teaching, a very pro¬ 
found classical scholar; indeed, he thought of Latin and Greek far 
more as dead langua^s from which English gentlemen ought to 
know a few quotations than as living tongues that had ever been 
spoken by living people. He liked those short leading articles in the 
Times that introduced a few tags that he recognized. To be among 
the dwindling number of people who understood such things was 
to him a kind of secret and valued freemasonry; it represented, he 
felt, one of the chief benefits to be derived from a classical education. 

So there he lived, at Mrs. Wickett’s, with his quiet enjoyments of 
reading and talking and remembering; an old man, white-haired and 
only a little bald, still fairly active for his years, drinking tea, receiv¬ 
ing callers, hwsying hims<?lf with corrections for the next edition of 
the Brookfeldian Directory, writing his occasional letters in thin, 
spidery, but very legible script. He had new masters to tea, as well 
as new boys. There were two of them tliat autumn term, and as they 
were leaving after their visit one of them commented: “Quite a char- 
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acter, the old boy, is n’t he? All that fuss about mixing the tea—a 
typical bachelor, if ever there was one.” 

Which was oddly incorrect; because Chips was not a bachelor at 
all. He had married; though it was so long ago that none of the staff 
at Brookfield could remember his wife. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


There came to him, stirred by the warmth of tlie fir- and tlie gentle 
aroma of tea, a thousand tangled recollections of oh times. Spring— 
the spring of 1896. He was forty-eight—an age at whi- a a permanence 
of habits begins to be predictable. He had just been a )pointed house¬ 
master; with tins and his classical forms, he had ma le for liimself a 
warm and busy corner of hfe. During the summer v ication he went 
up to the Lake District with Rowden, a colleague; they walked and 
chmbed for a week, until Rowden had to leave suddenly on some 
family business. Chips stayed on alone at Wasdale Head, where he 
boarded in a small farmhouse. 

One day, climbing on Great Gable, he noticed a girl waving ex¬ 
citedly from a dangerous-looking ledge. Thinking slie was in difficul¬ 
ties, he hastened toward her, but in doing so shpped himself and 
wrenched his ankle. As it turned out, she was not in difficulties at all, 
but was merely signaling to a friend farther down the mountain; she 
was an expert climber, better even than Chips, who was pretty good. 
Thus he found himself the rescued instead of the rescuer; and nei¬ 
ther r 61 e was one for which he had much relish. For he did not, he 
would have said, care for women; he never felt at home or at ease 
with them; and that monstrous creature beginning to be talked 
about, the New Woman of the nineties, filled him with horror. He 
was a quiet, conventional person, and the world, viewed from the 
haven of Brookfield, seemed to him full of distasteful innovations; 
there was a fellow named Bernard Shaw who had the strangest and 
most reprehensible opinions^ there was Ibsen, too, with his disturb¬ 
ing plays; ai^ there was this new craze for bicycling which was being 
taken up by women equally with men. Chips did not hold with all 
this modem newness and freedom. He had a vague notion, if he ever 
fopnulated it, tjiat nice women were weak, timid, and delicate, and 
that nice men treated them with a polite but rather distant chivalry. 
He had not, therefore, expected to find a woman on Great Gable; 
but, having encountered one who seemed to need masculine help, 
it was even more terrifying that she should turn the tables by helping 
him. For she did. She and her friend had to. He could scarcely walk. 
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and it was a hard job getting him down the steep track to Wasdale. 

Her name was Katherine Bridges; she was twenty-five—youag 
enough to be Chips's daughter. She had blue, flashing eyes and 
freckled cheeks and smooth straw-colored hair. She too was staying at 
a farm, on holiday with a girl friend, and as she considered herself 
responsible for Chips's accident, she used to bicycle along the side 
of the lake to the house in which the quiet, middle-aged, serious- 
looking man lay resting. 

That was how she thought of him at first. And he, because she 
rode a bicycle and was unafraid to visit a man.alone in a farmhouse 
sitting room, wondered vaguely what the world was coming to. His 
sprain put him at her mercy, and it was soon revealed to him how 
much he might need that mercy. She was a governess out of a job, 
with a little money saved up; she read and admired Ibsen; she be¬ 
lieved that women ought to be admitted to the universities; she even 
thought they ought to have a vote. In politics she was a radical, with 
leanings toward the views of people like Bernard Shaw and William 
Morris. All her fdeas and opinions she poured out to Chips during 
those summer afternoons at Wasdale Head; and he, because he was 
not very articulate, did not at first think it worth while to contradict 
them. Her friend went away, but she stayed; what could you do with 
such a person, Chips tliought. He used to hobble with sticks along a 
footpath leading to the tiny church; tliere was a stone slab on the 
wall, and it was comfortable to sit down, facing the sunlight and the 
green-brown majesty of the Gable and listening to the chatter of- 
well, yes, Chips had to admit it—a very beautiful girl. 

He had never met anyone like her. He had always thought that 
the modern type, this “new woman" business, would repel him; and 
here she was, making him positively look forward to the glimpse of 
her safety bicycle careering along the lakeside road. And she, too, 
had never met anyone like him. She had always thought that middle- 
aged men who read the Times and disapproved of modernity were 
terrible bores; yet here he was, claiming her interest and attention 
far more than youths of her own age. She hked him, initially, because 
he was so hard to get to know, because he had gentle and quiet 
manners, because his opinions dated from those utterly impossible 
seventies and eighties and even earlier—yet were, for all that, *so 
thoroughly honest; and because—because his eyes* were brown and 
he looked charming when he smiled. “Of course, Z shall call you 
Chips, too,” she said, when she learned that was his nickname at 
school. 
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Within a week they were head over heels in love; before Chips 
could walk without a stick, they considered themselves engaged; 
and they were married in London a week before the beginning of 
the autumn term. 



CHAPTER FIVE 


When Chips, dreaming through the hours at Mrs. Wickett’s, recol¬ 
lected those days, he used to look down at his feet and wonder 
which one it was that had performed so signdl a service. That, the 
trivial cause of so many momentous happenings, was the one tiling 
of which details evaded him. But he resaw the glorious hump of 
the Gable (he had never visited the Lake District since), and the 
mouse-gray depths of Wastwater under the Screes; he could resmell 
the washed air after heavy rain, and refollow the ribbon of the pass 
across to Sty Head. So clearly it lingered, that time of dizzy happiness, 
those evening stjolls by the waterside, her cool voice and her gay- 
laughter. She had been a very happy person, always. 

They had both been so eager, planning a future together; but he 
had been rather serious about it, even a little awed. It would be all 
right, of course, her coming to Brookfield; other housemasters were 
married. And she liked boys, sbe told him, and would enjoy living 
among them. “Oh, Chips, I’m so glad you are what you are. I was 
afraid you were a solicitor or a stockbroker or a dentist or a man 
with a big cotton business in Manchester. When I first met you, I 
mean. Schoolmastering’s so different, so important, don’t you think? 
To be influencing those who are going to grow up and matter to 
the world . . .” 

Chips said he had n’t thought of it like that—or, at least, not often. 
He did his best; that was all anyone could do in any job. 

“Yes, of course. Chips. I do love you for saying simple things like 
that.” 

And one morning—another memory gem-clear when he turned to 
it—he had for some reason been afflicted with an acute desire to 
depreciate himself and all his attainments. He had told her of his 
only mediocre degree, of his occasional difficulties of discipline, of 
the certainty that he would never get a promotion, And of his com¬ 
plete ineligibility to marry a young and ambitioi& girf. And at the 
end of it all she had laughed in answer. 

She had no parents and was married from the house of an aunt 
in Ealing. On the night before the wedding, when Chips left the 
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house to return to his hotel, she said, with mock i^ravity; "This is an 
occasion, you know—this last farewell of ours. I fe^d rather like a new 
boy beginning his first term with you. Not scajed, mind you—but 
just, for once, in a thoroughly respectful mood. S^all I call you "sir'— 
or would "Mr. Chips’ be the right tiling? "Mr. Cb ps,’ I think. Good¬ 
bye, then—good-bye, Mr. Chips. . . 

(A hansom clop-clopping in the roadway; gr en-pale gas lamps 
flickering on a wet pavement; newsboys shoutin ; something about 
South Africa; Sherlock Holmes in Baker Street.) 

""Good-bye, Mr. Chips. . . 



CHAPTER SIX 


There had followed tlien a time of such happiness that Chips, re¬ 
membering it long afterwiU'd, hardly believed it could ever have 
happened before or since in the world. For his marriage was a tri¬ 
umphant success. Katherine conquered Brookfield as she had con¬ 
quered Chips; she was immensely popular with boys and masters 
alike. Even the wives of the masters, tempted at first to be jealous of 
one so young and lovely, could not long resist her charms. 

But most remarkable of all was the change she made in Chips. 
Till liis marriage he had been a dry and rather neutral sort of person; 
liked and thought well of by Brookfield in general, but not of the 
stuff that makes for great popularity or that stirs great affection. He 
had been at Brookfield for over a quarter of . a century, long enough 
to have established himself as a decent fellow and a hard worker; 
but just too long for anyone to believe him capable of ever being 
much more. He had, in fact, already begun to sink into that creeping 
dry rot of pedagogy which is the worst and ultimate pitfall of the 
profession; giving the same lessons year after year had formed a 
groove into which the other affairs of his life adjusted tliemselves 
with insidious ease. He worked well; he was conscientious; he was 
a fixture that gave service, satisfaction, confidence, everything ex¬ 
cept inspiration. 

And then came tliis astonishing girl-wife whom nobody had ex¬ 
pected—least of all Chips himself. She made him, to all appearances, 
a new man; though most of the newness was really a warming to life 
of things that were old, imprisoned, and unguessed. His eyes gained 
sparkle; his mind, which was adequately if not brilliantly equipped, 
began to move more adventurously. The one thing he had always 
had, a sense of humor, blossomed into a sudden richness to which 
his years lent maturity. He began to feel a greater siueness; his dis¬ 
cipline improved to a point at which it could become,' in a sense, less 
rigid; he became more popular. When he had first come to Brookfield 
he had aimed to be loved, honored, and obeyed—but obeyed, at any 
rate. Obedience he had secured, and honor had been granted him; 
but only now came love, the sudden love of boys for a man who was 
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kind without being soft, who understood them well enough, but not 
too much, and whose private happiness linked them with their own. 
He began to make little jokes, the sort that .schooll oys like—mnemon¬ 
ics and puns that raised laughs and at the same tir \e imprinted some¬ 
thing in the mind. There was one that never faile^ i to please, though 
it was only a sample of many others. Whenever ds Roman History 
forms came to deal with the Lex Canuleia, the iw that permitted 
patricians to marry plebeians. Chips used to add “So that, you see, 
if Miss Plebs wanted Mr. Patrician to marry hi *, and he said he 
could n’t, she probably replied: ‘Oh yes, you can, • ou liar!’” Roars of 
laughter. 

And Kathie broadened his views and opinion , also, giving him 
an outlook far beyond the roofs and turrets of Br okfield, so that he 
saw his country as something deep and gracious t ^ which Brookfield 
was but one of many feeding streams. She had a «leverer brain than 
his, and he could not confute her ideas even if and when he dis¬ 
agreed with them; he remained, for instance, a Conservative in poli¬ 
tics, despite all her radical-socialist talk. But even where he did not 
accept, he absorbed; her young idealism worked upon his maturity 
to produce an amalgam very gentle and wise. 

Sometimes she persuaded him completely. Brookfield, for ex¬ 
ample, ran a mission in East London, to which boys and parents 
contributed generously with money but rarely with personal con¬ 
tact. It was Katherine who suggested that a team from the mission 
should come up to Brookfield and play one of tlie School’s elevens at 
soccer. The idea was so revolutionary that from anyone but Kather¬ 
ine it could not have survived its first frosty reception. To intro¬ 
duce a group of slum boys to the serene pleasances of better-class 
youngsters seemed at first a wanton stirring of all kinds of things that 
had better be left untouched. The whole staff was against it, and the 
School, if its opinion could have been taken, was probably against it 
too. Everyone was certain that the East End lads would be hooligans, 
or else that they would be made to feel uncomfortable; anyhow, 
there would be “incidents,” and everyone would be confused and 
upset. Yet Katherine persisted, 

^Chips,” she said, “they ’re wrong, you know, and I’m right. I’m 
looking ahead to the future, they and you are looking back to the 
past. England is n’t always going to be divided into officers and ‘other 
ranks.’ And^'those Poplar boys are just as important—to England—as 
Brookfield is. You’ve got to have them here. Chips. You can’t satisfy 
your conscience by writing a check for a few guineas and keeping 
them at arm’s length. Besides, they ’re proud of Brookfield—just as 
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you are. Years hence, maybe, boys of that sort will be coming here—a 
few of them, at any rate. Why not? Why ever not? Chips, dear, 
remember this is eighteen-ninety-seven—not sixty-seven, when you 
were up at Cambridge. You got your ideas well stuck in those days, 
and good ideas they were too, a lot of them. But a few—just a few, 
Chips—want unsticking. . . 

Rather to her surprise, he gave way and suddenly became a keen 
advocate of the proposal, and the volte-face was so complete tliat 
the authorities were taken unawares and found themselves consent¬ 
ing to the dangerous experiment. The boys from Poplar amved at 
Brookfield one Saturday afternoon, played soccer with the SchooFs 
second team, were honorably defeated by seven goals to five, and 
later had high tea with the School team in the Dining Hall. They then 
met the Head and were shown over the School, and Chips saw them 
oflF at the railway station in the evening. Everything had passed 
without the slightest hitch of any kind, and it was clear that the 
visitors were taking away with them as fine an impression as they 
had left behind. 

They took back with them also the memory of a charming woman 
who had met them and talked to them; for once, years later, during 
the War, a private stationed at a big military camp near Brookfield 
called on Chips and said he had been one of that first visiting team. 
Chips gave him tea and chatted with him, till at length, shaking 
hands, the man said: ''And 'ow the missus, sir? I remember her very 
well.” 

"Do you?” Chips answered, eagerly. "Do you remember her?” 

"Rather. I should think anyone would.” 

And Chips replied: “They don't, you know. At least, not here. 
Boys come and go; new faces all tlie time; memories don't last. Even 
masters don't stay forever. Since last year—when old Gribble retired 
—he's—urn—the School butler—there has n’t been anyone here who 
ever saw my wife. She died, you know, less than a year after your 
visit. In ninety-eight,” 

'T’m real sorry to ’ear that, sir. There’s two or three o’ my pals, 
anyhow, who remember ’er clear as anything, though we did only see 
’er that wunst. Yes, we remember ’er, all right,” 

"I’m very glad. . . . That was a grand day we all had—and a fine 
game, too.” 

"One o’ the best days aht I ever ’ad in me life. Wish it was then 
and not nah—straight, I do. I’m off to Frawnce to-morrer.” 

A month or so later Chips heard that he had been killed at Pass- 
chendaele. 



CflAPTER SEVEN 


And so it stood, a warm and vivid patch in his life, casting a radiance 
that glowed in a thousand recollections. Twilight at Mrs. Wickett's, 
when the School bell clanged for call-over, broi.ght them back to 
him in a cloud—Katherine scampering along tl e stone corridors, 
laughing beside him at some ‘‘howler’ in an essa he was marking, 
taking the cello part in a Mozart trio for the S hool concert, her 
creamy arm sweeping over the brown sheen of tiie instrument. She 
had been a good player and a fine musician. And Katherine furred 
and muffed for tlie December house matches, Katherine at the Gar¬ 
den Party that followed Speech Day Prize-giving, Katherine tender¬ 
ing her advice in any little problem that arose. Good advice, too— 
wliich he did not always take, but which always influenced him. 

“Chips, dear, I’d let them off if I were you. After all, it s nothing 
very serious.” 

“I know, I’d like to let them off, but if I do I m afraid they 11 do it 
again.” 

“Try telling them that, frankly, and give them the chance.” 

“I might.” 

And there were other things, occasionally, that were serious. 

“You know, Chips, having all these hundreds of boys cooped up 
here is really an unnatural arrangement, when you come to think 
about it. So that when anything does occur that ought n't to, don't 
you think it's a bit unfair to come down on them as if it were their 
own fault for being here?” 

“Don't know about that, Kathie, but I do know that for every¬ 
body's sake we have to be pretty strict about this sort of thing. One 
black sheep can contaminate others,” 

“After he himself has been contaminated to begin with. After all, 
that's what probably did happen, is n’t it?” 

“Maybe. We can't help it. Anyhow, I believe Brookfield is better 
than a lot of other schools. All the more reason to keep it so.” 

“But this boy, Chips. . . you Te going to sack him?” 

“The Head probably will, when I tell him.” 

“And you Te going to tell the Head?” 
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“It s a duty, I m afraid.” 

“Could n t you think about it a bit. . . talk to the boy again . . . 
find out how it began . . . After all—apart from this business—is n t 
he rather a nice boy?” ^ 

“Oh, he s all right.” 

“Then, Chips dear, don’t you tfiink there ought to be some other 
way . . .” 

And so on. About once in ten times Le was adamant and would n t 
be persuaded. In about half of these exceptional cases he afterward 
rather wished he had taken her advice. And years later, whenever 
he had trouble with a boy, he was always at the mercy of a softening 
wave of reminiscence; the boy would stand there, waiting to be told 
his punishment, and would see, if he were observant, the brown eyes 
twinkle into a shine that told him all was well. But he did not guess 
that at such a moment Chips was remembering something that had 
happened long before he was bom; that Chips was thinking: Young 
ruflSan, I m hanged if I can think of any reason to let him off, but 
I T 1 bet she woufd have done! 

But she had not always pleaded for leniency. On rather rare oc¬ 
casions she urged severity where Chips was inclined to be forgiving. 
“I don’t like his type, Chips. He’s too cocksure of himself. If he’s 
looking for trouble I should certainly let him have it.” 

What a host of little incidents, all deep-buried in the past—prob¬ 
lems that had once been urgent, arguments that had once been 
keen, anecdotes that were funny only because one remembered the 
fun. Did any emotion really matter when the last trace of it had 
vanished from human memory; and if that were so, what a crowd 
of emotions clung to him as to their last home before annihilation! 
He must be kind to them, must treasure them in his mind before 
their long sleep. That affair of Archer’s resignation, for instance—a 
queer business, that was. And that affair about the rat that Dunster 
put in the organ loft while old Ogilvie was taking choir practice. 
Ogilvie was dead and Dunster drowned at Jutland; of others who 
had witnessed or heard of the incident, probably most had forgotten. 
And it had been like that, with other incidents, for centuries. He 
had a sudden vision of thousands and thousands of boys, from the 
age of Elizabeth onward; dynasty upon dynasty of masters; long 
epochs of Brookfield history that had left not even a ghostly record. 
Who knew why the old fifA-form room was called»“the‘Pit”? There 
was probably a reason, to begin with; but it had since been lost—lost 
like the lost books of Livy. And what happened at Brookfield when 
Cromwell fought at Naseby, near by? How did Bropkfield react 
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to the great scare of the 'Torty-Five”? Was there a whole holiday 
when news came of Waterloo? And so on, up to tl e earliest time that 
he himself could remember—1870, and Wetherb) saying, by way of 
small talk after their first and only interview: “L )oks as if we shall 
have to settle with the Prussians ourselves one )f these fine days, 
eh?” 

When Chips remembered things like this he often felt that he 
would write them down and make a book of th« m; and during his 
years at Mrs. Wickett's he sometimes went even so far as to make 
desultory notes in an exercise book. But he wa soon brought up 
against difficulties—the chief one being that writ ng tired him, both 
mentally and physically. Somehow, too, lus recx lections lost much 
of their flavor when they were written down; thu story about Rush- 
ton and the sack of potatoes, for instance—it won d seem quite tame 
in print, but Lord, how funny it had been at th(’ rime! It was funny, 
too, to remember it; tliough perhaps if you did n’t remember Rushton 
. . . and who would, anyway, after all those years? It was such a long 
time ago . . . Mrs. Wickett, did you ev'er know a fellow named^, 
Rushton? Before your time, I dare say . . . went to Burma in some 
government job ... or was it Borneo? . . . Very funny fellow, Rush- 
ton. . . . 

And there he was, dreaming again before the fire, dreaming of 
times and incidents in which he alone could take secret interest. 
Funny and sad, comic and tragic, they all mixed up in his mind, and 
some day, however hard it proved, he would sort them out and make 
a book of them. . . . 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


And there was always in his mind that spring day in ninety-eight 
when he had paced through Brookfield village as in some horrifying 
nightmare, half struggling to escape into an‘outside world where 
the sun still shone and where everything had happened differently. 
Young Faulkner had met him there in the lane outside the Sehool. 
“Please, sir, may I have the afternoon off? My people are coming 
up" 

“Eh? What *s tliat? Oh yes, yes. . . 

“Can I miss Chapel, too, sir?’" 

“Yes . . . yes . . 

“And may I go to the station to meet them?'' 

He nearly answered: “You can go to blazes for all I care. My wife 
is dead and my child is dead, and I wish I were dead myself.” 

Actually he nodded and stumbled on. He did not want to talk to 
anybody or to receive condolences; he wanted to get used to things, 
if he could, before facing the kind words of others. He took his fourth 
form as usual after call-over, setting them grammar to learn by 
heart while he himself stayed at his desk in a cold, continuing trance. 
Suddenly someone said: “Please, sir, there are a lot of letters for you.” 

So there were; he had been leaning his elbows on them; they 
were all addressed to him by name. He tore them open one after the 
other, but each contained nothing but a blank sheet of paper. He 
thought in a distant way that it was rather peculiar, but he made no 
comment; the incident gave hardly an impact upon his vastly greater 
preoccupations. Not till days afterward did he realize that it had 
been a piece of April foolery. 

They had died on the same day, the mother and the child just 
bom; on April i, 1898. 




CHAPTER NINE 


Chips changed his more commodious apartment in School House 
for his old original bachelor quarters. He though* at first he would 
give up his housemastership, but the Head persua* ed him otherwise; 
and later he was glad. The work gave him somi thing to do, filled 
up an emptiness in his mind and heart. He was different; everyone 
noticed it. Just as marriage had added somethin 4, so did bereave¬ 
ment; after the first stupor of grief he became suddenly the land 
of man whom boys, at any rate, unhesitatingly classed as “old.’" It 
was not that he was less active; he could still knock up a half century 
on the cricket field; nor was it that he had lost any interest or keen¬ 
ness in his work. Actually, too, his hair had been graying for years; 
yet now, for the first time, people seemed to notice it. He was fifty. 
Once, after some energetic fives, during which he had played as well 
as many a fellow half his age, he overheard a boy saying: "Not 
half bad for an old chap like liim.” 

Chips, when he was over eighty, used to recount that incident with 
many chuckles. “Old at fifty, eh? Umph—it was Naylor who said 
that, and Naylor can’t be far short of fifty himself by now! I wonder 
if he still thinks that fifty’s such an age? Last I heard of liim, he was 
lawyering, and lawyers live long—look at Halsbury—umph—Chancel¬ 
lor at eighty-two, and^died at ninety-nine. There’s an—umph—age for 
you! Too old at fifty—why, fellows like that are too young at fifty. 
... I was myself ... a mere infant. . . 

And there was a sense in which it was true. For with the new 
century there settled upon Chips a mellowness that gathered all his 
developing mannerisms and his oft-repeated jokes into a single har¬ 
mony. No longer did he have those shght and occasional disciplinary 
troubles, or feel dijffident about his own work and worth. He found 
that his pride in Brookfield reflected back, giving him cause for pride 
ih himself and' his position. It was a service that gave him freedom 
to be supremely *and completely himself. He had won, by seniority 
and ripeness, an uncharted no-man s-Iand of privilege; he had ac¬ 
quired the right to those gentle eccentricities that so often attack 
schoolmasters and parsons. He wore his gown till it was almost too 
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tattered to hold together; and when he stood on the wooden b^cb 
by Big Hall steps to take call-over, it was with an air of myStic 
abandonment to ritual. He held the School List, a long sheet curling 
over a board; and each boy, as he passed, spoke his own nacne for 
Chips to verify and then tick off on the list. That verifying glance 
was an easy and favorite subject of mimicry throughout the School— 
steel-rimmed spectacles slipping down the nose, eyebrows lifted, one 
a little higher than the other, a gaze half rapt, half quizzical. And 
on windy days, with gown and white hair and School List fluttering 
in uproarious confusion, the whole thing became a comic turn sand¬ 
wiched between afternoon games and the return to classes. 

Some of those names, in little snatches of a chorus, recurred to 
him ever afterward without any effort of memory. . . . Ainsworth, 
Attwood, Avonmore, Babcock, Baggs, Barnard, Basscnthwaite, Bat- 
tersby, Beccles, Bedford-Marshall, Bentley, Best. . . 

Another one: — 

. . . Unsley, Vailes, Wadham, Wagstaff, Wallington, Waters 
Primus, Waters Secundus, Watling, Waveney, Webb . . . 

And yet another that comprised, as he used to tell liis fourth-form 
Latinists, an excellent example of a hexameter: — 

. . . Lancaster, Latton, Lemare, Lytton-Bosworth, MacGonigall, 
Mansfield . . . 

Where had they all gone to, he often pondered; those threads he 
had once held together, how far had they scattered, some to break, 
others to weave into unknown patterns? The strange randomness of 
tlie world beguiled him, that randomness which never would, so long 
as the world lasted, give meaning to those choruses again. 

And behind Brookfield, as one may glimpse a mountain behind 
another mountain when the mist clears, he saw the world of change 
and conflict; and he saw it, more than he realized, with the remem¬ 
bered eyes of Kathie. She had not been able to bequeath him all her 
mind, still less the brilliance of it; but she had left him with a 
calmness and a poise that accorded well with his own inward emo¬ 
tions. It was typical of him that he did not share the general jingo 
bitterness against the Boers. Not that he was a pro-Boer—he was far 
too traditional for that, and he disliked the kind of people who were 
pro-Boers; but still, it did cross his mind at times that the Boers 
were engaged in a struggle that had a curious similahty to those of 
certain English history-book heroes—Hereward the Wake, for in¬ 
stance, or Caractacus. He once tried to shock his fifth form by sug¬ 
gesting this, but tliey only thought it was one of his little jokes. 

However heretical he might be about the Boers, he was orthodox 
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about Mr. Lloyd George and the famous Budget. He did not care for 
either of them. And when, years later, L. G. can e as the guest of 
honoi: to a Brookfield Speech Day, Chips said, ok being presented 
to hinl: “Mr. Lloyd George, I am nearly old enov gh—umph—to re¬ 
member you as a young man, and—umph—I conf-ss that you seem 
to me—umph—to have improved—umph—a great deal.” The Head, 
standing with them, was rather aghast; but L. G laughed heartily 
and talked to Chips more than to anyone else dun ig the ceremonial 
that followed. 

“Just like Chips,” was commented afterward. “l!e gets away with 
it. I suppose at that age anything you say to anybod / is all right. . . 



CHAPTER TEN 


In 1900 old Meldrum, who had succeeded Wetherby as Head and 
had held oflSce for three decades, died suddenly from pneumonia; 
and in the interval before the appointment of a successor, Chips be¬ 
came Acting Head of Brookfield. There was just the faintest chance 
that the Governors might make the appointment a permanent one; 
but Chips was not really disappointed when they brought in a young¬ 
ster of thirty-seven, glittering with Firsts and Blues and with the 
kind of personality that could reduce Big Hall to silence by the 
mere lifting of au eyebrow. Chips was not in the ninning with that 
kind of person; he never had been and never would be, and he knew 
it He was an altogether milder and less ferocious animal. 

Those years before his retirement in 1913 were studded with 
sharply remembered pictures. 

A May morning; the clang of the School bell at an unaccustomed 
time; everyone summoned to assemble in Big Hall. Ralston, the new 
Head, very pontifical and aware of himself, fixing the multitude 
with a cold, presaging severity. “You will all be deeply grieved to 
hear that His Majesty King Edward the Seventh died this morning. 
. . . There will be no school this afternoon, but a service will be held 
in the Chapel at four-thirty.” 

A summer morning on the railway line near Brookfield. The rail- 
waymen were on strike, soldiers were driving the engines, stones 
had been thrown at trains. Brookfield boys were patrolling the line, 
thinking the whole business great fun. Chips, who was in charge, 
stood a little way oflF, talking to a man at the gate of a cottage. Young 
Cricklade approached. “Please, sir, what shall we do if we meet any 
strikers?” 

“Would you like to meet one?” 

“I—I don*t know, ^ir.” 

God bless the boy—he talked of them as if they were qyeer animals 
out of a zool “Well, here you are, then—umph—you can meet Mr. 
Jones—he s a striker. When he's on duty he has charge of the signal 
box at the station. You Ve put your life in his hands many a time.” 

Afterward the story went round the School; There was Chips, 
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talking to a striker. Talking to a striker. Might have been quite 
frieJndly, the way they were talking together. 

Chips, thinking it over a good many times, alw lys added to him¬ 
self th>at Kathie would have approved, and wou d also have been 
amused. 

Because always, whatever happened and howe^ er the avenues of 
politics twisted and curved, he had faith in Englai d, in English flesh 
and blood, and in Brookfield as a place whose 1 timate worth de¬ 
pended on whether she fitted herself into the I iglish scene with 
dignity and without disproportion. He had beeii left a vision that 
grew clearer with each year—of an England f r which days of 
ease were nearly over, of a nation steering into channels where a 
hair's breadth of error might be catastrophic. H‘ remembered the 
Diamond Jubilee; there had been a whole holiday at Brookfield, and 
he had taken Kathie to London to see the procesNion. That old and 
legendary lady, sitting in her carriage like some t rumbling wooden 
doll, had symbolized impressively so many things that, like herself, 
were nearing an end. Was it only the century, or was it an epoch? 

And then that frenzied Edwardian decade, like an electric lamp 
that goes brighter and whiter just before it burns itself out. 

Strikes and lockouts, champagne suppers and unemployed march¬ 
ers, Chinese labor, tariff reform, f/.M.S. Dreadnought, Marconi, 
Home Rule for Ireland, Doctor Crippen, suffragettes, the lines of 
Chatalja, . . . 

An April evening, windy and rainy; the fourth form construing 
Vergil, not very intelligently, for there was exciting news in the pa¬ 
pers; young Grayson, in pai'ticular, was careless and preoccupied, 
A quiet, nervous boy. 

‘‘Grayson, stay behind—umph—after the rest.” 

Then:— 

“Grayson, I don't want to be—umph—severe, because you arc gen¬ 
erally pretty good—umph—in your work, but to-day—you don’t seem 
—umph—to have been trying at all. Is anything the matter?" 

N-no, sir. 

‘Well—umph—we 'll say no more about it, but—umph—I shall ex¬ 
pect better things next time." 

Next morning it was noised around the School tliat Grayson's fa¬ 
ther had sailed on the Titanic, and that no news had yet come 
through as to his fate. 

Grayson was excused lessons; for a whole day the School centred 
emotionally upon his anxieties. Then came news that his father had 
been among those rescued. 
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Chips shook hands with the boy. ‘*WelI, umph—I m delighted, 
Grayson. A happy ending. You must be feeling pretty pleased vJith 
life.” 

‘T-yes, sir.” ^ 

A quiet, nervous boy. And it was Grayson Senior, not Junior, with 
whom Chips was destined later to condole. 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 


And then the row with Ralston. Funny thing, Chi >s had never liked 
him; he was efficient, ruthless, ambitious, but n t, somehow, very 
likable. He had, admittedly, raised the status ( Brookfield as a 
school, and for the first time in memory there waj a longish waiting 
list. Ralston was a live wire; a fine power transre tter, but you had 
to beware of him. 

Chips had never bothered to beware of him; he was not attracted 
by the man, but he served him willingly enough and quite loyally. 
Or, rather, he served Brookfield. He knew that Ralston did not 
like him, either; but that did n’t seem to matter. He felt himself suf¬ 
ficiently protected by age and seniority from the fiite of other masters 
whom Ralston had failed to like. 

Then suddenly, in 1908, when he had just turned sixty, came Ral¬ 
ston’s urbane ultimatum. ‘*Mr. Chipping, have you ever tliought you 
would like to retire?” 

Chips stared about him in that book-lined study, startled by the 
question, wondering why Ralston should have asked it. He said, 
at length: ‘‘No—uqiph—I can’t say that—umph—I have thought much 
about it—umph—yet.” 

“Well, Mr. Chipping, the suggestion is there for you to consider. 
The Governors would, of course, agree to your being adequately 
pensioned.” 

Abruptly Chips flamed up. “But—uniph—I don’t want—to retire. 
I don’t—umph—need to consider it.” 

“Nevertheless, I suggest that you do.” 

“But—umph—I don’t see—why—I shouldl” 

“In that case, things are going to be a little difficult.” 

“Difficult? Why-difficult?” 

And then they set to, Ralston getting cooler and harder, Chips 
getting warmer and more passionate, till at last Ralston said, icily: 
“Since you force me to use plain words, Mr. Chipping, you shall have 
them. For some time past, you have n’t been pulling your weight 
here. Your methods of teaching are slack and old-fashioned; your 
personal habits are slovenly; and you ignore my instructions in a way 
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which, in a younger man, I should regard as rank insubordination. 
It won't do, Mr. Chipping, and you must ascribe it to my forbej&r- 
ance that I have put up with it so long." / 

“But—" Chips began, in sheer bewilderment; and then he tdok up 
isolated words out of that extraordinary indictment. “SZoueniy—umph 
—you said—?" 

“Yes, look at the gown you re wearing. I happen to know that that 
gown of yours is a subject of continual amusement throughout the 
School." 

Chips knew it, too, but it had never seemed to him a very regret¬ 
table matter. 

He went on: “And—you also said—umph—something about—insub¬ 
ordination—?'* 

“No, I did n’t. I said that in a younger man I should have re¬ 
garded it as that. In your case it's probably a mixture of slackness 
and obstinacy. This question of Latin pronunciation, for instance—I 
think I told you years ago that I wanted the new style used through¬ 
out the School. The other masters obeyed me; you prefer to stick to 
your old methods, and the result is simply chaos and ineflBciency." 

At last Chips had something tangible that he could tackle. “Oh, 
tlmtr he answered scornfully. “Well, I—umph—I admit that I don’t 
agree with the new pronunciation. I never did. Umph—a lot of non¬ 
sense, in my opinion. Making boys say ‘Kickero’ at school when— 
umph—for the rest of their lives they ’ll say ‘Cicero’—if they ever— 
umph—say it at all. And instead of ‘vicissim’—God bless my soul— 
you’d make them say, We kiss ’im’l Umph—umph!" And he chuckled 
momentarily, forgetting that he was in Ralston’s study and not in 
his own friendly form room. 

“Well, there you are, Mr. Chipping—that’s just an example of what 
1 complain of. You hold one opinion and I hold another, and, since 
you decline to give way, there can’t very well be any alternative. I 
aim to make Brookfield a thoroughly up-to-date school. I m a science 
man myself, but for all that I have no objection to the classics—pro¬ 
vided that they are taught eflBciently. Because they are dead lan¬ 
guages is no reason why they should be dealt with in a dead educa¬ 
tional technique. I understand, Mr. Chipping, that your Latin and 
Greek lessons are exactly the same as they were when I began here 
ten years ago?” 

Chips answered, slowly and with pride: “For tiiat matter—umph 
—they are the same as when your predecessor—Mr. Meldrum—came 
here, and that—umph—was thirty-eight years ago. We began here, 
Mr. Meldrum and I—in—umph—in 1870. And it was—um—Mr. Mel- 
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drum s predecessor, Mr. Wetherby—who first approved my syllabus. 
Tote’ll take the Cicero for the fourth,’ he said to me. Cicero, too—not 
Kicke^!” 

'‘Very interesting, Mr. Chipping, but once again it proves my point 
—you live too much in the past, and not enough n the present and 
future. Times are changing, whether you realize it or not Modem 
parents are beginning to demand something m- re for tlieir three 
years’ school fees than a few scraps of languages t lat nobody speaks. 
Resides, your boys don’t learn even what they ’re supposed to leam. 
None of them last year got through the Lower C< tificate.” 

And suddenly, in a torrent of thoughts too pre^ ing to be put into 
words, Chips made answer to himself. These exa ninations and cer¬ 
tificates and so on—what did they matter? And all tliis efficiency 
and up-to-dateness—what did that matter, either? Ralston was trying 
to run Brookfield like a factory—a factory for turning out a snob cul¬ 
ture based on money and machines. The old gentlemanly traditions 
of family and broad acres were changing, as doubtless they were 
bound to; but instead of widening them to form a genuine inclusive 
democracy of duke and dustman, Ralston was narrowing them upon 
the single issue of a fat banking account. There never had been so 
many rich men’s sons at Brookfield. The Speech Day Garden Party 
was like Ascot. Ralston met these wealthy fellows in London clubs 
and persuaded them that Brookfield was the coming school, and, 
since they could n’t buy their way into Eton or Harrow, they greed¬ 
ily swallowed the bait. Awful fellows, some of them—though others 
were decent enough. Financiers, company promoters, pill manufac¬ 
turers. One of them gave his son five pounds a week pocket money. 
Vulgar . , . ostentatious ... all the hectic rotten-ripeness of the age. 
. . . And once Chips had got into trouble because of some joke he 
had made about a boy’s name. The boy wrote home about it, and his 
father sent an angry letter to Ralston. Touchy, no sense of humor, 
no sense of proportion—that was the matter with them, these new 
fellows. . . . No sense of proportion. And it was a sense of propor¬ 
tion, above all things, that Brookfield ought to teach—not so much 
Latin or Greek or Chemistry or Mechanics. And you could n’t expect 
to test that sense of proportion by setting papers and granting 
certificates. . . . 

All this flashed through his mind in an instant of protest and in¬ 
dignation, but he did not say a word of it. He merely gathered his 
tattered gown together and with an “umph—umph” walked a few 
paces away. He had had enough of the argument. At the door h© 
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turned and said: “1 don't—umph—intend to resign—and you can— 
umph—do what you like about itl" 

Looking back upon that scene in the calm perspective of a qr/arter 
of a century, Chips could find it in his heart to feel a little so'try for 
Ralston. Particularly when, as it happened, Ralston had been in such 
complete ignorance of the forces he was dealing with. So, for that 
matter, had Chips himself. Neither had correctly estimated the 
toughness of Brookfield tradition, and its readiness to defend itself 
and its defenders. For it had so chanced that a small boy, waiting 
to see Ralston that morning, had been listening outside the door 
during the whole of the interview; he had been thrilled by it, nat¬ 
urally, and had told his friends. Some of these, in a surprisingly 
short time, had told their parents; so that very soon it was common 
knowledge that Ralston had insulted Chips and had demanded his 
resignation. The amazing result was a spontaneous outburst of sym¬ 
pathy and partisanship such as Chips, in his wildest dreams, had 
never envisaged. He found, rather to his astonishment, that Ralston 
was thoroughly unpopular; he was feared and respected, but not 
liked; and in this issue of Chips the dislike rose to a point where it 
conquered fear and demolished even respect. There was talk of hav¬ 
ing some kind of public riot in the School if Ralston succeeded in 
banishing Chips. The masters, many of them young men who agreed 
that Chips was hopelessly old-fashioned, rallied round him neverthe¬ 
less because they hated Ralston's slave driving and saw in the old 
veteran a likely champion. And one day the Chairpian of the Gov¬ 
ernors, Sir John Rivers, visited Brookfield, ignored.icalston, and went 
direct to Chips. fine fellow, Rivers," Chips would say, telling the 
story to Mrs. Wickett for the dozenth time. “Not—urnph—a very bril¬ 
liant boy in class. I remember he could never—umph—master his 
verbs. And now—umph—I see in the papers—they Ve made him— 
umph—a baronet. It just shows you—umph—it just shows you.” 

Sir John had said, on that morning in 1908, taking Chips by the 
arm as they walked round the deserted cricket pitches: “Chips, old 
boy, I hear you 've been having the deuce of a row with Ralston. 
Sorry to hear about it, for your sake—but I want you to know that 
the Governors are with you to a man. We don't like the fellow a 
great deal. Very clever and all that, but a bit too clever, if you ask 
me. Claims to have doubled the School's endowment funds by some 
monkeying on the Stock Exchange. Dare say he has, but a chap like 
that wants watching. So if he starts chucking his weight about with 
you, tell him very politely he can go to the devil. The Governors 
don't want you to resign. Brookfield would rt't be the same without 
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you. and they know it. We all know it. You can sta\ here till you re a 
hunJhed if you feel like it—indeed, it 's our hoj>e that you will.'* 
Anc^^t that—both then and often when he reco^mted it afterward 
—Chips broke down. 



CHAPTER TWELVE 


So he stayed on at Brookfield, having as little to do with Ralston as 
possible. And in 1911 Ralston left, *‘to better himself'; he was offered 
the headship of one of the greater public schools. His successor was 
a man named Chatteris, whom Chips liked; he was even younger 
than Ralston had been—thirt^'-four. He was supposed to be very 
brilliant; at any rate, he was modern (Natural Sciences Tripos), 
friendly, and sympathetic. Recognizing in Clups a Brookfield insti¬ 
tution, he courteously and wisely accepted the situation. 

In 1913 Chips, had had bronchitis and was off duty for nearly the 
whole of the winter term. It was that which made him decide to re¬ 
sign that summer, when he whs sixty-five. After all, it was a good, 
ripe age; and Ralston s straight words had, in some ways, had an 
effect. He felt that it would not be fair to hang on if he could not 
decently do his job. Besides, he would not sever himself com¬ 
pletely. He would take rooms across the road, with the excellent 
Mrs. Wickett who had once been linen-room maid; he could visit the 
School whenever he wanted, and could still, in a sense, remain a part 
of it. 

At that final end-of-term dinner, in July 1913, Chips received his 
farewell presentations and made a speech. It was not a very long 
speech, but it had a good many jokes in it, and was made twice as 
long, perhaps, by the laughter that impeded its progress. There 
were several Latin quotations in it, as well as a reference to the Cap¬ 
tain of tlie School, who, Chips said, had been guilty of exaggeration 
in speaking of his (Chips s) services to Brookfield. “But then—umph 
—he comes of an—umph—exaggerating family. I—um—remember— 
once—having to thrash his father—for it. [Laughter] I gave Iiim one 
mark—umph—for a Latin translation, and he—umph—exaggerated 
the one into a sev^nl Umph—umph!” Roars of laughter and tumul¬ 
tuous cheers! A typical Chips remark, everyone thought 

And then he mentioned that he had been at Brookfield for forty- 
two years, and that he had been very happy there. “It has i)een my 
life,” he said, simply. “O mihi praeteritos referat si Jupiter annos, 
. Umph—I need not—of course—translate. . . Much laughter. 



GOOD^BYE, MR. CHIPS 


187 

“I remember lots of changes at Brookfield. 1 remember the—um—the 
first'^icycle. I remember when there was no gas or electric light 
and ^ used to have a member of the domestic s* aff called a lamp- 
boy—he did nothing else but clean and trim and lij ht lamps through¬ 
out the School. I remember when there was a ha) i frost that lasted 
for seven weeks in the winter term—there were .10 games, and the 
whole School learned to skate on the fens. Eig tcen-eighty-sorne- 
thing, that was. I remember when two thirds of the? School went down 
with German measles and Big Hall was turned in o a hospital ward. 
I remember the great bonfire we had on Mafekii g night. It was lit 
too near the pavilion and we had to send for the fi e brigade to put it 
out. And the firemen were having their own cel< brations and most 
of them were—um—in a regrettable condition. [I .lUghter] 1 remem¬ 
ber Mrs. Brool, whose photograph is still in the ti jkshop; she served 
there until an uncle in Australia lc‘ft her a lot oi money. In fact, I 
remember so much that I often think 1 ought to write a book. Now 
what should 1 call it? 'Memories of Rod and Linos’—eh? [Cheers and 
laughter. That was a good one, people thought—one of Chips’s best.] 
Well, well, pcuhaps 1 shall write it, some day. But I’d rather tell you 
about it, really. I remember ... 1 remember . . . but chiefly I re¬ 
member all your faces. I never forget them. I have tliousands of 
faces in my mind—the faces of boys. If you come and see me again in 
years to come—as I hope yon all will—I shall tr) to remember those 
older faces of yours, but it s just possible 1 shan’t be able to—and then 
some day you ’ll see me somewhere £md I shan’t recognize you and 
you ’ll say to yourself, ‘llie old boy does n’t remember me.’ [Laugh¬ 
ter] But 1 do remember you—as you are now. That’s the point. In my 
mind you never grow up at all. Never. Sometimes, for instance, when 
people talk to me about our respected Chairman of the Governors, 
I think to myself, ‘Ah yes, a jolly little chap with hair that sticks up 
on top—and absolutely no idea whatever about the difference be¬ 
tween a Gerund and a Gerundive.’ [Loud laughter] Well, well 1 
must n’t go on—umph—all night. Think of me sometimes as I shall 
certainly think of you. Haec olirn meminisse juvabit . . . again I 
need not translate.” Much laughter and shouting and prolonged 
cheers, 

August 1913. Chips went for a cure to Wiesbaden, where he 
lodged at thg home of the German master at Brookfield, Herr Stae- 
fel, with wl]^m he had become friendly. Staefel was thirty years his 
junior, but the two men got on excellently. In September, when term 
began, Chips returned and took up residence at Mrs. Wickett’s. He 
felt a great deal stronger and fitter after his holiday, and almost 
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wished he had not retired. Nevertheless, he found plenty to do. He 
had all the new boys to tea. He watched all the important mashes 
on the Brookfield ground. Once a term he dined with the He^ and 
once also with the masters. He took on the preparation and editing 
of a new Brookfeldian Directory. He accepted presidency of the Old 
Boys' Club and went to dinners in London. He wrote occasional 
articles, full of jokes and Latin quotations, for the Brookfield terminal 
magazine. He read his Times every morning—very thoroughly; and 
he also began to read detective stories—he had been keen on them 
ever since the first thrills of Sherlock. Yes, he was quite busy, and 
quite happy, too. 

A year later, in 1914, he again attended the end-of-term dinner. 
There was a lot of war talk—civil war in Ulster, and trouble between 
Austria and Serbia. Herr Staefcl, who was leaving for Germany the 
next day, told Chips he thought the Balkan business would n’t come 
to anytliing. 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


The War years. 

The first shock, and then the first optimism. The Battle of the 
Marne, the Russian steam-roller, Kitchener. 

‘'Do you think it will last long, sir?” 

Chips, questioned as he watched the first trial ame of the season, 
gave quite a cheery answer. He was, like thousands of others, 
hopelessly wrong- but, unlike thousands of others, he did not after¬ 
ward conceal the fact. “We ought to have—urn - finished it—um—by 
Christmas. The Germans are already beaten. Imt why? Are you 
thinking of—um—joining up, Forrester?” 

Joke—because FoiTester was the smalle^st new boy Brookfield had 
ever had—about four feet high above his muddy football boots. (But 
not so much a joke, when you came to think of it afterward; for he 
was killed in 1918—shot down in flames over Cambrai.) But one 
did n’t guess what lay ahead. It seemed tragically sensational when 
the first Old Brookfeldian was killed in action—in September. Chips 
thought, when that news came: A hundred years ago boys from the 
school were fighting against the French. Strange, in a way, that the 
sacrifices of one generation should so cancel out those of another. He 
tried to express this to Blades, the Head of School House; but Blade.s, 
eighteen years old and already in training for a cadetship, only 
laughed. What had all that history stufl; to do with it, anyhow? Just 
old Chips with one of his queer ideas, that s all. 

1915. Armies clenched in deadlock from the sea to Switzerland. 
The Dardanelles. Gallipoli. Military camps springing up quite ne^u 
Brookfield; soldiers using the playing fields for sports and training; 
swift developments of Brookfield O.T.C. Most of the younger mas¬ 
ters gone or in uniform. Every Sunday night, in the Chapel after 
e\iening service, Chatteris read out the names of old boys killed, 
together sh(;|rt biographies. Very moving; but Chips, in the 
back pew under the gallery, thought: They are only names to him; 
he does n t see their faces as I do. . . . 

1916. . . . The Somme Battle. Twenty-three names read out one 
Sunday evening. 
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Toward the close of tliat catastrophic July, Chatteris talked to 
Chips one afternoon at Mrs. WicketPs. He was overworked and Xer- 
worried and looked very ill. ‘*To tell you the truth, Chippinpj^ I 'ni 
not having too easy a time here. 1 ’m thirty-nine, you know, and un¬ 
married, and lots of people seem to think they know what I ought 
to do. Also, I happen to be diabetic, and could n t pass the blindest 
M.O., but 1 don't see why 1 should pin a medical certificate on my 
front door." 

Chips had n't known anything about this; it was a shock to him, 
for he liked Chatteris. 

The latter continued: ''You see how it is. Ralston filled the place 
up with young men—all veiy good, of course—but now most of them 
have joined up and the substitutes are pretty dreadful, on the whole. 
They poured ink down a man's neck in prep one night last week- 
silly fool—got hysterical. 1 have to take classes myself, take prep for 
fools like that, work till midnight every night, and get cold-shoul¬ 
dered as a slacker on top of everything. 1 can’t stand it much longer. 
If things don't improve next term I shall have a breakdown." 

“I do sympathize with you," Chips said. , 

'T hoped you would. And that brings me to what 1 came here to 
ask you. Briefly, my suggestion is that—if you felt equal to it and 
would care to—how about coming back here for a while? You look 
pretty fit, and, of course, you know all the ropes. I don't mean a lot 
of hard work for you—you need n't take anything strenuously—just a 
few odd jobs here and there, as you choose. What I'd fike you for 
more than anything else is not for the actual work you'd do—though 
that, naturally, would be very valuable—but for your help in other 
ways—in just belonging here. There's nobody ever been more popu¬ 
lar than you were, and are still-you'd help to hold things together if 
there were any danger of them flying to bits. And perhaps there is 
that danger. . . 

Chips answered, breathlessly and with a holy joy in his heart: 
“1 'U come. . . ." 



CHAPTER FOURTEE^ 


He still kept on his rooms with Mrs. Wickctt; in teed, he still lived 
there; but every rnorping, about half-past ten, e put on his coat 
and muffler and crossed the road to the Scho( . He felt very fit, 
and the actual work was not taxing. Just a few orms in Latin and 
Roman History—the old lessons—even the old pronunciation. The 
same joke about the Lex Canuleia—there was a r>ew generation that 
had not heard it, and he was absurdly gratificni by the success it 
achieved. He felt a little like a music-hall favorite returning to the 
hoards after a positively last appearance. 

They all said how marvelous it was that he knew every boy’s 
name and face so quickly. They did not guess how closely he had 
kept in touch from across the road. 

He was a grand success altogether. In some strange way he did, 
and they all knew and felt it, help things. For the first time in his 
life he felt iiecessary—iind necessary to something that was nearest 
his heart. There is no sublimer feeling in the world, and it was his at 
last. 

He made new jokes, too—about the O.T.C. and the food-rationing 
sy.stem and the anti-air-raid blinds that had to be fitted on all the 
windows. There was a mysterious kind of rissole that began to appear 
on the School menu on Mondays, and Chips called it ahhorrendwn— 
“meat to be abhorred.” The story went round—heard Chips's latest? 

Chatteris fell ill during the winter of '17, and again, for the second 
time in his life, Chips became Acting Head of Brookfield. Then in 
April Chatteris died, and the Governors asked Chips if he would 
carry on “for the duration,” He said he would, if they would refrain 
from appointing him oflScially. From that last honor, within his reach 
at last, he slirank instinctively, feeling himself in so many ways un¬ 
equal to it. He said to Rivers: “You see, I'm not a young man and I 
don't wanT ^eopln to—um—expect a lot from me, I m like all these 
new colonels and majors you see everywhere—just a war-time fluke. 
A ranker—that's all I am really.” 

1917, 1918. Chips lived through it all. He sat in the headmaster’s 
study every morning, handling problems, dealing with plaints and 
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requests. Out of vast experience had emerged a kindly, gentle confi 
dence in himself. To keep a sense of proportion, that was the mam 
thing. So much of the world was losing it; as well keep it wjs^re it 
had, or ought to have, a congenial home. 

On Sundays in Chapel it was he who now read out the tragic 
list, and sometimes it was seen and heard that he was in tears over 
it. Well, why not, the School said; he was an old man; they might 
have despised anyone else for the weakness. 

One day he got a letter from Switzerland, from friends there; it 
was heavily censored, but conveyed some news. On the following 
Sunday, after the names and biographies of old boys, he paused a 
moment and then added:— 

“Those few of you who were here before the War will remember 
Max Staefel, the German master. He was in Germany, visiting his 
home, when war broke out. He was popular while he was here, and 
made many friends. Those who knew him will be sorry to hear that 
he was killed last week, on the Western Front.” 

He was a little pale when he sat down afterward, aware that he 
had done something unusual. He had consulted nobody about it, 
anyhow; no one else could be blamed. Later, outside the Chapel, he 
heard an argument:— 

“On the Western Front, Chips said. Does that mean he was fight¬ 
ing for the Germans?” 

“I suppose it does.” 

“Seems funny, then, to read liis name out with all the others. After 
all, he was an enemy, 

“Oh, just one of Chips s ideas, 1 expect. The old boy still has 

» M 

em. 

Chips, in his room again, was not displeased by the comment. Yes, 
he still had em—those ideas of dignity and generosity that were be¬ 
coming increasingly rare in a frantic world. And he thought: Brook¬ 
field will take them, too, from me; but it would n t from anyone else. 

Once, asked for his opinion of bayonet practice being carried on 
near the cricket pavilion, he answered, with that lazy, slightly asth¬ 
matic intonation that had been so often and so extravagantly imi¬ 
tated: “It seems—to me—umph—a very vulgar way of killing people.” 

The yam was passsfed on and joyously appreciated-rhow Chips had 
told some big brass hat from the War OflSce that bayd^*et fighting 
was vulgar. Just like Chips. And they found an adjective for him— 
an adjective just beginning to be used: he was pre-War. 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


And once, on a night of full moonlight, the air-ra d warning was 
given while Chips was taking his lower fourth in ^atin. The guns 
began almost instantly, and, as there was plenty of shrapnel falling 
about outside, it seemed to Chips that they might ast as well stay 
where they were, on the ground floor of School Hou >e. It was pretty 
solidly built and made as good a dugout as Brookfield could offer; 
and as for a direct hit, well, they could not expect to survive that, 
wherever they were. 

So he went on with his Latin, speaking a little louder amid the 
reverberating crashes of the guns and the shrill whine of anti-aircraft 
shells. Some of the boys were nervous; few were able to be attentive. 
Fie said, gently: "It may possibly seem to you, Robertson—at tliis par¬ 
ticular moment in the worlds history—umph—that the affairs of 
Caesar in Gaul some two thousand years ago—are—umph—of some¬ 
what secondary importance—and that—umph—the irregular conju¬ 
gation of the verb tollo is—umph—even less important still. But be¬ 
lieve me—umph—my dear Robertson—that is not really the case." 
Just then there came a particularly loud explosion—quite near. “You 
cannot—umph—judge the importance of things—umph—by the noise 
they make. Oh dear me, no,” A little chuckle. “And these things— 
umph—that have mattered—for thousands of years—are not going to 
be—snuffed out—because some stink merchant—in his laboratory—in¬ 
vents a new kind of mischief." Titters of nervous laughter; for BuflBes, 
the pale, lean, and medically unlit science master, was nicknamed 
the Stink Merchant. Another explosion—nearer still. “Let us—um—re¬ 
sume our work. If it is fate that we are soon to be—umph—inter- 
nipted, let us be found employing ourselves in something—umph— 
really appropriate. Is there anyone who will volunteer to construe?" 

• Maynard, chubby, dauntless, clever, and impudent, said: “I will, 
sir.” ^ %* , 

“Very good. Turn to page forty and begin at the bottom line." 

The explosions still continued deafeningly; the whole building 
shook as if It were being lifted off its foundations. Maynard found 
the page, which was «ome way ahead, and began, shrilly:— 
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Germs hoc erat ptignae—this was the kind of fight—c/uo se Ger 
mani exercuerant—in which the Germans busied themselves. OW sir, 
that *s good—that's really very funny indeed, sir—one of yo^r very 
best—'' 

Laughing began, and Chips added: “Well—umph—you can see 
—now—that these dead languages—iimph—can come to life again 
—sometimes—eh? Eh?” 

Afterward they learned that five bombs had fallen in and around 
Brookfield, the nearest of them just outside the School grounds. Nine 
persons had been killed. 

The story was told, retold, embellished. ""The dear old boy never 
turned a hair. Even found some old tag to illustrate what was going 
on. Something in Caesar about the way the Germans fought. You 
would n't think there were things like that in Caesar, would you? 
And the way Chips laughed . . . you know the way he does laugh 
. . . the tears all running down his face . . . never seen him laugh 
so much. ...” 

He was a legend. 

With his old and tattered gown, his walk that was just beginning 
to break into a stumble, his mild eyes peering over the steel-rimmed 
spectacles, and his quaintly humorous sayings, Brookfield would not 
have had an atom of him different. 

November ii, 1918. 

News came through in the morning; a whole holiday was decreed 
for the School, and the kitchen staff were implored to provide as 
cheerful a spread as war-time rationing permitted. There was much 
cheering and singing, and a bread fight across the Dining Hall. When 
Chips entered in the midst of the uproar there was an instant hush, 
and then wave upon wave of cheering; everyone gazed on him with 
eager, shining eyes, as on a symbol of victory. He walked to the 
dais, seeming as if he wished to speak; they made silence for him, 
but he shook his head after a moment, smiled, and walked away 
again. 

It had been a damp, foggy day, and the walk across the quadran¬ 
gle to the Dining Hall had given him a chill. The next day he was in 
bed with bronchitis, and stayed there till after Christmas. But al¬ 
ready, on that night of November 11, after his visit to the Dining 
Hall, he had sent in his resignation to the Board o£ GovA^ors. 

When school reassembled after the holidays he was back at Mrs. 
Wickett's. At his own request there were no more farewells or pres¬ 
entations, nothing but a handshake with his successor and Ae word 
‘‘acting” crossed out on oflBcial stationery, Th^"duration” was over. 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


And now, fifteen years after that, he could look ack upon it all 
with a deep and sumptuous tranquillity. He was n t ill, of course— 
only a little tired at fimes, and bad with his breaching during the 
winter months. He would not go abroad~he had ( ace tried it, but 
had chanced to strike the Riviera during one of it> carefully unad¬ 
vertised cold spells. “I prefer—um—to get my chil s—iimph—in my 
own country,” be used to say, after that. He had to take care of 
himself when tliere were east wands, but autumn and winter were 
not really so bad; there were warm fires, and books, and you could 
look forward to the summer. It was the summer that he liked best, 
of course; apart from the w^eather, which suited him, there were the 
continual visits of old boys. Every week-end some of them motored 
up to Brookfield and called at his house. Sometimc's they tired him, 
if too naany came at once; but he did not really mind; he could 
always rest and sleep afterward. And he enjoyed their visits—more 
than anything else in the world that was still to be enjoyed. ‘‘Well, 
Gregson—umph—I remember you—umph—always late for everything 
—eh—eh? Perhaps you 11 be late in growing old—umph—like me— 
umph—eh?” And later, when he was alone again and Mrs. Wickett 
came in to clear away the tea things: “Mrs. Wickett, young Gregson 
called—umph—you remember him, do you? Tall boy wdth spectacles. 
Always late. Umph. Got a job wdth the—umph—League of Nations 
—where—I suppose—his—um—dilatoriness—won’t be noticeable— 
eh?” 

And sometimes, when the bell rang for call-over, he would go to 
the window and look across the road and over the School fence and 
see, in the distance, the thin line of boys filing past the bench. New 
times, new names . . . but the old ones still remained . . . Jefferson, 
Jennings, Jolyon, Jupp, Kingsley Primus, Kingsley Secundus, Kingsley 
lertius, I6»*^gst6n . . . where are you all, where have you all gone 
to? . . . Mrs. Wi^cett, bring me a cup of tea just before prep, will 
you, please? 

The post-War decade swept through wdth a clatter of change and 
maladjustments; Chips, as he lived through it, was profoundly dis- 
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appointed when he looked abroad. The Ruhr, Chanak, Corfu; there 
was enough to be uneasy about in the world. But near him, at Brook¬ 
field, and even, in a wider sense, in England, there was som^jming 
that charmed his heart because it was old—and had survived^ More 
and more he saw the rest of the world as a vast disarrangement for 
which England had sacrificed enough—and perhaps too much. But 
he was satisfied with Brookfield. It was rooted in things that had 
stood the test of time and change and war. Curious, in this deeper 
sense, how little it had changed. Boys were a politer race; bullying 
was nonexistent; there was more swearing and cheating. There was 
a more genuine friendliness between master and boy—less pompos¬ 
ity on the one side, less unctuousness on the other. One of the new 
masters, fresh from Oxford, even let the Sixth call him by his Christian 
name. Chips did n’t hold with that; indeed, he was just a little bit 
shocked. “He might as well—umph—sign his terminal reports—umph 
— yours affectionately’—eh—eh?"’ he told somebody. 

During the General Strike of 1926, Brookfield boys loaded motor 
vans with foodstuffs. When it was all over, Chips felt stirred emo¬ 
tionally as he had not been since the War. Sometliing had happened, 
something whose ultimate significance had yet to be reckoned. But 
one thing was clear: England had burned her fire in her owp grate 
again. And when, at a Speech Day function that year, an American 
visitor laid stress on the vast sums that the strike had cost tfie coun¬ 
try, Chips answered: “Yes, but—umph—advertisement—always is 
costly.” 

“Advertisement?” 

“Well, was n’t it—umph—advertisement—and very fine advertise¬ 
ment—too? A whole week of it—umph—and not a life lost—not. a shot 
firedi Your country would have—umph—spilt more blood in—umph— 
raiding a single liquor saloon!” 

Laughter . . . laughter . , . wherever he went and whatever he 
said, there was laughter. He had earned the reputation of being a 
great jester, and jests were expected of him. Whenever he rose to 
speak at a meeting, or even when he talked across a table, people 
prepared their minds and faces for the joke. They listened in a mood 
to be amused and it was easy to satisfy them. They laughed some¬ 
times before he came to the point “Old Chips was in fine form,” they 
would say, afterward. “Marvelous the way he can ulwavs see th*e 
funny side of things. ...” ’ 

After 1929, Chips did not leave Brookfield—even for Old Boys* 
dinners in London. He was afraid of chills, and late nights began 
to tire him too much. He came across to the School, however, on 
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fine days; and he still kept up a wide and continual hospitality in 
his room. His faculties were all unimpaired, and he had no personal 
worses of any kind. His income was more than he j ceded to spend, 
and his small capital, invested in gilt-edged stocks, did not suflEer 
when the slump set in. He gave a lot of money iway—to people 
who called on him with a hard-luck story, to varic is School funds, 
and also to the Brookfield mission. In 1930 he madi his will. Except 
for legacies to the mission and to Mrs. Wickett, he eft all he had to 
found an open scholarship to the school. 

1931* • • • 1932. . . . 

“What do you think of Hoover, sir?” 

“Do you tliink we shall ever go back to gold?” 

“How d you feel about things in general, sir? See any break in the 
clouds?” 

“When’s the tide going to turn. Chips, old boy? \( u ought to know, 
with all your experience of things.” 

They all asked him questions, as if he were some kind of prophet 
and encyclopaedia combined-more even than that, for they liked 
their answer dished up as a joke. He would say: — 

“Well, Henderson, when I was—umph—a much younger man—there 
used to be someone who—um—promised people ninepence for four- 
pence. J don’t know that anybody—urnph—ever got it, but—umph— 
our present rulers seem—um—to have solved the problem how to give 
—umph—fourpence for ninepence.” 

Laughter. 

Sometimes, when he was strolling about the School, small boys 
of the cheekier kind would ask him questions, merely for the fun of 
getting Chips’s “latest” to retail. 

“Please, sir, what about the Five-Year Plan?” 

“Sir, do you think Germany wants to fight another war?” 

“Have you been to the new cinema, sir? I went with my people 
the other day. Quite a grand affair for a small place like Brookfield. 
They’ve got a Wurlitzer.” 

“And what—umph—on eartli-is a Wurlitzer?” 

“It’s an organ, sir—a cinema organ.” 

“Dear me. . . . I’ve seen the name on the hoardings, but I always 
—umph—imagined—it must be some kind of—umph—sausage.” 

Laugh*e^. . ' . Oh, there’s a new Chips joke, you fellows, a per¬ 
fectly lovely one.^ was gassing to the old boy about the new cinema, 
and . . . 
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He sat in his front parlor at Mrs. Wickctt's on a November afternoon 
in thirty-three. It was cold and foggy, and he dared not go out. He 
had not felt too well since Armistice Day; he fancied he might have 
caught a slight chill during the Chapel service. Merivale had been 
that morning for his usual fortnightly chat. “Everything all right? 
Feeling hearty? That's the style—keep indoors this weather—there's 
a lot of flu about. Wish I could have your life for a day or two.’" 

His life - . . and what a life it had been! The whole pageant of it 
swung before him as he sat by the fire that afternoon. The things 
he had done and seen: Cambridge in the sixties; Great Gable on an 
August morning; Brookfield at all times and seasons throughout the 
years. And, for that matter, the things he had not done, and would 
never do now that he had left them too late—he had never traveled 
by air, for instance, and he had never been to a talkie-show. So 
that he was both more and less experienced than the youngest new 
boy at the School might well be; and that, that paradox of age 
and youth, was what the world called progress. 

Mrs. Wickett had gone out, visiting relatives in a neighboring vil¬ 
lage; she had left the tea things ready on the table, with bread and 
butter and extra cups laid out in case anybody called. On such a 
day, however, visitors were not very hkely; vnth the fog thickening 
hourly outside, he would probably be alone. 

But no. About a quarter to four a ring came, and Chips, answering 
the front door himself (which he ought n’t to have done), encoun¬ 
tered a rather small boy wearing a Brookfield cap and an expression 
of anxious timidity. “Please, sir,” he began, “does Mr. Chips live here?” 

“Umph—you'd better come inside,” Chips answered. And in his 
room a moment later he added: “I am—umph—the person you want. 
Now what can I—umph—do for you?” 

“I was told you wanted me, sir.” " 

Chips smiled. An old joke—an old leg-pull, and*he, or all people, 
having made so many old jokes in his time, ought not to complain. 
And it amused him to cap their joke, as it were, with one of his 
own; to let them see that he could keep his end up, even yet. So 



199 


GOOD-BYE, MR. CHIPS 

he said, with eyes twinkling: “Quite right, my bo\. I wanted you 
to take tea with me. Will you—umph—sit down by the fire? Umph— 
I doVt think I have seen your face before. How is tl at?” 

“I Ve only just come out of the sanatorium, sir— < Ve been there 
since the beginning of term with measles.” 

“Ah, that accounts for it.” 

Chips began his usual ritualistic blending of tea f' om the different 
caddies; luckily there was half a walnut cake with ank icing in the 
cupboard. He found out that the boy’s name was Linford, that he 
lived in Shropshire, and that he was the first of his amily at Brook¬ 
field. 

“You know—umph—Linford—you ’ll like Brookfie 1 —when you get 
used to it. It’s not half such an awful place—as you imagine. You re 
a bit afraid of it—um, yes—eh? So was I, my dear ooy—at first. But 
that was—um—a long time ago. Sixty-three years ago—umph—to be 
precise. When I—um—first went into Big Hall and—um—I saw all 
those boys—I tell you—I was quite scared. Indeed—umph—I don’t 
think I Ve ever been so sccued in my life. Not even when—umph—the 
Germans bombed us—during the War. But—umph—it did n t last long 
—the scared feeling, I mean. I soon made myself—um—at home.” 

“Were there a lot of other new boys that term, sir?” asked Linford 
shyly. 

“Eh? But—God bless my soul—I was nt a boy at all—I was a man— 
a young man of twenty-two! And the next time you see a young 
man—a new master—taking his first prep in Big Hall—umph—just 
think—what it feels hke!” 

“But if you were twenty-two then, sir—’’ 

“Yes? Eh?” 

“You must be—very old—now, sir.” 

Chips laughed quietly and steadily to himself. It was a good joke. 

“Well—umph—I’m certainly—umph—no chicken.” 

He laughed quietly to himself for a long time. 

Then he talked of other matters, of Shropshire, of schools and 
school life in general, of the news in that day’s papers. “You re grow¬ 
ing up into—umph—a very cross sort of world, Linford. Maybe it will 
have got over some of its—umph—crossness—by the time you ’re 
ready fox^it. Let's hope so—umph—at any rate. . . . Well . . .” And 
with a glance at* the clock he delivered himself of his old familiar 
formula. “I m—umph—sorry—you can’t stay . . .” 

At the front door he shook hands. 

“Good-bye, my boy.” 
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And the answer came, in a shrill treble: “Good-bye, Mr, 
Chips. . . 

Chips sat by the fire again, with those words echoing alon^ the 
corridors of his mind. “Good-bye, Mr. Chips. . . .'' An old lefg-pull, 
to make new boys think that his name was really Chips; the joke 
wasalmosttraditional. He did not mind. “Good-bye, Mr. Chips. . . 
He remembered that on the eve of his wedding day Kathie had used 
that same phrase, mocking him gently for the seriousness he had had 
in those days. He thought: Nobody would call me serious to-day, 
that’s very certain. . . . 

Suddenly the tears began to roll down his * cheeks—an old man’s 
failing; silly, perhaps, but he could n t help it. He felt very tired; 
talking to Linford like that had quite exhausted him. But he was 
glad he had met Linford. Nice boy. Would do well. 

Over the fog-laden air came the bell for call-over, tremulous and 
muffled. Chips looked at the window, graying into twilight; it was 
time to light up. But as soon as he began to move he felt that he 
could n*t; he was tbo tired; and, anyhow, it did n t mattQr. He leaned 
back in his chair. No chicken—eh, well—that was true enough. And 
it had been amusing about Linford. A neat score off the jokers who 
had sent the boy over. Good-bye, Mr. Cliips . . . odd, though, that 
he should have said it just like that. . . . 
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When he awoke, for he seemed to have been asleej he found him¬ 
self in bed; and Merivale was there, stooping over ] im and smiling. 
“Well, you old ruffian—feeling all right? That was fine shock you 
gave us!” 

Chips murmured, after a pause, and in a voice tl it surprised him 
by its weakness: “Why—urn—what—what has happt led?” 

“Merely that you threw a faint. Mrs. Wickett ca le in and found 
you—lucky she did. You re all right now. Take it < asy. Sleep again 
if you feel inclined.” 

He was glad someone had suggested such a good idea. He felt 
so weak that he was n’t even puzzled by the details of the business- 
how they had got him upstairs, what Mrs. Wickett had said, and so 
on. But then, suddenly, at the other side of the bed, he saw Mrs. 
Wickett. She was smiling. He thought: God bless my soul, what s 
she doing up here? And then, in the shadows belund Merivale/ he 
saw Cartwright, the new Head (he thought of him as “new,” even 
though he had been at Brookfield since 1919), and old Buffles, com¬ 
monly called “Roddy.” Funny, the way they were all here. He felt: 
Anyhow, I can’t be bothered to wonder why about anything. I m 
going to go to sleep. 

But it was n’t sleep, and it was n’t quite wakefulness, either; it was 
a sort of in-between state, full of dreams and faces and voices. Old 
scenes and old scraps of tunes: a Mozart trio that Kathie had once 
played in—cheers and laughter and the sound of guns—and, over it 
all, Brookfield bells, Brookfield bells. “So you see, if Miss Plebs 
wanted Mr. Patrician to marry her . . . yes, you can, you liar. . . 
Joke . . . Meat to be abhorred. . . . Joke . . . That you. Max? Yes, 
come in. What s the news from the Fatherland? . . . O mihi 
praeteritos . . . Ralston said I was slack and inefficient—but they 
could n’t manage without me. . . . Obile heres ago fortibus es in 
aro . . , Can you translate that, any of you? ... It’s a joke. . . . 

Once he heaird them talking about him in the room. 

Cartwright wds whispering to Merivale. “Poor pid chap—must 
have lived a lonely sort of life, all by himself.” 

Merivale answered: “Not always by himself. He married, you 
know.” 



202 


GOOD-BYE, MR. CHIPS 


“Oh, did he? I never knew about that.” 

“She died. It must have been—oh, quite thirty years ago. More, 
possibly.” ^ 

“Pity. Pity he never had any children.” 

And at that, Chips opened his eyes as wide as he could and sought 
to attract their attention. It was hard for him to speak out loud, but 
he managed to murmur something, and they all looked round and 
came nearer to him. 

He struggled, slowly, with his words. “What—was that—um—you 
were saying—about me—just now?” 

Old Buffles smiled and said: “Nothing at all, old chap—nothing at 
all—we were just wondering when you were going to wake out of 
your beauty sleep.” 

“But—umph—I heard you—you were talking about me—” 

“Absolutely nothing of any consequence, my dear fellow—really, 
I give you my word. . . .” 

“I thought I heard you—one of you—saying it was a pity—umph 
—a pity I never had—any children . . . eh? . . . But I have, you 
know ... I have ...” 

"Hie others smiled without answering, and after a pause Chips be¬ 
gan a faint and palpitating chuckle. 

“Yes—umph—I have,” he added, with quavering merriment. “Thou¬ 
sands of em . . . thousands of 'em . . . and all boys.” 

And then the chorus sang in his ears in final harmony, more grandly 
and sweetly than he had ever heard it before, and more comfortingly 
too. . . . Pettifer, Pollett, Porson, Potts, Pullman, Purvis, Pym-Wil- 
son, Radlett, Rapson, Reade, Reaper, Reddy Primus . . . come 
round me now, all of you, for a last word and a joke. . . . Harper, 
Haslett, Hatfield, Hatherley . . . my last joke . . . did you hear it? 
. . . Did it make you laugh? . . . Bone, Boston, Bovey, Bradford, 
Bradley, Bramhall-Anderson . . . wherever you are, whatever has 
happened, give me this moment with you . . . this last moment . . . 
my boys . . . 

And soon Chips was asleep. 

He seemed so peaceful that they did not disturb him to say good¬ 
night; but in the morning, as the School bell sounded for breakfast, 
Brookfield had the news. “Brookfield will never forget hi» lovable¬ 
ness,” said Cartwright, in a speech to the School. Which was absurd, 
because all things are forgotten in the end. But Linford, at any rate, 
will remember and tell the tale: “I said good-bye to Chips the night 
before he died. . . .” 
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“According to a British Official Report, bombs fell at Random.” 

—CERMAN OFFICIAL REPORT 



PART ONE 


On the morning of the eleventh of November, i 37, precisely at 
eleven o'clock, some well-meaning busybody con ilted his watch 
and loudly announced the hour, with the result ’hat all of us in 
the dining car felt constrained to put aside drinks and newspapers 
and spend the two minutes' silence in rather embjtrrassed stares at 
one another or out of the window. Not that anye le had intended 
disrespect—merely that in a fast-moving train we knew no rules for 
correct behavior and would therefore rather not have behaved at 
all. Anyhow, it was during tliose tense uneasy seconds that I first 
took notice of the man opposite. Dark-haired, slim, «ind austerely 
good-looking, he was perhaps in his early or middle forties; he wore 
an air of prosperous distinction that fitted well with his neat but 
quiet standardized clothes. I could not guess whether he had orig¬ 
inally moved in from a third- or a first-class compartment. Half a 
million Englishmen are like that. Their inconspicuous correctness 
makes almost a display of concealment. 

As he looked out of the window I saw something happen to his 
eyes—a change from a glance to a gaze and then from a gaze to a 
glare, a sudden sharpening of focus, as when a person thinks he rec¬ 
ognizes someone fleetingly in a crowd. Meanwhile a lurch of the train 
spilt coffee on the table between us, providing an excuse for apologies 
as soon as the two minutes were over; 1 got in with mine first, but 
by the time he turned to reply the focus was lost, liis look of rec¬ 
ognition unsure. Only the embarrassment remained, and to ease it 
I made some comment on the moorland sceneiy, which was indeed 
somberly beautiful that morning, for overnight snow lay on the sum¬ 
mits, and there was one of them, twin-domed, that seemed to keep 
pace with the train, moving over the intervening valley like a ghostly 
dromedary. '"That's Mickle," I said, pointing to it. 

Surprisingly"he answered: “Do you know if there’s a lake—quite 
a small lake—betWeen the peaks?" 

Two men at the table across the aisle then intervened with the 
instant gamilousness of those who overhear a question put to some¬ 
one else. They were also, I think, moved by a common desire to 
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talk down an emotional crisis, for the entire dining car seemed sud¬ 
denly full of chatter. One said there was such a lake, if you called 
it a lake, but it was really more of a swamp; and the other said 
there wasn’t any kind of lake at all, though after heavy rain it might 
be ‘‘a bit soggy” up there, and then the first man agreed that maybe 
that was so, and presently it turned out that though they were both 
Derbyshire men, neither had actually climbed Mickle since boyhood. 

We listened politely to all this and thanked them, glad to let the 
matter drop. Nothing more was said till they left tlie train at Leices¬ 
ter; then I leaned across the table and said: “It doesn’t pay to argue 
with local inhabitants, otherwise I’d have answered your question 
myself—because I was on top of Mickle yesterday.” 

A gleam reappeared in his eyes. “You were?” 

“Yes, I’m one of those eccentric pcoph' who climb mountains for 
fun all the year round.” 

“So you saw the lake?” 

“There wasn’t a lake or a swamp or a sign of either.” 

“Ah. . . And the gleam faded. 

“You sound disappointed?” 

“Well no—hardly that. Maybe I was thinking of somewhere else. 
Tm afraid I’ve a bad memory.” 

“For mountains?” 

“For names too. Mickle, did you say it was?” He spoke the word 
as if he were trying the sound of it. 

“That’s the local name. It isn’t important enough to be on maps.” 

He nodded and then, rather deliberately, held up a newspaper 
throughout a couple of English counties. The sight of soldiers march¬ 
ing along a Bedfordsliire lane gave us our next exchange of remarks— 
something about Hitler, the European situation, chances of war, and 
so on. It led to my asking if he had served in the last war. 

“Yes.” 

“Then there must be things you wish you had forgotten?” 

“But I have—even them—to some extent.” He added as if to deflect 
the subject from himself: “I imagine you were too young?” 

“Too young for the last, but not for the next, the way things are 
going.” 

“Nobody will be either too young or too old for the next.” 

Meanwhile men’s voices were uprising further along the car in talk 
of Ypres and Gallipoli; I called his attention and •commented that 
thousands of other Englishmen were doubtless at that moment rem¬ 
iniscing about their war experiences. “If you’ve already forgotten 
yours, you’re probably lucky.” 
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‘T didn't say Fd forgotten everything"* 

He then told me a story which I shall summarize as follows: 
During the desperate months of trench warfare in Fi ance an English 
staff oflBcer reasoned that if some spy whom the Gern ans had learned 
to trust were to give them false details about a big attack, it might 
have a better chance of success. The first step was to establish the 
good faith of such a spy, and this seemed only pos.** ble by allowing 
him, over a considerable period, to supply true information. Accord¬ 
ingly, during several weeks before the planned offensive, small 
raiding parties crawled across no man's land at nig t while German 
machine gunners, having been duly tipped oft as U time and place, 
slaughtered them with much precision. One of thest doomed detach¬ 
ments was in charge of a youth who, after enlisting at the beginning 
of the war, had just begun his first spell in the front ine. Quixotically 
eager to lead his men to storybook victory, he soc a found that his 
less-inspiring task was to accompany a few woundc d and dying sur¬ 
vivors into a shell hole so close to the enemy trenc hes that he could 
pick up snatches of German conversation. Knowing the language 
fairly well, he connected something he heard with something he had 
previously overheard in his commanding officers diigout; so that 
presently he was able to deduce the whole intrigue of plot and coun¬ 
terplot. It came to him as an additional shock as he lay there, half 
drowned in mud, delirious with the pain of a smashed leg, and sick 
with watching the far greater miseries of his companions. Before 
dawn a shell screamed over and burst a few yards away, killing the 
others and wounding him in the head so that he saw, heard, and 
could think no more. 

“What happened to him afterwards?” 

“Oh, he recovered pretty well—except for partial loss of memory. 
. . . He's still alive. Of course, when you come to think about it 
logically, the whole thing was as justifiable as any other piece of 
wartime strategy. The primary aim is to frustrate the enemy's knav¬ 
ish tricks. Anything that does so is the thing to do, even if it seems 
a bit knavish itself.” 

“You say that defensively, as if you had to keep on convincing 
yourself about it.” 

“I wonder if you're right.” 

“I wonder if'you're the survivor who's still alive.” 

He hesitated a moment, then answered with an oblique smile: “I 
don't suppose you'd believe me even if I said no.” I let it go at that, 
and after a pause he went on: ‘‘It's curious to reflect that one's death 
was planned by both sides—it gives an extra flavor to the life one 
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managed to sneak away with, as well as a certain irony to the mood 
in which one wears a decoration/’ 

**80 I should imagine/’ 

I waited for him to make some further comment but he broke a 
long silence only to summon the waiter and order a whiskey and 
soda. ‘‘You’ll have one with me?” 

“No thanks.” 

‘Tou don’t drink?” 

“Not very often in the morning.” 

“Neither do I, as a rule. Matter of fact, I don’t drink much at all.” 

I felt that these trivial exchanges were to ‘cover an inner stress 
of mind he was trying to master. “Coming back to what you were 
saying,” I coaxed, eventually, but he interrupted: “No, let’s not come 
back to it—no use raking over these things. Besides, everybody’s so 
bored with the last war and so scared of tlie next tliat it’s almost 
become a social gaffe to bring up the matter at all.” 

“Except on one day of the year—which happens to be today. Then 
the taboos are lifted.” 

“Thanks to the rather theatrical device of the two minutes’ si¬ 
lence?” 

“Yes, and ‘thanks’ is right. Surely we English need some release 
froiti the tyranny of the stiff upper lip.” 

He smiled into his drink as the waiter set it before him. “So you 
think it does no hann—once a year?” 

“On the contrary, I think it makes a very healthy purge of our 
normal—which is to say, our abnormal—national inhibitions.” 

Another smile. “Maybe—if you like psychoanalysts’ jargon.” 

“Evidently you don’t,” 

“Sorry. If you’re one of tlicm, 1 apologize.” 

“No, I’m just interested in the subject, that’s all.” 

“Ever studied it—seriously?” 

1 said I had, which was true, for I had written several papers 
on it for the Philosophical Society. He nodded, then read again for 
a few score miles. The train was traveling fast, and when next he 
looked up it was as if he realized that anything he still had to say 
must be hurried; we were already streaking past tlie long rows of 
suburban back gardens. He suddenly resumed, with a touch of his 
earlier eagerness: “All right then—listen to this—and don’t laugh . . . 
it may be up your street. . . . Sometimes I have a feeling of being— 
if it isn’t too absurd to say such a thing—of being hatf somebody else. 
Some casual little thing—a tune or a scent or a name in a newspaper 
or a look of something or somebody will remind me, just for a second 
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—and yet I haven't time to get any grip of what it does remind me 
of—it's a sort of wisp of memory that can’t be trapped before it fades 
away. ... For instance, when I saw that mounta n this morning 
I felt I’d been tliere—I almost knew I’d been there. . . I could see 
that lake between the summits—why. I’d bathed ii it—there was a 
slab of rock jutting out like a diving board—and the day I was there 
I fell asleep in the shade and woke up in the sun . . but I suppose 

I’ve got to believe the whole thing never happen d, just because 
you say there isn’t a lake there at all. . . . Docs a this strike you 
as the most utter nonsense?” 

“By no means. It’s m)t an uncommon experience.’ 

“Oh, it isn’t?” He looked slightly dismayed, perhap robbed of some 
comfort in finding himself not unique. 

“Dunne says it’s due to a half-remembered dream. You should read 
his book An Experiment tviih Time, He says—this, < f course, is con¬ 
densing his theory veiy crudely—that dreams do fo>etell the future, 
only by tlie time they come true, we’ve forgotten them—all except 
your elusive wisp of memory.” 

“So I once dreamed about that mountain?” 

“Perhaps. It’s an interesting theory even if it can t be proved. Any¬ 
how, the feeling you have is quite a normal one.” 

“1 don’t feel that it is altogether normal, the way I have it.” 

“You mean it’s beginning to worry you?” 

“Perhaps sometimes—in a way—yes.” He added with a nervous 
smile: “But that’s no reason why I should worry you. I can only plead 
this one-day-a-year excuse—the purging of the inhibitions, didn’t you 
call it? Let’s talk about something else—cricket—the Test Match. . . . 
Wonder what will happen to England . . . ?” 

“Somehow today that doesn’t sound like cricket talk.” 

“I know. After the silence there are overtones . . . but all I really 
wanted to prove was that I’m not a complete lunatic.” 

“Most people have a spot of lunacy in them somewhere. It’s ex¬ 
cusable.” 

“Provided they don’t Inflict it on strangers.” 

“Why not, if you feel you want to?’’ 

“I don’t want to—not consciously.” 

“Unconsciously then. Which makes it worst of aHillbt that in your 
case it sounds Very serious.” 

“You don’t thihk so? You don’t think these—er—peculiarities of 
memory—are—er—anything to worry about?” 

“Since you ask me, may I be perfectly frank?” 

“Of course.” 
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‘1 don’t know what your work is, but isn’t it possible you’ve been 
overdoing things lately—not enough rest—relaxation?” 

“I don’t need a psychoanalyst to tell me that. My doctor does— 
every time I see him.” 

‘‘Then why not take his advice?” 

‘Thw is why.” He pulled a small notebook from his vest pocket. 
“I happen to be in what is vaguely called public life—which means 
I’m on a sort of treadmill I can’t get off until it stops—and it won’t 
stop.” He turned over the pages. “Just to show you—a sample day of 
my existence. . . . Here, you can read it—it’s typed.” He added, as 
I took the book: “My secretary—very neat. She wouldn’t let me forget 
anything.” 

“But she can't spell ‘archaeological.’ ” 

“Why does she have to?” He snatched the book back for scrutiny 
and I had the feeling he was glad of the excuse to do so and keep 
it. “Calderbury Archaeological and Historical Society? . . . Oh, 
tliey’re my constijhients—I have to show them round the House- 
guidebook stuff—an awful bore . . . that’s this afternoon. This eve¬ 
ning I have an Embassy reception; then tomorrow there’s a board 
meeting, a lunch party, and in the evening I’m guest speaker at a 
dinner in Cambridge.” 

“Doesn’t look as if tliere’s anything you could cut excej^t possibly 
tomorrow’s lunch.” 

“I expect I’ll do that, iinyway—even though it’s at my own house. 
There’ll be a crowd of novelists and actors and titled people who’d 
think me surly because I wouldn’t talk to them half as freely as I’m 
talking to you now.” 

I could believe it. So far he had made no move towards an ex¬ 
change of nmnes between us, and I guessed that on his side, the 
anonymity h^ been not only an encouragement to talk, but a temp¬ 
tation to reveal himself almost to the point of self-exhibition. And 
there had been a certain impish exhilaration in the way he had 
allowed me to glance at his engagement book for just those few sec¬ 
onds, as if teasing me with clues to an identity he had neither wish 
nor intention to disclose. Men in whom reticence is a part of good 
form have ways of occasional escape, and I should have 

been the last tPKhbarrass an interesting fellow traveler had he not 
added, as the train began braking into St. Pancras: ‘^Well,rit’s been 
a pleasant chat. Some day—who knows?—we might run into each 
other again.” 

^Spoken as if he sincerely half meant it, the remark "merely em¬ 
phasized the other half sense in which he did not mean it at all; 
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and this, because I already liked him, irked me to t‘ie reply: “If its 
the Swithin’s Dinner tomorrow night we may as we I introduce our¬ 
selves now as then, because Til be there too. My i ame/s Harrison. 
Tm on the Reception Committee.” 

“Oh, really?” 

“And 1 don’t know what your plans are, but after the show I’d be 
deliglited if you’d come up to my rooms and have sc ne coffee.” 

“Thanks,” J;ie muttered with sudden gluinness, ^ athering up his 
newspapers and brief case. Then I suppose he real ced it would be 
pointless, as well as discourteous, to refuse the nam which I should 
inevitably discover so soon. He saved it for a last msmiling after¬ 
thought as he jumped to the platform. “My nan ^’s Rainier . . . 
Charles Rainier.” 


0 « o 

Rainier nodded rather coldly when 1 met him again the following 
day. In his evening clothes and with an impressive array of decora¬ 
tions he looked what he was—a guest of honor about to perform liis 
duties with the touch of apathy that so effectively disguises the 
British technic^ue of authority. Not necessiirily an aristocratic tech¬ 
nique. I had already looked him up in reference books and found 
that he was the son of a longish line of manufacturers—no blue blood, 
no title (I wondered how he had evaded that), a public school of 
the second rank, Parliamentary membership for a safe Conservative 
county. I had also mentioned his name to a few people I knew; the 
general impression was that he was rich and influential, and that 
1 was lucky to have made such a chance encounter. He did not, how¬ 
ever, belong to the small group of well-known personalities recogniz¬ 
able by the man-in-the-street either in the flesh or in ESOw cartoons. 
On the contrary he seemed neither to seek nor to attract the popular 
sort of publicity, nor yet to repel it so markedly as to get in reverse; 
it was as if he deliberately aimed at being nondescript. A journab'st 
told me he would be diflScult to build up as a newspaper hero be¬ 
cause his personality was “centripetal” instead of “centrifugal”; I was 
not quite certain what tliis meant, but Whos Who yv'ds less subtle 
in confiding that his recreations were mountaineeridBjjbd music. 

. On the whole.! secured a fair amount of information without much 
real enli^tenment; I hoped for more from a second meeting and 
traveled to Cambridge in a mood of considerable anticipation. It was 
the custom of the secretary and conunittee of the Swithin’s Society 
to receive guests informally before dining in the College Hall; so we 
gathered first in the Combination Room, where we made introduc- 
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tions, drank sherry, and exchanged small talk. It is really hard to 
know what to say to distinguished people when you first meet them— 
that is, it is hard to think of talk small enough to be free from pre¬ 
sumption. Rainier, for instance, had lately been in the financial news 
in connection with a proposed merger of cement companies, a 
diflBcult achievement for which negotiations were still proceeding; 
but it was impossible to say '‘How is your merger getting on?” as 
one might say “How are your chrysanthemums?” to a man whom 
you knew to be an enthusiastic gardener. Presently, to my relief, 
some other guests arrived whom 1 had to attend to, and it was per¬ 
haps a quarter of an hour before I saw him edging to me through 
the crowd. “Sorry,” he began, “but iVe got to let you down—awful 
toothache—where’s the nearest dentist?” 1 hustled him out as incon¬ 
spicuously as possible and at the door of the taxi received his promise 
to return to the dinner if he felt equal to it. Then I went back and 
explained to the company what had happened. Somehow it did not 
sound very convincing, and none of us really expected to see him 
again. But we did. An hour later he took the vacant place we had 
left at the High Table and was just in time th reply to the toast with 
one of the best after-dinner speeches I had ever heard. Maybe the 
escape from physical pain plus the Cambridge atmosphere, with its 
mingling of time-honored formality and youthful high spirits, suited 
a mood in which he began with badinage about toothache and ended 
with a few graceful compliments to the College and University. 
Among other things I remember him recalling that during his under¬ 
graduate days he had had an ambition to live at Cambridge all his 
life, as a don of some sort (laughter), but exactly what sort he hadn’t 
stayed long enough to decide (laughter), because fate had called 
him instead to be some sort of businessman politician, but even what 
sort of tiuit he hadn’t yet entirely made up his mind (more laughter). 

. . . “So because of this fundamental indecision, I still hope that some 
day I shall throw off the cares of too many enterprises and seek the 
tranquillity of a room overlooking a quadrangle and an oak that can 
be sported against the world.” (Prolonged laughter in which the 
speaker joined.) After he had finished, we all cheered uproariously 
and then, relaxi^, drank and argued and made a night of it in the 
best Swdthin’s tradition; when eventually the affair broke up, it was 
Rainier himself who asked if my invitation to coffee still held good. 

“Why, of course—only I thought maybe after the dentist you’d 
feel--” 

“My dear boy, don’t ever try to imagine what my Sellings are.” 

But he smiled in saying it, and I gathered he had Hot so 
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much me as himself for having taken part in our train conversation. 
A few friends adjourned to my rooms near by, where we sat around 
and continued discussions informally. Again he chiTmed us by liis 
talk, but even more by his easy manners and wilL igness to laugh 
and listen; long after most of the good-nights he st 1 lingered chat¬ 
ting, listening, arrd smoking cigarette after cigarett . I didn't know 
then that he slept badly and liked to stay up late, that he enjoyed 
young company and jokes and midnight argument that he had no 
snobbisms, and that public speaking left him eith* r very dull and 
listless or very excitable and talkative, according to t le audience. To¬ 
wards three in the morning, when we found ourseh :s sole survivors, 
1 suggested more coflFee, and at that he sank into i-1 armchair with 
a sigh of content and put his feet against the maicelpiece as if the 
place belonged to him—which, in a sense, it did, as to any Swithin s 
man since the reign of Elizabeth the Foundress. '‘1 ve been in these 
rooms before—often. Fellow with the disarming name of Pal had 
them in my time—native of Asia or Africa not of Emopean parent¬ 
age,' as the University regulations so tactfully s])ecify. High-caste 
Hindoo. Mathematician—genius in his own line-wonder what he's 
doing now?—probably distilling salt out of sea water or lying down 
in front of trains or some other blind-alley behavior. Used to say he 
felt algebra emotionally—told me once he couldn’t read through tlie 
Binomial Theorem without tears coming into liis eyes—the whole con¬ 
cept, he said, was so shatteringly beautiful. . . . Wish I could have 
got into his world, somehow or other. And there are other worlds, 
too—wish sometimes I could get into any of them—out of my own.” 

“What's so wrong about your own?” 

He laughed defensively. “Now there youVe got me. . . . Maybe, 
as you hinted yesterday, just a matter of overwork. But it's true 
enough that talking to all you young fellows tonight made me feel 
terribly ancient and envious,” 

“Not envious, surely? Its we who arc envious of you—because 
you've made a success of life. We're a pretty disillusioned crowd 
when we stop laughing—we know there won't be decent jobs for 
more than a minority of us unless a war comes to give all of us the 
kind of job we don't want.” 

. He mused over his coffee for a moment and then continued; “Yes, 
that's true—and that's probably why I feel how different everything 
is here instead of how much the same—because my Cambridge days 
were different. The war was just over then, and our side had won, 
and we all of us thought that winning a great war ought to mean 
something, either towards making our lives a sort of well-deserved 
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happy-ever-after—a long golden afternoon of declining eflEort and 
increasing reward—or else to give us chances to rebuild the world 
this way or that. It all depended whether one were tired or eager 
after the strain. Most of us were both—tired of the war and every¬ 
thing connected with it, eager to push ahead into something new. 
We soon stopped hating the Germans, and just as soon we began to 
laugh at the idea of anyone caring enough about the horrid past to 
ask us that famous question on the recruiting posters—‘What did you 
do in the Great War?’ But even the most cynical of us couldn’t see 
ahead to a time when the only logical answer to that question would 
be anotlier one—Which Great War?’ 

“There was a room over a fish shop in Petty Cury where some of 
us met once a week to talk our heads off—we called ourselves the 
Heretics, but I can’t remember anything said at those meetings half 
so well as I can remember the smell of fish coming up from the 
shop below. And J. M. Keynes was lecturing in the Art School, po¬ 
litely suggesting that Germany mightn’t be able to pay off so many 
millions in reparations, or was it billions?—in those days one just 
thought of a number and stuck as many naughts as one fancied after 
it. And there were Holland Rose on Napoleon and Pigou on Dimin¬ 
ishing Returns, and Bury still explaining the Decline and Fall of the 
Roman Empire, and one evening Pal and I—sounds sentimental, 
doesn’t it, Pal and I?—lined up in a queue that stretched halfway 
round Trinity Great Court to hear a lecture by a fellow named Ed¬ 
dington about some new German fellow named Einstein who had 
a theory about light bending in the middle—that brought the house 
down, of course—roars of laughter—just as you heard tonight only 
more so—good clean undergraduate fun at its best. And behind us 
on the wall the portrait of Catholic Mary scowled down on this mod¬ 
ern audience that scoffed at science no less than at religion. Heretics 
indeed—and laughing heretics! But my pal Pal didn’t laugh—he was 
transfixed with a sort of ecstasy about the whole thing. 

“I did a good deal of reading on the river, and also at the Orchard 
at Grantchester—you remember Rupert Brooke’s poem? Brooke 
would be fifty today, if he’d lived—think of that. . . . Still stands the 
clock at ten to three, but Rupert Brooke is late for tea—confined to 
his bed with rheumatism or something—that’s what poets get for not 
dying young. The woman at the Orchard who served the teas re¬ 
membered Brooke—she was a grand old chatterbox and once I got 
to know her she’d talk endlessly about undergraduates and professors 
past and present—many a yam, I daresay, that I’ve forgotten since 
and that nobody else remembered even then. . . . Trivial talk—just 
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as trivial as the way Ym talking to you now. Ninetoen-twenty, that 
was—Cambridge full of demobilized old-young m^ n still weai*ing 
dyed oflBcers' overcoats—British warms sent up to Fe^ th and retiumed _ 
chocolate-brown—full of men still apt to go sudden) / berserk in the 
middle of a rag and turn it into a riot, or start wh npering during 
a thunderstorm—aftereffects of shell shock, you kn* w. Plenty of us 
had had tliat—including myself/' 

“As a result of the head injury you mentioned yes nxlay?” 

“I suppose so.” 

“You had a pretty bad time?” 

“No, I was one of the lucky ones—comparatively, i lat is. But when 
you're blown up, even if you re not physically smas »cd to bits . . . ’ 
He broke off awkwardly. "Pm sorry. It isn't Arrnistic ; Day any more. 
These confessions are out of place.” 

“Not at all. Tm interested. It's so hard for my geru*: ation to imagine 
what it was like.” 

“Don't worry—you’ll learn soon enough.” 

“How long was it before you were rtiscued?” 

“Haven't the faintest idea. 1 suppose 1 was unconscious/' 

“But you must have recovered consciousness later?” 

“Presumably. I don't remember when or where or any of the de¬ 
tails. But I've some reason to believe I was taken piisoner.” 

“Reason to believe? That's a guarded way of putting it.” 

“I know—but it happens to be just about all I can say. You see, 
I literally don't remember. Prom that moment of being knocked out 
my memory's a complete blank till years later when I found myself 
lying on a park seat in Liverpool.” 

**Years later?” 

“Getting on for three years, but of course 1 didn’t know that at 
first. And it was a wet day, as luck would have it.” He smiled. “You 
don't find my story very plausible?” 

“I might if you'd tell me the whole of it—without gaps.” 

“But there are gaps—that's just tlie trouble.” 

“What were you doing in Liverpool?” 

“Once again, I haven't the faintest idea. 1 didn't even know it was 
Liverpool at first. The main thing was to know who I was—where 
and when were easy enough to find out later." 

“Do you mean you'd been going by some other name until then?” 

“Maybe. I suppose so. That's another of the things I don't know. 
It's as if . . . well, I've sometimes worked it out this way—there were 
different rooms in my mind, and as soon as the light came on in one 
it had to go out in the other.” 
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“Well, what did you do when you realized who you were?” 

“What anybody else would do. I went home. I felt in my pockets 
and found I had a small sum in cash, so I bought a new outfit of 
clothes, took a bath at a hotel, and then went to the railway station. 
It was as simple as that, because along with knowing my own name 
it had come to me without apparent effort that I lived at Stourton, 
that my father owned the Rainier Steelworks and all the other con¬ 
cerns, that we had a butler named Sheldon, and any other details 
I cared to recall. In fact I knew all about myself in a perfectly normal 
way up to the moment of that shell burst near Arras in 1917.” 

“Your father must have got a very pleasant shock.” 

“He was too ill to be allowed it, but the family got one all right. 
Of course, since I’d been reported missing in the casualty lists, they'd 
long since given me up for dead.” 

“It's a very remarkable stoiy.” 

*'Rernarkable's a well-chosen word. It doesn t give you away.” 

I thought for a moment; then I said: “But the Army authorities 
must have had some record of your coming back to England?” 

“None—not under the name of Rainier.” 

“But wasn’t there a disc or something you had to wear all the 
time on active service?” 

“There was, but if you’d ever experienced levitation by high ex¬ 
plosive you wouldn’t put much faith in a bit of metal tied round 
your neck. It’s quite possible there was nothing the Geimans could 
identify me by when they took me prisoner.” 

“What makes you think you were ever in Germany at all?” 

“Surely if I’d been dragged in by my own men they’d have known 
who I was?” 

“H’m, yes, I suppose so.” 

He went on, after a pause: “I don’t blame you at all if you don’t 
believe a word of all this. And it’s just as well you’re the first person 
I’ve confided in for years—just as well for my reputation as a sober 
citizen.” He laughed with self-protective cynicism. “It’s been a con¬ 
spiracy of events to make me talk like this—Armistice Day—our meet¬ 
ing on the train—and then something the dentist said tonight when 
I came out of his nitrous oxide.” 

“The dentist? What’s he got to do with it?” 

“He was making polite conversation while 1 spat blood. On# of 
the things he said was, ‘So you were a prisoner in Germany?’ I asked 
him what gave him that idea, and he answered, ‘Because I notice you 
have a tooth filled with a substitute metal German dentists were 
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having to use during the latter part of the war—apparently he’d come 
across other instances of it/’ 

We were silent for a moment. 1 could hear the f '"st stir of early 
morning traffic beginning along King s Parade. Rain er heard it too, 
and as at a signal rose to go. “A strange business, th< war. The Eng¬ 
lish told the Germans exactly where I was, so that the Germans could 
kill me . . . then the Germans did half kill me, patc hed me up, and 
saw that my teeth were properly cared for . . . after which the Eng¬ 
lish gave me a medal for having displayed what t \ey called ‘con¬ 
spicuous gallantry in the field/” He fingered it on li ^ lapel, adding: 
"1 wear it at .shows like this, along with the Most Voble Order of 
Something-or-Other wliich the Greeks gave me for rranging a loan 
on their currant crop in 1928.” He began putting n his overcoat, 
lieedless of my assurance that there was no hiiny . nd that I often 
sat up till dawn myself. “Please don’t bother to see me out —111 take 
a bath at my hotel and be in time for the first train/' 

On his way across the room he paused at my sheh es of books and 
asked what tripos I was taking. 

“Economics. I took the first part of the History last year.” 

“Really? I did the same when I was here. Rut where does the 
psychoanalysis come in?” 

“Oh, that’s only a side line.” 

“I see. Made any plans for when you go down?” 

“I’d like to be a journalist.” 

He nodded, shaking hands at the door. “Well, I’ve got a few con¬ 
tacts in Fleet Street. Write to me when you’re ready for a job—I 
might be able to do something for you.” 

Early the following year 1 took a Ph.D. and began looking aroimd 
for the post which, it seemed to me then, ought to drop snugly into 
the lap of any bright young man who had written a two-hundred- 
page thesis on “The Influence of Voltaire on the English Laissez-Faire 
Economists.” Cambridge had deemed this worthy of a doctorate; no¬ 
body in Fleet Street, however, held it worth a regular job. I had 
a very small private income and could therefore afford to cadge 
snippets of highbrow reviewing from some of the more illustrious 
and penufious weeklies, reckoning myself well-paid if the books 
themselves were expensive and could be sold for more cash to Mr. 
Reeves of the Strand; but the newspaper world at that time was 
full of journalists out of work through amalgamations, and the chance 
of getting on the staffs of any of the big dailies w^ Hot encouraging. 
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Of course I remembered Rainier s offer, but apart from my reluctance 
to bother him, he was abroad—in South America on some financial 
business. But by the time he returned I had been disappointed often 
enough to feel I should take him at his word. He replied instantly 
to my note, asking me to lunch the next day. 

Thus I made my first trip to Kenmore. “Near the World’s End 
pub,” Rainier used to say, and it was the fashion among certain guests 
to pretend it was at some actual world s end if not beyond it—the 
world in this super-sophisticated sense being that part of London 
within normal taxi range. I went by bus, wliich puts you down at 
the comer of the road with only a hundred yards or so to walk. I 
had no idea how notable, not to say notorious, those Kenmore liuiches 
were; indeed, since the invitation had come so promptly, I had be¬ 
guiled myself witli visions of an intimate foursome composed of host 
and hostess with perhaps a press magnate summoned especially to 
meet me. I did not know then that Mrs. Rainier gave lunches for 
ten or twelve people two or three times a week, enticing every tem¬ 
porary or permanent celebrity to meet other temporary or permanent 
celebrities at her house, and that these affairs were as frequently 
joked about as they were infrequently declined. She functioned, in 
fact, as a kind of liaison officer between Society and Bohemia, with 
a Maecenas glance at moneyless but personable young men; and 
though there is no kind of social service 1 would less willingly under¬ 
take myself, there are few that I respect more when competently 
performed by someone else. 

Searching my memory for impressions of that first arrival, I find 
1 cannot put Mrs, Rainier into the picture at all. She was there, she 
must have been; but she was so busy making introductions that she 
could not have given me more than a few words, and those com¬ 
pletely unimportant. I came a little late and found myself ushered 
into a drawing room full of initiates, all talking with great gusto, and 
all—so it seemed to me (quite baselessly, of course)—resentful of in¬ 
trusion by a stranger who had neither written a banned novel nor 
flown somewhere and back in an incredibly short time. I say this 
because one of the guests had written such a novel, and another had 
made such a flight, and it was my fate to be seated between them 
while they talked Either to their outside neighbors or across ^me to 
each otlier. There was an empty place at the head of the table, and 
presently I gathered from general conversation that Rainier often 
arrived late and sometimes not at all, so that he was never on any 
account waited for. I had already written off the whole affair as a 
rather profitless bore when the guests rose, murmured hasty good- 
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byes, and dashed out to waiting cars and taxis. (Mrs. Rainier s lunches 
were always like that-one-fifteen sharp to two-fifteeji sharp and not 
too much to drink, so that you did not kill yoiu: afte noon.) Just as 
1 was following the crowd, a touch on my arm ac oompanied the 
whisper: “Stay a moment if you aren't in a hurry.” 

Mrs. Rainier led me a few paces back along th hall after the 
others had gone. “I didn't quite catch your name—” 

“Harrison.” 

“Oh yes. . . . You’re a friend of Charles’s—it’s too oad he couldn't 
get here—he’s so busy nowadays.” 

I murmured something vague, polite, and intend» 1 to be reassur¬ 
ing. 

“It's a pity people who can fly halfway round tli world haven't 
any manners,” she went on, and 1 answered: “Well, I suppose there 
are quite a number of people who have manners and couldn't fly 
halfway roimd the world.” 

“But having manners is so much inor(j important.' she countered. 
“Tell me . . . what... er ... I mean, are you a . . . let me see . . . 
Harrison . . .” 

I smiled—suddenly and rather incomprehensibly at ease with her. 
“You're trying to recall a Harrison who's written something, married 
somebody, or been somewhere,” I said. “But it's a waste of time— 
I’m not that Harrison, even if he exists. I’m just—if I call myself 
anything—a journalist.” 

“Oh . . . then you must come again when we have really literary 
parties,” she replied, with an eagerness 1 thought charming though 
probably insincere. I promised I would, with equal eagerness, and 
every intention of avoiding her really literary parties like the plague. 
Then I shook hands, left the house, and on the bus back to Fleet 
Street suddenly realized that it had been a very good lunch from 
one point of view. I had never tasted better eggs Mornay. 

The next afternoon Rainier telephoned, profuse in apologies for 
his absence from the lunch, and though the matter could hardly have 
been important to him, I thought I detected a note of sincerity. “I 
gather you didn't have a very good time,” he said, and before I could 
reply \yent on: “I'm not keen on the mob, either, but Helen's a born 
hostess—almost as good as an American—she can take in twenty new 
names all in a row and never m^e a mistake.” 

“She didn't take in^mine. In fa|^ it was pretty clear she didn't know 
me from Adam.” 

“My fault, I expect. Must have forgotten to tell her.” 
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‘"So a perfect stranger could walk into your house and get a free 
lunch?” 

“They're doing that all the time—though most of 'em have invita¬ 
tions. . . . Look here, if you’re not busy just now, why nOt come 
over to the House for tea?” 

I said I would, and took the bus again to Chelsea. But at Kenmore 
the maid told me that Rainier hadn't been in since morning and 
never by any chance took tea at home; and just then, while we were 
arguing on the doorstep (I insisting 1 had been invited less than 
twenty minutes ago), Mrs. Rainier came up behind me and began to 
laugh. “He meant the House of Commons,” she said, passing into the 
hall. “You'd better let my car take you there.” 

Extraordinary how stupid one can be when one would prefer to 
impress by being knowledgeable. I knew quite well that the House 
of Commons, along with the Stock Exchimge and Christchurch, Ox¬ 
ford, was called “the House,” yet somehow, when Rainier had used 
the phrase over the telephone, I could only think of Kenmore. Most 
of the way to Westminster in the almost aggressively unostentatious 
Daimler (so impersonal you could believe it, part of an undertaker's 
fleet), I cursed my mistake as a poor recommendation for any kind 
of job. I had feared Rainier might be waiting for me, and was re¬ 
lieved when, after sending in my name, I had to kill time for half 
an hour before a policeman led me through devious passages to the 
Terrace, where Rainier greeted me warmly. But his appearance was 
slightly disconcerting; there was a twitch about his mouth and eyes 
as he spoke, and a general impression of intense nervous energy in 
desperate need of relaxation. During tea he talked about his South 
American trip, assuming far too modestly that I had read nothing 
about it in the papers. Presently the division bell rang and only as 
we hurried across the Smoke Room did he broach tlie matter I had 
really come about. “I inquired from a good many people after I got 
your letter, Harrison, but there doesn't seem to be a thing doing in 
Fleet Street just now.” 

“That was my own experience too.” 

“So I wondered if you'd care for a secretary's job until something 
else turns up?” 

I hadn't really thought about such a thing, and maybe hes;itation 
revealed my disappointment. 

He said, patting my arm: “Well, think it over, anyway. I've had a 
girl up to now, but she's due to get married in a few weeks—time 
enough to show you the ropes . . . that is, of course, if you feel 
you’d like the job at all. . . 



RANDOM HARVEST 


221 






So I became Rainier’s secretary, and Miss Hobbs bowed me the 
ropes. It had been flattery to call her a girl. She was hin, red-faced, 
middle-aged, and so worshipful of Rainier that no lusband could 
hope to get more than a remnant of any emotion she vas capable of; 
indeed, I felt that the chance of marriage was tern )ting her more 
because she feared it might be her last tlian because he was certain 
she wanted it. She hinted this much during our first m* ating. “I almost 
feel Tm deserting him’' she said, and the stress on “1 in'’ was reveal¬ 
ing. Presently, showing me how she filed his corrt .pondence, she 
added: 'Tm so relieved he isn’t going to have anothe lady secretary, 
rd be afraid of some awful kind of person corning hc're and—per¬ 
haps—him.” 

I said I didn’t imagine Rainier was the type to h^'. influenced by 
that kind of woman. 

“Oh, but you never know what kind of woman will influence a 
man.” 

We went on inspecting the filing system. “The main thing is to see 
lie doesn’t forget his appointments. He doesn’t do much of his cor¬ 
respondence here—he has another secretary at his City office. So it 
won’t matter a great deal if you don’t know shorthand and type¬ 
writing.” 

I said 1 did know shorthand and typewriting. 

“Well, so much the better, of course. You’ll find liim wonderful to 
work with—at least 1 always liave, though of course were more like 
old friends than employer and secretary. I call him Charles, you 
know, when we’re alone together. And he always calls me Elsie, 
whether we’re alone or not. We’ve been together now for nearly 
fifteen years, so it's really quite natural, don’t you think?” 

During the next few hours she gave me her own version of the 
entire Rainier menage. “Of course tlie marriage never has been all it 
should be—I daresay you can imagine that. Mrs. Rainier isn’t the 
right kind of wife for a man like Charles. He’s so tired of all those 
parties she gives, especially the house-parties at Stourton—that’s their 
big place in the country, you know . . . they have no children—that’s 
another thing, because he’d love children, and I don’t know why 
they don’t have them, maybe there’s a reason. When you’ve worked 
with him for a time you’ll feel how restless he is—I do blame her 
for that^she doesn’t give him a proper home—Kenmore’s just a hotel 
with diflEerent guests every day, I do believe there’s only one room 
he feels really comfortable in, and that’s this one—with his poor little 
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secretary slaving away while he smokes—and he shouldn’t smoke 
either, so he’s been told. . . . Dyou know, he often locks himself 
in when he wants to work, because the rest of the house is so full of 
Goyas and Epsteins and whatnot that people wander in and out of 
all the rooms as if it were a museum. Of course there really are 
priceless things in it—why not?—he gives her the money to spend, 
and I suppose she has taste—that is if you like a house that’s like a 
museum. I sometimes wonder if Charles does.” 

After a pause during which 1 made no comment she turned to the 
writing desk. ‘'Charles gets hundreds of letters from complete stran¬ 
gers—about one thing and another, you know. If they’re abusive we 
take no notice—in fact, whatever they are, he doesn’t bother much 
about them, but I’ll let you into a secret—something he doesn’t sus¬ 
pect and never will unless you tell him, and I’m sure you won’t—I 
always write a little note of thanks to anyone who sends a nice letter 
... of course I write as if he’d dictated it. ... I really think a good 
secretary shotdd^do little things like that on her own, don’t you?” 

I said notliing. 

“Really, if he were to ask me to stay, I bt^lieve 1 would, marriage 
or no marriage—I mean, it would be so hard to refuse him anything— 
but then, he’s too fine and generous to ask—as soon as he knew about 
it he urged me not to delay my happiness on his account—just as if 
his own marriage had brought him happiness. . . . Not that Charles 
would be an easy man to make happy, even if he had got the right 
woman. But he isn’t happy nou;—that I do know—there’s always a 
look in his eyes as if he were searching for something and couldn’t 
find it.” 

For two or three days Miss Hobbs continued to show me the ropes; 
Rainier was away in Lancashire. During this time Mrs. Rainier gave 
several lunch parties to which I was not invited, though I was in the 
house at the time and was even privileged to give assistance to a 
foreign plenipotentiary who spoke little English and had strayed into 
the study in search of a humbler apartment. 1 could better under¬ 
stand after that why Rainier sometimes locked the door. 

Then he returned, having wired me to meet his train at Euston. 
As soon as we had found a taxi and were driving out of the station 
he asked me how I’d been getting on, and added without waiting for 
an answer; “I don’t suppose you’ll find it hard to be as good as your 
predecessor.” 

I said I should certainly hope to be. 

“Then you’ve already found out a few of the things I’ve been put¬ 
ting up with?” 
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^YeSy but not why you have put up with them, for so many years.” 

“Pure sentiment, plus the fact that IVe always ha 1 a submerged 
sympathy with crazy people, and Elsie’s crazy enouj h. She used to 
work at Stourton in my father s time, then she worked for my brother, 
and when he naturally wanted to get rid of her there was no one fool 
enough to take her but me. I made her my social sec i etary—because 
in those days I had no social life and it didn’t mat er. But after I 
married there were social things for her to do an( she did them 
with a peculiar and fascinating idiocy. D’you know Tve found out 
she writes long letters to people I’ve never heard ( * and signs my 
name to them? . . . Arid by the way, did she tell yoi Vm not happy 
with my wife?” 

“Well—er—” 

“Don’t believe it. My wife and 1 are the best of fr mcls. 1 suppose 
she also hinted it was a marriage of convenience?” 

I felt this was incriminating Miss Hobbs too much and was begin¬ 
ning a noncommittal answer when he interrupted: “Well, that hap¬ 
pens to be true. I married her because it seemed to me she’d be just 
the person to turn a tired businessman into a tliumping success. wShe 
was and she did. . . . Can you think of a better reason?” 

“There’s generally considered to be one better reason.” 

He switched the subject suddenly, pointing out of the window to a 
news placard that proclaimed, in letters a foot high; “Collapse of 
England.” At that moment I felt that one thing Miss Hobbs had said 
about him was true—that look in his eyes as if he were searching 
for something and couldn’t find it. He began to talk rapidly and 
nervously, apropos of the placard: “Odd to think of some foreigner 
translating without knowing it’s only about cricket ... it was some¬ 
thing you said about that on a train that first made me want to know 
you better—but really, in a sense, it doesn’t refer to cricket at all, 
but to how God-damned sure we are of ourselves—you can’t imagine 
the same phrase in the stieets of Paris or Berlin—it would begin 
panic or riots or something, . . . Just think of \t—*Debdcle de France' 
or ^Untergang Deutschlands! . . . Impossible . . . but here it means 
nothing because we don’t believe it could ever happen—and that’s 
not wishful thinking—it’s neither wishing nor thinking, but a land of 
inbreathed illusion. . . . Reminds me of that last plenary session of 
the London Conlerence when it was quite clear there was to be no 
effective disarmament by anybody and we were all hard at work 
covering up tlie failure of civilization’s last hope with a mess of 
smeary platitudes . . . Lord, how tired I was, listening to strings of 
^ words that meant nothing in any language and even less when you 
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had to wait for an interpreter to turn ’em into two others . . , and 
all the time the dusty sunlight fell in slabs over the pink bald heads 
—godheads from the power entrusted to them and gargoyles from 
the way I hated ’em . . . and during all that morning, full of the 
trapped sunlight and the distant drone of traffic past the Cenotaph, 
there was only one clean eager thing that happened—young Drexel 
whispering to me during a tepid outburst of applause: ‘See the old 
boy in the third row—fifth from the end—Armenia or Irak or some 
place . . . but did you ever see anybody more like Harry Tate?’ 
. . . And by Jove, he was like Harry Tate, and Drexel and I lived on 
it for the rest of the session—lived on it and on our own pathetic 
fancy that foreigners were strange and at best amusing creatures, 
rather like music-hall comedians or one’s French master at school- 
tolerable if they happen to be musicians or dancers or ice-cream 
sellers—but definitely to be snubbed if they venture on the really 
serious business of governing the world. . . . Look—there’s another!” 
It was a later placard, proclaiming in letters equally large, '‘England 
Now without Hope.” Rainier laughed. “Maybe some fussy archae¬ 
ologist of the twenty-fifth century—a relative* of Macaulay’s sketching 
New Zealander—will dig this up from a rubbish heap and say it es¬ 
tablishes definite proof that we’d all been well warned in advance! 

. . . Has my wife got a party tonight?” 

“Yes.” 

“What sort of a crowd?” 

“Mostly sporting and dramatic, I think.” 

“Then I’ll dine and sleep at the Club. Borotra’s the only dramatic 
sportsman I care about, and he probably won’t come.” 

He put his head out of the cab window, giving the change of ad¬ 
dress, and also telling the man to drive more slowly. I could see he 
was nervously excited, and I was beginning to know by now that 
when he was in such a mood he talked a good deal in an attempt 
to race his thoughts—an attempt which usually failed, leaving a litter 
of unfinished sentences, mixed metaphors, and unpolished epigrams, 
with here and there some plirase worthy of one of his speeches, but 
flung off so carelessly that if the hearer did not catch it at the time 
Rainier himself could never recall it afterwards. I have tried to give 
an impression of this kind of talk, but even the most faithful report¬ 
age would miss a curious excitement of voice and gesture, the or¬ 
chestration of some inner emotion turbulent under the surface. Nor, 
one felt, would such emotion wear out in fatigue^^ut rather increase 
to some extinguishing climax as an electric globe bums brighter be- 
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lore the final snapping of the filament. It was of this 1 felt suddenly 
afraid, and he noticed the anxious* look I gave him. 

“Sorry to be a chatterer like this, Harrison, but it'; after a bout 
of public speech-making—I always feel I have to use up the words 
left over, or perhaps the words I couldn’t use. ... I suppose you’d 
call me a rather good speaker?” 

I said I certainly should. 

“And you’d guess that it comes easily to me?” 

“It always sounds like it.” 

He laughed. “That’s what practice can do. I loat e speaking in 
public—Im always secretly afraid I’m going to break down or stam¬ 
mer or something. Stammering especially ... of cou; se I never do. 
... By the way, you remember that mountain ir Derbyshire I 
thought I recognized?” 

“Yes.” 

“The same sort of thing happened in Lancasliire, only it wasn’t 
quite so romantic. Just a house in a row. 1 was helping Nixon in 
the Browdley by-election-we held meetings at street comers, then 
Nixon dragged me round doing the shake-hands and baby-ldssing 
stuff—tliat’s the way his father got into the Gladstone Parliaments, 
so Nixon still does it. I admit I’m pretty cynical about elections—the 
very look of the voting results, with two rows of figures adding neatly 
up to a third one, gives me tlie same itch as a c*)mpany balance 
sheet, exact to the last penny . . . whose penny? Was there ever a 
penny? . . . My own majority in Lythamshire, for instance—precisely 
twelve—but who were the twelve? Twelve good men and true, 
maybe, or twelve drunken illiterates . . . ? Don’t you sometimes feel 
how false it all is, and how falsely reassuring—this nineteenth-century 
gloss of statistical accuracy, as if the flood tide of history could run 
in rivulets tidy enough for garden irrigation, safe enough for a mil¬ 
lion taps in suburban bathrooms . . . but when the storm does come, 
who’ll give a damn if the rows of little figures still add up—who’ll 
care if the sums are all wrong provided one man knows a right an¬ 
swer?” 

“You were talking about a house.” 

“Oh yes. . . . Just an ordinary four-room workingman’s house—tens 
of .thousands like.it. A cold day, and as we stood waiting at the door 
I could see a great yellow glow of firelight behind the lace curtains 
of the parlor window. Nothing extraordinary in that, either, and yet 
. . . it’s hard to describe the feelings I had, as if that house were 
waiting for me—a welcome—out of the wintry dusk and into the warm 
•firelight , . . a welcome home.” 
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His eyes were full of eagerness, and I said, trying to hasten his 
story before we reached the end of the journey: "Did the feeling 
disappear when a stranger answered the door?” 

"Tm coming to that. . . . There were three of us, Nixon, myself, 
and Ransome, the local party secretary, nice little man. We knocked 
and knocked and nobody came. Then I saw Ransome fumbling 
in his pocket. ‘Can’t think where she is/ he said, ‘but I expect she’ll 
be back in a jiffy.’ I realized then that it was his house, and that we 
were being invited in. He found a key, unlocked the door, and we 
entered. No lobby or hall—straight into the warmth and firelight. 
There was a kettle steaming on the hob, cups and saucers set out, 
plates of bread and butter. Everything spotlessly neat, furniture that 
shone, a clock ticking loudly somewhere. It was all so beautiful, this 
warm small room. The man kept talking about his wife—how proud 
she’d been at the thought of having two such men as Nixon and 
myself to tea in her home—such an honor—she’d never forget it—and 
how embarrassed she’d be when she came back and found us already 
there. ‘Til bet she’s gone round the corner for a Dundee cake,’ he 
laughed. But as time passed he began to bc'a bit embarrassed him¬ 
self, and presently suggested having tea ourselves without waiting 
for his wife. So we did—I sat in a rocking chair by the fireside, and 
the flames were still leaping up so brightly we didn’t need any other 
light, even though it was quite dark outside by the time we left.” 

“So you never saw his wife at all?” 

“No, she didn’t come back in time. . . . But that room—the feeling 
I had in it—of comfort, of being wanted there. . . . It’s just another 
thing of the same kind. That part of my life—well, you remember what 
I told you at Cambridge.” 

“Why do you worry about it so much?” 

“I wouldn’t if it would leave me alone. But it keeps on teasing me 
—with clues. So what can I do?” 

“I still say—more rest and less work.” 

He patted my arm. “It’s good to know 1 can talk to you whenever 
I’m in this mood. Watson to my Sherlock, eh? Or perhaps that’s not 
much of a compliment?” 

“Not to yourself, anyhow. Watson was at least an honest idiot.” 

He smiled. “That must be the Higher Criticism, Of course you weje 
bom too late to feel as I did—Sherlock’s in Baker Street, all’s right 
with the world.” 

“Since we now realize that most things are wrong with the world—” 

“I know—tliat was part of the illusion. I remember Sheldon taking 
me on a trip to London when I was six or seven years old . ; . the 
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first place I asked to see was Baker Street, and bein<4 a sympathetic 
fellow he didn't tell me that the stories were just stor ies. We walked 
gravely along the pavement one afternoon early in the century—a 
small boy and his father's butler—looking up at the ^all houses with 
respectful hero worship. Distant thrones might t‘ tter, anarchists 
might tlirow bombs, a few lesser breeds might beb - ve provokingly 
in odd comers of the world, but when all was said ind done, there 
was nothing to fear while the stately Holmes of Eng md, doped and 
dressing-gowned for action, readied his wits for the Snal count with 
Moriarty! And who the deuce was this Moriarty? ' Vhy, just a big- 
shot crook whom the honest idiot romanticized in Oider to build up 
his hero's reputation! Nothing but a middle-aged s'oop-shouldered 
Raffles! And that, mind you, was the worst our fath ;rs' world could 
imagine when it talked about Underground Forces and Powers of 
Evil! . . . Ah well, happy days. You'd better keey) the cab to go 
liomc in. Good night!” 

« « o 

I hadn't taken Rainier's problem very seriously till then. For one 
thing, loss of memory is normal. We all forget things, and are equally 
likely to be reminded of them long after we think they have been 
forgotten for good. Often, too, the reminder is faint enough to be no 
more than a clue which we fail to follow up because the matter does 
not seem important. The unusual part of Rainier's experience was 
that he did think it important, so tliat from something merely puz¬ 
zling it was already on the way to becoming an obsession. 

Some part of his story could doubtless be verified, and I already 
felt enough curiosity to make the attempt. I said nothing to him, 
but the next time the chance occurred I led Miss Hobbs to talk in a 
general way about her employer's early life and career. She was 
more than willing—except for a continual tendency to drift into later 
and somewhat disparaging gossip about Mrs. Rainier. “Wasn't he 
in the war?” I began, putting the leading question that anyone might 
have asked. 

“Oh yes. He got a medal—didn't you know that? And the strange 
thing was—they thought he was dead. So it was given post—post—” 
. “Posthumously.” 

“Yes, that's it. But you couldn't blame them, because after the at¬ 
tack he was reported missing and nothing was heard about him till— 
oh, it was years later when he suddenly arrived home without any 
warning. And then it turned out he'd lost his memory.” 

“Seems to me the sort of story for headlines.” 
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"*You mean in the papers? Oh no, it was kept out-*the family 
didn’t want any publicity.” 

'That wouldn’t have been enough reason for most of the journalists 
I know.” 

"Ah, but Sheldon arranged it.” 

"Sheldon?'’ 

"He’s the butler at Stourton. You haven’t been to Stourton yet, 
have you?” 

"No” 

"It’s really a marvelous place.” 

"Sheldon sounds a marvelous butler if he knows how to stop jour¬ 
nalists from getting a good story and editors from printing it.” 

"Well, he is rather marvelous, and I don’t suppose there’s much 
he doesn’t know—not about the family, anyhow. He really rules 
Stourton—lives there all tlie year round, even during the winter when 
the family never go out of town. 1 really owe him a good deal—I 
was only just a Jocal girl in those days, I used to do bookkeeping 
and secretarial work at the house, and that brought me into contact 
with Sheldon constantly.” She added, rather coyly: "You know—per¬ 
haps you don’t know-how dilBcult it can be for a girl employed in 
a big house if the butler isn’t all he should be.” 

I said I could imagine it. 

"Sheldon was always a gentleman. Never a word—or a gesture— 
that anyone could object to.” 

I said nothing. 

"And later, when Mr. Charles took over Stourton, Sheldon person¬ 
ally asked him if he could do anything for me, otherwise I don’t sup¬ 
pose I’d be here.” 

"I see. . . . But coming back to the time when Mr. Rainier—om 
Mr. Rainier, I mean—suddenly returned to Stourton. Were you work¬ 
ing there then?” 

"Not fust then. It was Christmas and as old Mr. Rainier was ill 
they canceled the usual parties and gave me a holiday. It was parties 
that always kept me busy—writing out in\dtations and place cards 
and tilings.” 

"What was Mr. Rainier like when he returned?” 

'T didn’t see him till a good while afterwards, but I do know there 
was a lot of trouble about it, one way and another—Sheldon would 
never tell us half that went on.” 

So there the trail ended; she didn’t know much of what had actually 
happened; and since tlien a great many years had passed, old Mr. 
Rainier was dead, and probably the same fate had overtaken most of 
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the personnel from whom any elucidating inquiries might have been 
made at the time. Perhaps tliere were traces somewhere, a dossier 
preserved in forgotten files, memoranda hidden aw ly in oflBcial ar¬ 
chives; but there seemed small chance of unearthlr g them, or even 
of finding if they existed at all. 

“Quite a mystery,” I commented. “Didn’t Mr. Rai ier himself ever 
try to solve it?” 

“You mean, did he try to remember things?” 

“Well, more than that—didn’t he ever consult a. lybody—special¬ 
ists, psychoanalysts, or anyone?” 

“You don’t know him, or you wouldn’t ask that. T e last thing he’d 
ever do is to go to anybody and tell them things al^ mt himself. The 
only person he ever did talk to was someone he’d known at Cam¬ 
bridge, some professor—Freeman, I think his name was.” 

“You mean Dr. Freeman—f/ie Dr. Freeman?” 

“Maybe he was a doctor.” 

“A tall white-haired man with a stoop?” 

“Yes, that was him—he used to visit Charley a good deal before the 
marriage. You know him?” 

“Slightly. Why not since the marriage?” 

“He didn’t like parties, and 1 don’t think he liked Mrs. Rainier 
for beginning all that sort of life for Charles. She’s very ambitious, 
you know. People say she’ll make him Prime Minister before she's 
finished.” 

I laughed—having heard similar remarks myself, followed as a rule 
by some ribald comment on her party-giving technique. Miss Hobbs 
added: “Not that she isn’t a good hostess—that I will say.” 

Since the point was raised, it seemed to me that Mrs. Rainier was 
too good, and that for this reason she might miss the secret English 
bull’s-eye that can only be hit by guns sighted to a 97 or 98 per 
cent degree of accuracy. Anything more than tliat, even if achiev¬ 
able, is dangerous in England, because English people mistrust per¬ 
fection, regarding it in manners as tlie stigma of foreigners, just as 
they suspect it in teeth to be the product of dentistr>'. All this, of 
course, I did not discuss with Miss Hobbs. 

I saw Freeman a few days later. He had been a rather impressive 
figure at Cambridge, in my time as well as Rainier’s, but had recently 
retired to live at Richmond with an unmarried sister. It was probably 
a lonely life, and he seemed glad to hear my voice on the telephone 
and to accept an invitation to dinner. I had known Iiim fairly well, 
since he had long been president of the Philosophical Society and I 
in my last year its vice president, and though he had written several 
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standard works on psychology he was not psychologist enough to 
suspect an ulterior motive behind my apparent eagerness to look 
him up and talk over old times. 

We met at Boulestin’s that same evening. 

After waiting patiently till the inevitable question as to what I 
was doing with myself nowadays, I said tliat I had become Rainier's 
secretary. 

"Ah, Rainier—yes,” he muttered, as if raking over memories. And 
he added, with a thin cackle: "Well, history won’t repeat itself.” 

"How do you mean?” 

"He married one of them.” 

"You mean Mrs. Rainier? You mean she was his secretary before 
Miss Hobbs?” 

"Oh, the Hobbs woman was with him all the time—a family heir¬ 
loom. Must be forty now, if she’s a day. What did she do at last- 
retire?” 

"She’s leaving to get married.” 

“Heavens—I never thought her turn would come. Who’s the lucky 
man? , . . But I can answer that myself—Rainier is, to get rid of her.” 

‘Toil know her then?” 

"Hardly at all. I’m glad to say. But she used to write me the most 
ridiculous notes whenever Rainier made an appointment to see me. 
They were supposed to be from him, but I found out quite casually 
afterwards that she forged his name to ’em. . . . Absurd notes—it 
interested me, as a psychologist, that she should have thought the^m 
appropriate.” 

"But to come back to Mrs. Rainier—” 

"Oh, she worked in his City office, I think. A difierent dynasty. 
These great magnates have platoons of secretaries.” 

"Queer Miss Hobbs never mentioned it. I should have thought it 
was something she’d have liked to drive home.” 

"On a point of psychology I think you’re wrong. She’d prefer to 
conceal the fact though they were both, so to say, equal at the start¬ 
ing post, the other woman won.” 

"Maybe. I gather you know Rainier rather well?” 

"I used to. You see, I began with the initial advantage of meet¬ 
ing him anonymously.” 

"I’m not quite clear what you mean.” 

He expanded over a further glass of brandy. "Rainier’s a peculiar 
fellow. He has a curious fear of his own identity. He lets you get to 
know him best when he doesn’t think you know who he is. . . . It’s 
an interesting kink, psychologically. I first met him through Werneth, 
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who was his tutor at St. Swithin s. Apparently he tolR Wemeth about 
—er—well, perhaps I ought not to discuss it, but i^ was something 
interesting to me—as a psychologist—but not parti* ularly to Wern- 
eth, who was a mere historian.” Again the cackle. ‘‘A lyhow, Werneth 
could only get his permission to pass it on to me 1 y promising not 
to divulge his name, and on hearing what it was a ^ about I was so 
interested that we actually arranged a meeting—ag an anonymously 
—I wasn’t supposed to know who he was. . . . But '11 let you into a 
secret—Werneth had told me, privately, beforehat d—unscrupulous 
fellow, Wemeth. And then one morning several months later I 
couldn’t find my bicyde outside the college gate af‘er a lecture, but 
in its place was a similar model with the name ‘Cl arles Rainier on 
it. I make his mistake an excuse to call on him—and I must say—after 
the opening embarrassment—we very soon became friends.” He 
added: “And now, of course, I know what you’re ^oing to ask me, 
hut being less unscnipulous than Werneth I can’t tt 11 you.” 

“I don’t think you need, because I already know about Rainier’s— 
er—peculiarity. I suppose it was that.” 

“wSuppose you tell me first of all what that is/' 

“The blank patch in his life that he can’t remember.” 

“A rather inexact description.” 

“No doubt, and that’s why I’d very much like to hear your own.” 

He smiled. “It was an unusual case—but I’ve heard of several simi¬ 
lar ones. They’re recorded, you know, in technical journals. Rainier 
had—if one might so put it—certain threads of recollection about the 
blank period, though they were so faint as to be almost nonexistent 
at first. After he left Cambridge we didn’t meet again for ten years— 
by that time the threads had become a little less faint. It was my 
aim, when 1 came to know Rainier again after the ten-year interval, 
to sort out those threads, to disentangle them—to expand them, as it 
were, into a complete corpus of memory.” 

“I understand. But you didn’t succeed.” 

“Are you asking me that or telling me?” 

“Both, in a way.” 

He said, smiling: “My expectation all along had been that his full 
memory would eventually return—a little bit here, a little bit there 
—till finally, like a key turning in a lock, or like the last few pieces 
of a jigsaw puzzle, the whole thing would slip into position. But I 
gather that it hasn’t yet happened?” 

bits are still being assembled, but nowhere near to comple¬ 
tion.* 

“Tell me, Harrison, if I may ask the question—why are you taking 
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such a keen interest in this matter? Hardly within the scope of secre¬ 
tarial duties. . . . Or us it?’' 

"I like him and 1 hate to see him bothered by it as he still is. 
That’s the only reason.” 

‘‘A good one.” 

‘'Now you tell we something -have you any theories about the 
blank patch?” 

“Theories? I can only guess it was a pretty bad time. He was in¬ 
jured, if I remember rightly, just above tlie left parietal bone of 
the . . .” He went off into a medical survey that conveyed nothing 
to me. “It was an injury that would require operative ti'eatment- 
perhaps a series of operations. That’s why it’s perhaps a pity that he 
still bothers, as you say he does. Even if complete recollection were 
to return to him now, it would probably be only of pain, unhappiness, 
boredom.” 

“On the other hand, even such memories might be better than 
an increasing obsession alxiut the loss of them?” 

“Possibly.” 

We were silent for a time after that. Presently I said: “You know 
he was taken prisoner by the Germans?” 

“Oh yes. But German or English—all hospitals are unhappy places, 
especially for a man who can’t tell anyone who he is. I imagine the 
Germans treated him narnelessly or by error under someone else’s 
name, and eventually returned him to England under the same con¬ 
dition. Then there would be other hospitals in England, full of 
experiences nobody would wish to remember. There were a great 
many shell-shock and loss-of-memory cases that took years—some of 
tiiem are still taking years, God help them. The whole thing hap¬ 
pened so long ago I don’t see how we can ever expect to know all 
the details. Tell me your theory, if you have one.” 

“That’s the trouble, I haven’t.” 

“The real trouble, of course, is Mrs. Rainier.” 

Curious, the way people sooner or later led the talk to her. Free¬ 
man, reticent at first about a former friend, saw no reason now to 
conceal his opinion of a former friend’s wife. “She’s an unusual sort 
of woman, Harris6n.” 

“Well, he’s not so usual, either.” 

“They get on well together? Is that your impression?” 

I answered guardedly: “I think she makes a good politician’s >wife.” 

“And I suppose, by the same token, you think he makes i good 
politician?” 
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“He has some of the attributes. Clever speaker and a good way 
with people.” 

“When he's in the mood. He isn't always. ... Did you ever hear 
about the Bridgelow Antiquarian Dinner?” 

I shook my head. 

“It was—oh, several years ago. He was suppos* d to be helping 
the candidate, and during the campaign we asked 1 im to our annual 
beano—strictly non-party—just a semi-leamed soci ty, with the ac¬ 
cent on tlie semi. I was president at the time, and Rainier was next 
to me at the table. Halfway through his speech, w; ich began pretty 
well, there was a bit of a disturbance caused by o' 1 General Wych- 
Furlough fumbling in late and apologizing—his car -lad broken down 
or something. He talked rather loudly, like most leaf people, and 
of course it was annoying to a speaker, but the whole incident was 
over in a minute, most people would have passed it off. Rainier, 
however, seemed to freeze up suddenly, couldn't conceal the way he 
felt about it, finished his speech almost immediately and left the 
table rather sooner than he decently could. I went out with him for a 
moment, told him frankly I thought his behavior had been rather 
childish—surely age and infirmity entitled people to some latitude— 
it wasn't as if there'd been any intentional discourtesy. He said then, 
in a rather panicky way: It wasn't that—it was something in the 
fellow himself—something chemical, maybe, in the way we react to 
each other.' I thought his explanation even more peculiar than his 
behavior.” 

1 checked myself from commenting, and Freeman, noticing it, 
said: “Go on—what was it you were going to ask?” 

“I was just wondering—is it possible he had one of those submerged 
memories—of having met the General before?” 

“I thought of that later on, but it didn't seem likely they could 
ever have met. He didn’t even know the General’s name. And if they 
had met before, I still can’t think of any reason for antagonism—the 
old boy was just a fussy, simple-minded, stupid fellow with a dis¬ 
tinguished military career and a repertoire of exceptionally dull sto¬ 
ries about hunting.” 

“Was Mrs. Rainier at the dinner?” 

“No, she wouldn't come to anything I was president of—that's very 
certain.” He added, as if glad to get back to the subject: “A strange 
woman. I'm not sure I altogether trust her—and that isn't because I 
don't particularly like her. It's something deeper. She always seems 
to me to be hiding something. I suppose it's part of my job to have 
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these psychic feelings about people. . . . You know about her fa¬ 
mous parties?” 

“Who doesn’t? IVe sampled them.” 

“Mind you, let s be fair. She’s not a snob in the ordinary sense—I 
mean about birth or money. Of course it would be too ridiculous 
if she were—since she began with neither herself. But what exactly 
it that she goes for? Brains? Celebrity? Notoriety? 1 went to Kenmore 
once, and I must admit she plays the game loathsomely well. But all 
this relentless celebrity-hunting and party-giving doesn’t make a 
home—and I’m damned if I know what it does make.” 

“Some people say it’s made Rainier’s career.” 

“I’ve heard that too—from people who don’t like him. The people 
who don’t like her will tell you her methods have actually held him 
back. Still, 1 don’t deny she’s a good mate for a man of aflFairs. The 
real point is whether Rainier’s life ought to be cluttered up with 
business and politics at all.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Simply that I’ve always cx)nsidcred him—abstractly—one of the 
rare spirits of our time, so that success of ,the kind he has attained 
and may yet attain becomes a detestable self-betrayal.” 

“So you think the marriage was a mistake?” 

“Not at all, if he felt he had to have that sort of life.” 

“What other sort of life could he have had?” 

“Out of my province to say. I’m talking about the quality of the 
man, not his opportunities. I suppose it wasn’t Iiis fault his father left 
him a small industrial empire to look after—steelworkers and news¬ 
papers and interlocking holding companies and whatnot—all more 
or less bankrupt, though people didn’t know it at the time. Even the 
seat in Parliament was a sort of family inheritance he had to take 
over.” 

“Like Miss Hobbs?” 

“Yes, like her—just as idiotic but not so loyal. He only scraped in 

by twelve votes last time. . . . But since you mention the Hobbs 

woman, let me assure you she’s a modernistic jewel compared witli 

the old butler they keep at Stourton . . . Sheldon, I think his name 
• 

IS. 

“You don’t like him either?” 

Freeman shrugged. “It isn’t that I mind his eccentric impertinences 
—Scottish servants are like that and one takes it from them—even 
Queen Victoria had to. What makes me really uncomfortable is the 
same feeling I have about Mrs, Rainier—that he’s hiding something.” 

“Maybe they’re hiding something together?” 
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His smile was of another kind and did not an.swer mine. “Yon 
haven't been to Stourton yet, have you? It's an ama .ing hiding place 
for anything they've got to hide.” 

o « « 

Miss Hobbs left during the week that followed ai d 1 settled down 
to the task of becoming her successor. It was not c. lite as simple as 
she had led me to believe. Raim'er's interests were lanifold; besides 
holding directorships of important companies he v*ns a member of 
many societies and organizations—all this, of cou :e, on top of his 
political work. I had plenty to do, and he expectc I it done quickly 
and efficiently. We had little chance to talk on ot ter than business 
matters, and for the time he seemed to have dn pped completely 
the preoccupation that had begun to interest me One thing hap¬ 
pened that I had not after Freeman’s remarks intieipated: Mrs. 
Rainier invited me to another of her lunch parties This time it was 
really literan^, as she had promised (Maurice Banng, Charles Mor¬ 
gan, Louis Bromfield, Henry Bernstein, Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, H. G. 
Wells, and a pale young man whose name I have forgotten who wrote 
highbrow detective novels whose names I have also forgotten), and 
despite initial misgivings I found the whole affair quite pleasant. 
Once more there was the empty chair for Rainier, if he should turn 
up, but he failed to, and nobody seemed surprised. Again also Mrs. 
Rainier asked me to stay a moment after the otljers had gone, but 
now the request was less remarkable, since I had work in the same 
house. “Can you spare time to look at my garden?” she said, leading 
rne to the back of the hall where the French windows were open. 

We sauntered across the lawn to a door in the high surrounding 
wall; unlocking it, she watched my face as I showed suri^rise, for 
within was a second garden, not much bigger than a large room, 
but so enclosed by trees and carpeted with jBowers that one could 
hardly have believed it to exist in the middle of a London borough. 
Tt's a secret,” she confided. ‘T only shf)w it to close friends—or to 
those who I hope are going to be.” 

I murmured something polite that might equally have referred to 
her last remark or to the garden itself. 

“You see,” she went on, “I never cared for Miss Hobbs. I don’t 
think Charles *did, either, but he was too kind to get rid of her. If 
she told you things against me, and I'm sure she did, just suspend 
judgment till you know me better.” 

I went on saying polite things. 

‘Tou and Charles first met on a train, didn't you?” She stooped to 
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a vase. “One of those chance meetings—IVe had them myself—when 
you tell all your secrets to a perfect stranger because you’re certain 
youTI never meet him again. . . , Something like that?’' 

I said guardedly: “I don’t know about secrets, but we certainly 
found it easy to talk.” 

“And you like your work here?” 

“Very much.” 

“I’m glad. It will be wonderful if you can really help Charles- 
apart from just office work. He needs the right sort of companion¬ 
ship sometimes—he has difficult moods, you know. Or perhaps you 
don’t know—ycf. Anyhow, the thing to do is not to take liim too seri¬ 
ously when he has them.” I waited for her to continue, knowing that 
she too was waiting for me; even if I were willing to suspend judg¬ 
ment I was also, like Freeman, unwilling to trust her completely. 
She suddenly smiled. “Well, now you know my secret. Keep it for 
me.” And she added, leading me back through the doorway: ''This, 
I mean. It used^to be the place where the gardener threw all the 
rubbish. I planned it myself—I do most of the work here still. Charles 
never looks in—hasn’t time. Hasn’t time for. my lunches either—not 
that I mind that so much, but I do wish—sometimes—I’d find him 
sitting here—quietly—alone—like men you sometimes see outside 
their cottages in the country—at peace. He never is, you know.” 

I felt she would like to tell me something if I already knew enough 
to make it advisable, but she wasn’t certain I did know, so she hesi¬ 
tated. I asked her why she thought he was never at peace. 

“For one thing, he’s so terribly overworked.” 

“Yes, I know, but apart from that?” 

“Oh, well, it’s hard for anyone to feel at peace these days. Don’t 
you think so?” 

“What about the men you sometimes see outside their cottages in 
the country?” 

She smiled, suddenly on the defensive, sure now that I didn’t know 
tLS much as she had half suspected, and for that reason anxious not 
to give me any further opening. “They’re probably not really at peace 
at all—just too old and tired to woiTy about things any more.” As we 
entered the house the social manner closed about her like the fall of 
a curtain. “Now that we’re becoming friends you.must come to 
Stourton for week ends as soon as we open it up. There’s a real secret 
garden there—I mean one that everybody knows about.” 

o • « 

I hadn’t expected Stourton to be quite so overwhelming. We drove 
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there a few weeks later in four Daimlers—"like a high-speed funeral,” 
said Rainier, who was in a macabre mood altogether; three of them 
packed with luggage and servants from Kenmore, t le first one con¬ 
taining ourselves and an elegant young man name 1 Woburn, who 
was coming to catalogue the Stourton library. Me it guests would 
arrive the following day—perhaps twenty-odd: polit-cians, peers, ac¬ 
tors, novelists, crack tennis players, celebrities of al kinds. It was a 
warm morning and as we drove through Reading a id Newbury the 
sun broke through the haze and kindled the full spl ndor of an Eng¬ 
lish summer, with its ever-changing greens under a lappled sky. 

Presently we turned oflF the main road imd curv* J for a mile be¬ 
tween high hedges; then suddenly, in a distant fo I of the dowms, 
a vision in cream-colored stone broke through heav parkland trees. 
Woburn, who had not seen it before, joined me ii a little gasp of 
admiration. "You were intended to do that,” said Rainier. “In fact 
the architect and roadbiiilder conspired about it tu o hundred years 
ago. My brother Julian, who fancied himself as a ptirase maker, once 
called it a stucco prima donna making a stage entrance.' Now, you 
see, it goes out of sight.” Intervening upland obscured the house for 
another mile or so until, at a new turn of the road, it reappeared so 
much more intimately that one could only give it a nod of respectful 
recognition. “But here we are again, and for the rest of the way we 
simply have to give it all the stars in Baedeker.” We swooped into 
the final half-mile stretch that ended in a wide Palladian portico, 
“A house like this is like some kinds of women—too expensive even 
to cast off. Of course what you really pay for isn't the thing itself, 
but the illusion—the sense of ownership, the intangible Great I Am. 
Nowadays a bankrupt illusion—the farms don't pay, the hills that be¬ 
long to me are just as free for anyone else to roam over, the whole 
idea of possessing this place is just a legal fiction entitling me to pay 
bills. I think it would sooner possess me, if Pd let it. . . . Hello, 
Sheldon.” 

Sheldon was waiting on the top step to welcome us. Neither plump 
nor cadaverous, obsequious nor pompous, he shook the hand that 
Rainier offered liim, bowed to Mrs. Rainier, and gave Woburn and 
myself a faintly appraising scrutiny until Rainier made the introduc¬ 
tions. Then he said: “Well, Mr. Harrison, if this is your first visit to 
Stourton it probably won't be your last. Mr. Rainier keeps his secre¬ 
taries a long time.” The remark struck me as rather offhandedly fa¬ 
miliar as well as a somewhat gauche reminder of Mrs. Rainier's 
former position, but there was a general laugh, from which I gath¬ 
ered that Sheldon enjoyed privileges of this kind, perhaps on account 
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of age. He was certainly a well-preserved antiquity, with an air of 
serene yet somehow guarded responsibility; in different clothes he 
might have looked a cabinet minister, in contradistinction to those 
cabinet ministers who, even in their own clothes, look like butlers. 

By the time I had been shown to my room in the East Wing 
(Stourton, like every grand house of its period, had to have wings) 
the sun was almost down over the rim of the hills and the slow magic 
of a summer twilight was beginning to unfold; tlirough my window 
the vista of formal gardens and distant skyline was entrancingly 
beautiful. I was admiring it as Rainier entered with Woburn, whom 
he had been showing round the library. “I hope you don't object to 
views,” he said. ‘T know it’s the latest artistic fad to consider them 
rather vulgar. I put in these large windows myself, against all the 
advice of architects who said this sort of house shouldn’t have them. 
Otherwise, except for a few extra bathrooms, I haven’t touched the 
place.” 

Behind the two of them stood Sheldon, announcing that our baths 
were ready; Rainier turned then and led us across the corridor into 
an extraordinary room of Moorish design embellished with flutecl 
columns and Arabic gargoyles and a high domed ceiling. He watched 
our faces and seemed to derive a certain satisfaction. '‘My father 
built this,” he explained, “as what he called an extra billiard room. 
He made the bulk of his fortune during the Edwardian era, when 
the social hallmark was to have a billiard room, and during the last 
year of the war, when money was coming in so fast he didn’t know 
what to do with it, he conceived the idea of an extra billiard room 
as a symbol of utter superfluity. ... At least, that’s the only theory 
I can imagine. I don’t think a single game of billiards was ever played 
in it, and I turned it into a bathhouse without any feeling of impiety.” 
We passed through the room, which was furnished with divans and 
sun-ray lamps, into a further apartment containing a row of small 
but quite modern cubicle bathrooms, three of which Sheldon was 
already preparing for our use. “There were only four bathrooms in 
the entire house before I made these,” Rainier continued. “One was 
in the servants’ quarters and Sheldon had actually paid for it out of 
his own pocket. That gives you some idea of the times, even as late 
as 1919.” He added, after a pause and another glance at our faces: 
“And of my fatlier too—I know that’s what you’re thinking. But it 
wasn’t really niggardliness. He gave a great deal during his lifetime 
to the more orthodox charities. What he mostly suffered from was a 
few strikingly wrong notions. One of them was doubtless that servants 
didn’t need bathrooms. Another was that he was really an English 
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gentleman. And another was that the remaining saga of mankind 
would be largely a matter of tidying up the jungle ;ind making the 
whole earth a well-administered English colony und< r a Liberal gov¬ 
ernment. I think when the war ended he assumed ^:hat s what was 
going to be done to Germany.” 

*'Maybe it should have been,” said Woburn quiet y. He had done 
little but smile until then, and I noticed Rainier gr e him a look of 
sharpened interest. Then we went into our respect /e cubicles, but 
the walls were only neck-high and conversation ros« easily with the 
steam. I could hear Rainier and Woburn veering onto a political 
argument, while in my own cubicle Sheldon, arran ing towels, saw 
me notice the slightly brown color of the water as t filled the tub. 
“Won't harm you,” he remarked. “We tell some of o r guests its due 
to mineral springs that are good for rheumatism, I it as you're one 
of the family I'll let you into a family secret—ifs juH the rust in the 
pipes/' 

He was going out chuckling when I retorted, quite without sec¬ 
ondary meaning: “I hope all the family secrets are as innocent.” 

The chuckle ended sharply as he turned on me a look that evi¬ 
dently reassured him, for his mouth slanted into a slow smile as he 
resumed his exit. “I trust you will find them so, Mr. Harrison.” 

Meanwhile Rainier had come back to the subject of Stourton, and 
I heard him saying to Woburn: “My father bought it after it had 
bankrupted the Westondales, and the Westondales inherited it from 
ancestors who had built it out of profits from the African slave trade. 
This made my father s purchase almost appropriate, since my great- 
great-grandfather made his pile out of the first steam-driven cotton 
mills in Lancashire, You may imagine Stourton, therefore, peopled 
with the ghosts of Negroes and little children.” 

A short while later we dressed and dined in the vast room that 
would have seated fifty with ease, instead of our four selves. Mrs. 
Rainier, I noticed, was particularly gracious to Woburn, whom she 
probably felt to be shy in surroundings of such unaccustomed gran¬ 
deur. There was talk of how he would set about the library-catalogu¬ 
ing job; most of the books, it appeared, had been taken over from 
the Westondales along with the house. “My father was not a great 
reader, but he had a curious knack of reading the right things. One 
day he read that some pine forests in Hampshire were supposed to 
be healthy to live amongst, so he promptly bought several hundred 
acres of them—on which part of Bournemouth now stands. Quite an 
interesting man, my father. He played the comet, and he also cried 
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over all Dickenses deathbed scenes—Little Nell and Paul Dombcy 
especially. He liked to have them read to him, for preference, and 
his favorite reader was an old governess of mine named Miss 
Ponsonby, who hated him and used to come out of one of those tear¬ 
ful stances muttering The old humbug!’ But he wasnt altogether a 
humbug—at least no more than most of us are. I’m not quite certain 
what he was. . . . Somebody ought to write a really good biography 
of him some day. He did have one written just before he died, but 
it was a commissioned job and made him into a not very convincing 
plaster saint—and, of course, it would be easy to write the other sort, 
showing him as a sinister capitalistic villain. . . . But in between, 
somewhere, is probably the truth—if anyone thought it worth while 
to make the search.” 

‘'Why shouldn’t Mr. Woburn try?” asked Mrs. Rainier. 

“Not a bad idea, if he wants to. But let him finish the cataloguing 
first. Ever write anytliing, Wf)burn?” 

“A few stories,«^Mr. Rainier. You read one of them—probably you’ve 
forgotten it—” 

“Ah yes, of course. The one about the unfortunate Russian?” 

Woburn nodded, and the somewhat mysterious reference was not 
explained. After coffee Mrs. Rainier said she was tired and would 
go to bed; Rainier mentioned letters he had to write; so there seemed 
nothing left for Woburn and me but to pass the evening together, 
somehow or other, 

Sheldon suggested the library, ushering us into the fine somber 
room with a touch of evident pride, and obligingly switching on a 
radio in time for the news summary of a Hitler speech delivered in 
Berlin earlier that day. We listened awhile, then Woburn snapped 
off the machine with a gesture—the meager residuum of protest to 
which modern man has been reduced. “I hope there isn’t a war this 
year,” he remarked, as one hoping the weather would stay fine. “You 
see, as soon as I finish tliis job I have another with the Kurtzmayers— 
they have a big collection at Nice and I daresay I shall spend all 
the autumn there—unless,” he added with a half-smile, “Mr. Hitler’s 
plans interfere with mine.” I smiled back with a touch of the uncom¬ 
fortableness that afflicts me when some facetious travel-film com¬ 
mentator refers to “Mr. and Mrs. Hippopotamus” and waits for the 
laugh. I was thinking of this, and also wondering how a youngster 
like Woburn (at least ten years my junior) had managed to establish 
cataloguing racket amongst the rich and eminent, when he dis- 
ahningly told me all about it. Tt was the Rainiers who gave me an 
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introduction to the Kurtzmayers—theyVe been rather good at putting 
things in my way/’ 

I asked him how long he had known the Raiiiicrs 

“Only a few months. And you?” 

“About two years. I met him first—quite by acd tent—in a train.” 

“I met him first in a public library.” 

“By accident?” 

“No, I had a job there and he came to see me. ‘^Irs. Rainier sent 
him.” 

“Mrs. Rainier?” 

“Yes, I met her before him. It was her idea I shoiil I do the Stourton 
job—that’s why she sent him to see me.” 

“I should have thought she’d have asked you to s‘e him.” 

“So should I, but it seems he had a queer idea le wanted to see 
me first without either of us knowing who the otlier was, so that if 
he didn’t like me the whole thing could be dropped .” 

“I see.” 

“Haven’t you ever noticed that for all his glib speech and ease of 
manner he’s really shy of meeting new people—in a rather odd way?” 

I said perhaps I had, and asked him how his own meeting had 
happened. 

“He didn’t have far to come—tlie library was only just across the 
river in Lambeth. Of course I took him for just an ordinary visitor. 
He first of all askexl at the counter if we had any illustrated books 
on English villages. It’s the sort of vague request you fairly often get 
from people, so I picked a few books off the shelves and left him at 
a table with them. Presently he handed them back with a few words 
of thanks, and out of politeness I then asked if he’d found what he’d 
been looking for. He said, well no, not exactly—he’d just tliought the 
pictures and photographs in some illustrated book might happen to 
include one of a place he’d once seen but had forgotten the name of. 
They hadn’t though, and it didn’t matter.” 

“You must have thought it curious.” 

“Yes, but the really curious thing was that I’d just written a short 
story based on a similar idea. He seemed quite interested when I 
told him this and we talked on for a while—then finally he starec^ 
round rather vaguely and said, T’m supposed to see a man who works 
here called Woburn.’ I said I was Woburn and he pretended to be 
surprised and pleased, but somehow I felt he had known all the 
time, though his pleasiue seemed genuine. He then said his wife had 
talked about me and thought I might do some cataloguing, and of 
course he had to say then who he was. I told him I’d be very glad, 
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and he said that was fine, he'd l^w; then he shook hands 

hurriedly and left." ^ ' 4 

*‘Did he let you know?" ^ 

“Not immediately. After a few weeks I 'wrote to him, because I 
really wanted the job if I could get it—I was only earning three 
pounds a week. Of course Fd found out all about him ii) the interval 
—about his Fleet Street interests—thaFs really why I sent him that 
short story Fd written, because I thought maybe he’d pass it on to 
one of his editors.” Woburn smiled. “He returned it a few days later, 
wdthout comment, but said I could begin the cataloguing any time 
I liked." 

“Tell me about tlie story.” 

“Oh, it was nothing much—just a rather feeble yarn about a Rus¬ 
sian soldier returning from the front after the Revolution.” 

“What happened to him?" 

“Nothing exciting. He just roamed about the country trying to find 
where he lived.” 

“Had he—had lie lost his memory?" 

“No, he was just a simple fellow—couldn’t read and write—all he 
could give was the name of the village and a description of it that 
might equally have applied to ten thousand other Russian villages. 
The government ojBBcials wouldn’t bother with him, because he 
couldn’t fill out the proper forms, so he just had to go on wandering 
vaguely about trying to find the place." 

“And did he—eventually?” 

“He was run over by a train and carried to a neighboring village 
where he died without knowing that it actually was the one he’d been 
looking for . . . of course you might have guessed that." 

“Having read Gogol and Chekhov, I think I might." 

“I know, it was just an imitation. I haven’t any real originality- 
only a technique. 1 suppose Rainier realized that. So Fd better stick 
to the catalogues." 

It seemed to me a courageous, but also a rather desolate thing for 
a young writer to admit. 

“Why not try the biography, if they give you the chance?" 

“I might, but I doubt if it would work out. You can’t be sure they’d 
really want anyone to be impartial. That’s why it’s an aflfectation of 
Rainier’s to run down his ancestors. A sort of inverted snobbery put 
on to impress people because the direct kind isn’t fashionable any 
more. . . . Mind you, I like him immensely'* 

“And her?" 

“Oh,she’s marvelous, isn’t she? The way she can remember dozens 
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of names when she introduces people. . . I remembered Rainier 
had once commented on that too. But Woburn added: ‘‘Rather a 
mistake, though, in English life—never to make a mist ike. Like know¬ 
ing too much—such as the names of all the states in America. Stamps 
one as a bit of an outsider.” 

“You seem to have sized things up prett}^ well.” 

“Probably because I am an outsider.” 

“So am I. So are most of the people who come f ;re. So are half 
the names in Debrett. Come to think about it, th t's one healthy 
symptom of English so-called society—its inside is 1 11 of outsiders.” 

“I suppose the Rainiers are outsiders—in a sense.” 

“Well, they haven’t a title, but that makes no diH ^rcnce. Owning 
Stourton’s almost a title in itself.” 

“Yes, it’s a wonderful place. There’s an odd atmosphere here, 
though, don’t you tliink?” 

“Do you think so?” 

“You don't know everything, you don’t know everything—that’s 
what the place seems to say.” 

“Maybe those ghosts of Negroes and little children?” 

“They haven’t got any children, have they?” 

“No.’’ 

“Did they ever have?” 

“I don’t know. One somehow doesn’t get to know things like that.” 

“Do you think they’re happy?” 

Before I could attempt an answer we both turned sharply to sec 
Sheldon carrying in a tray with siphon, glasses, and whiskey de¬ 
canter. “I thought perhaps you two gentlemen might like to help 
yourselves, either now or later.” Without offering to .serve us he 
placed the tray on a table and walked out of the room, pausing at 
the door to deliver a quizzical good night. 

We returned the salutation and then, as soon as the door closed, 
looked at each other rather uneasily. “I didn’t hear him come in,” 
said Woburn, after a pause. “He didn’t knock.” 

“Good servants don’t—except at bedroom doors.” 

“Oh? I don’t know things like that. My mother never had a 
servant.” 

. “Now who’s being an inverted snob? My mother had one servant, 
whom we called the skivvy. That sets us both pretty equal so far as 
Stourton’s concerned.” 

“You probably went to a good school, though.” 

1 mentioned the name of my school and agreed that it was gen- 
* erally considered fairly good. “As good as Netherton, which is'Vhere 
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Rainier went. Anyhow, from a social angle, the main thing is the 
accent—which you and I both seem to have. Nobody’s going to ask 
us where we picked it up.” 

“I don’t mind if they do. I was at a board school up to the age of 
twelve—then I won a scholarship to a suburban grammar school. I 
took a London degree last year, working in the evenings. I never 
try to conceal the truth.” 

‘^Conceal it? I should think you’d boast about it.” 

"I suppose that’s really what I am doing. Will you have a drink?” 

‘Tes, please.” 

He began to mix them and presently, while working off a certain 
embarrassment, added: “How does that fellow Sheldon strike you?” 

I said I thought he was the kind of person one could avoid a deci¬ 
sion about by calling him a character. “Maybe the keeper of the fam¬ 
ily skeleton,” I added. 

“No—because if there were one. Rainier would take a perverse 
delight in dragging it out of the cupboard for everyone to stare at.” 

We laughed and agreed that that might well be so. 

It was past eleven before we yawned our way upstairs. When 1 
reached my room I found it full of cool air and moonlight; in the 
■vagrant play of moving curtain shadows I did not at first see Rainier 
sitting by the window in an armchair. He spoke as I approached: 
“Don’t let me scare you—I’m only admiring yoiu: view. It’s exactly 
the same as mine, so that isn’t much of an excuse. . . . How did you 
and Woburn get along?” 

“Quite well. I like him. An intelligent young fellow.” 

“Spoken with all the superiority of thirty to twenty?” 

“No, I don’t think so. I do like him, anyhow.” 

“He’s my wife’s proteg^. She wants to see him get on in the world- 
made me root him out of a municipal library to do this card-indexing 
job. . . . Yes, he might go far, as they say, if there’s anywhere far 
to go these days.” 

“That’s the trouble, and he probably realizes it as much as we do,” 

“Well, we can’t change the world for him, but it’s nice to have him 
around—company for Helen, if nothing else. I like him too, for that 
matter. I like most boys of his age—and of your age. Wish I had an 
army of ’em.” 

“What would you do with an army of them?” 

“Something better, I hope, than have them catalogue books or 
write biographies of my ancestors.” He read my thoughts enough to 
continue: “I daresay you’re rather surprised at my lack of enthusiasm 
for the* family tree. That may be because I didn’t have a very satis- 



random harvest 


^45 


factory home life. When I was a small boy my father was just some¬ 
thing distant and booming and Olympian—a bit of a bully in the 
bouse, or at least a bit of a Bultitude (if you reinember your Vice- 
Versa)—dU of which made it fortunate for the famil ' that he wasn’t 
much in the home at all. My mother died when I wr* > ten.” 

‘"But you liked her?” 

'‘I loved her very dearly. She was a delicate, st ft-voiced, kind- 
hearted, sunny-minded, but rather helpless woman -but then most 
women would have been helpless against my father He loved her, 
I’ve no doubt, in his own possessive way. Perhaps less loving and 
more thoughtful husband would have sent her to a warmer climate 
during the winters, but my father wasn’t though ‘ ful—at best his 
thoughtlessness became comradely, as when he insist ^d on taking her 
for brisk walks over the hills on January days. It vas a cherished 
saying of his that fresh air would blow the cobwebs o \t of your lungs. 
It also blew the life out of my mothers lungs, for it was after one 
of those terrible walks, during which she gasped and panted while 
my father shouted Whitmanesque encouragement, that she called 
in Sanderstead, our local doctor, who diagnosed t.l). My father was 
appalled from that moment and spent a small fortune on all kinds of 
cures, but it was too late—she died within the year, and my father, 
1 have since felt, promptly did something about her in his mind that 
corresponded to winding up or writing off or some other operation 
that happens even in the best financial circles.” 

He suddenly stood up and moved to the open window, staring out 
as if facing something that challenged him. “Those are the hills where 
he made her walk. You can see the line of them against the sky.” 
Then he turned abruptly and said he was sure I was tired and would 
want to go to bed. 

I assured him I wasn’t sleepy at all. 

“But you came in yawning.” 

“Maybe, but I’m wide-awake now. The breeze is so fresh. . . .You 
must have hated your father.” 

He answered slowly: “Yes, I suppose 1 did. Freud would say so, 
anyhow. But of course when I was a boy and even up to my under¬ 
graduate days people only admitted the politer emotions.” 

“The war changed all that.” 

’ “Yes, indeed, ‘and so many other things too.” 

He was silent for a moment; then I went on; “You once told me 
about a certain day, sometime after the war ended, when you found 
yourself on a park seat in Liverpool.” 

“When did I tell you tliat?” He controlled a momentary ^arm, 
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then added with a smile: ‘‘Ah, yes, I remember—in your rooms at 
St. Swithins. Tm always garrulous after public speeches. . . . Well, 
if I told you, you know. That s how it was. And don’t ask me about 
anything before the park seat because I can't answer.” 

“But how about after the park seat?” 

He seemed relieved. **After? Oh, I can stand any amount of cross- 
examination there—Tm on safe ground from about noon on Decem¬ 
ber 27, 1919.” 

‘T wish you'd begin your story tliere, then, and bring it up to date.” 

“But there is no story—except my life story.” 

“That’s what I’d like to hear.” 

“How 1 Made Good? From Park Seat to Piu-hament?” 

“If you hke to call it that.” 

He laughed. “It’s mostly a lot of sordid business details and family 
squabbles. You don’t know the family, either.” 

“All the same, I wish you’d tell me. The effort of setting it all out 
might even helj^ you towards the other memory—if you’re still anx¬ 
ious for it.” 

I could see the response to that in liis eyes as he entered the light 
again. 

“So you really think memory’s like an athlete—keep it in training- 
take it for cross-country runs? H’m, might be something in the idea. 
When do we start?” 

“Now, if you’re not too sleepy. I’m not. ... Go back to that park 
seat in Liverpool.” 

“But I told you about that once.” 

“Tell me again. And then go on.” 

So he began, and as it makes a fairly long story, it goes better in 
the third person. 



PART TWO 


He found himself lying on that park seat. He had pened his eyes 
to see clouds and drenched trees, and to feel the drt ps splashing on 
his face. After a while his position began to seem moi * and more odd, 
so he raised himself to a sitting angle, and was iinme liately aware of 
sodden clothes, stiff limbs, a terrific headache, and i man stooping 
over him. His first thought was that he must have been drunk the 
night before, but he soon rejected it, partly because he could not 
remember the night before at all, partly because he somehow did 
not think he was the sort of young man to have had tliat sort of night, 
Imt chiefly because of a growing interest in what the man stooping 
over him was saying. It was a kind of muttered cho) us—'That s right, 
mister—take it easy. Didn’t ’ardly touch yer—it was the wet roadway, 
you sort o' slipped. Cheer up, mister, no bones broke—you’ll be all 
right—wouldn’t leave you ’ere, 1 wouldn’t, if I didn t know you’d be 
all right. . , 

Presently, suggested by the muttered chorus and supported by the 
fact that his clothes were not only sopping wet but also muddied and 
torn, another h)'|)othesis occurred to him—that he had been run down 
by a car whose driver had brought him into the park and was now 
leaving him there. 

But where? His brain refused an answer, and when pressed of¬ 
fered a jumble of memories connected only with war—shellfire for 
headaches, a smashed leg for stiffness, no man’s land for all the mud 
and rain in the world. 

He stood up, feeling dizzy, swayed and almost fell. The man had 
gone, was now nowhere to be seen. Then he noticed he had been 
lying down on sheets of newspaper. He stooped to peel one off the 
seat, hoping it might afford some clue, but the top of the page that 
would have contained a name and date was an unreadable mush, 
and the rest wa*s rapidly softening under the heavy rain. He peered 
at it, nevertheless, searching for some helpful word or phrase before 
the final disintegration. Most of the letterpress seemed to be news 
about floods and flood damage—rescues from swollen rivers, people 
^ stranded in upper floors, rowboats in streets, and so on. 

I 
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Then suddenly his eyes caught a paragraph headed “Rainier Still 
in Germany”—one of those mock-cheerful items that tired sub-editors 
put in to fill an odd corner—something about soaked holiday crowds 
taking comfort from the thought that somebody somewhere was far¬ 
ing even worse. 

Now it is curious how ones own name, or the name of one's home, 
or a word like “c:ancer,” will sometimes leap out of a page as if it 
were printed in red ink. It was like that for the young man as he 
staggered through the deserted park towards a gate he could see in 
the distance. Rainier Still in Germany—Rainier Still in Germany. It 
was a challenge, something he had to answer; and the answer came. 

Impossible—Vm here, reading a newspaper, and the newspaper's in 
English—therefore this can’t be Germany.” 

Presently he passed through the park gate into a busy thorough¬ 
fare. A tram came along, mud-splashed to its upper windows and 
sluicing swathes of water from the rails to the gutters. It was diflBcult 
to see through the spray of mud and rain, but on the side of the 
tram as it passed by he could just read the inscription—“Liverj)ool 
City Corporation.” 

He walked along by the high railings till the park came to an end 
and shops began. Meanwhile he had been feeling in his pockets, find¬ 
ing money—coins and several treasury notes, amounting in all to over 
four pounds. Reaching a news agent’s shop he went inside and asked 
for a paper. 

*'Post or Courier, sir?” 

“Doesn’t matter.” 

A paper was handed over. “Looks like you’ve had a fall, sir? Ter¬ 
ribly slippery after all this rain. . . . Like me to give you a bit of a 
brush?” 

“Er . . . thanks.” 

“Why, you’re wet through-if 1 was you I’d get home and to bed 
as quick as I could. Like me to get you a cab?” 

“No, that wouldn’t help, I don’t live here. But if there’s a tailor 
netirabouts—” 

“Two doors ahead, sir. He’ll fix you up. Say 1 sent you.” 

“Thanks.” 

He walked out, glancing at the paper as he did so. He saw that 
the date was December 27, 1919. 

So now he knew three important tilings: Who, Where, and When. 

Two hours later Charles Rainier was in a train to London. He had 
had a hot bath and a meal; his clothes did not fit \\jell, but were dry; 
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and after a lightning headache-cure across a chemists counter he 
felt somewhat drowsily relieved. 

Beside him were several more newspapers and n agazines. As it 
was the end of December, some contained resumes >f the events of 
1919; and these at first he had found very astonishinBiggest of all 
surprises was to find that the war had been over 1 )r more than a 
year and had ended in complete victory for the Alii* s; this was sur¬ 
prising because his last recollected idea on the subje* t had been that 
the Allies were just as likely to lose. But that dated 1 ack to a certain 
night in 1917 when he lay in a shell hole near Arri half delirious 
with the pain of a smashed leg, watching shell afte shell dig other 
holes round about him, until finally one came that sc’ med to connect 
])y a long dark throbbing corridor with his headache that morning. 

Charles arrived in London towards dusk, in time m catch the last 
train that would get him to Stoiirton that night. The train was late 
in reaching Fiveoaks, which is the station for Stourton, and tliree 
miles away from it, as anyone knows who has ever leceived a letter 
on Stourton notepaper. From Fiveoaks he walked, because all the 
cabs were taken before he reached the station yard, and also because 
he hoped the cold air might clear that still-surviving headache. He 
was glad they were putting out the lamps as he gave up his ticket 
at the barrier, so that the collector did not recognize) him. 

He realized that his return was bound to come as a shock, and he 
hardly knew what reason he could give anyone for his long and pe¬ 
culiar absence; he hardly knew yet what reason he could give him¬ 
self. He was puzzled, too, by an absence of joy in his heart at the 
prospect of home and familiar faces; more than by any excitement 
he was possessed by a deep and unutterable numbness of spirit, a 
numbness so far witliout pain yet full of the hint of pain withdrawn 
and waiting. 

Presently he turned off the main road. He remembered that turn, 
and the curve of the secondary road over the hill to the point where 
suddenly, in dayh'ght, the visitor caught his first glimpse of the house. 
Often, as a boy, he had met such visitors at Fiveoaks, hoping that 
when they reached that particular point of the drive they would not 
be so immersed in conversation as to miss the view. 

^ Now when he came to the view there was nothing to see, nothing 
to hear but an owl hooting, nothing to feel but the raw air blowing 
from the uplands. 

He was glad he had sent no wire to tell them of his arrival. He had 
refrained because he felt the shock might be greater that way than 
y if he were to see Sheldon first, and also because he hardly kne^ how 
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much or how little to say in a wire; but now he perceived another 
advantage in not having sent any message—it preserved for a few 
extra minutes the curious halfway comfortableness of being alive 
only in the first person singular. 

Towards midnight he reached the wrought-iron gates of the main 
entrance; they were closed and locked, of course, but there was a 
glow in one of the adjacent windows, and as he approached the small 
square-built lodge a gap in a curtain revealed a lighted Christmas 
tree. Odd, because he remembered Parsloe as a tight-fisted bachelor 
unlikely to spend money on that sort of tiling—unless, of course, he 
had married in the interval; but that was odder still to contemplate— 
Paisloe married! 

It was not Parsloe, however, who opened the door to his persistent 
ringing, but a half-dressed stranger—middle-aged, suspicious, chal- 
lenging. 

‘‘Well, young man?” 

“Td like to gojip to the house, if yoirll let me through.” 

“We don’t admit anyone, not without you give your name and 
business.” 

“I know, but you see . . He hesitated, realizing the difficulties 
ahead—his story, told cold with no corroborations, would sound 
sheerly incredible. Eventually he added, rather weakly: “If Parsloe 
were here, he’d know me.” 

“Maybe he would, but he ain’t here—having been dead these fif¬ 
teen months. You’d better be off, sir, dragging people out of bed at 
this hour.” 

The “sir” was some progress anyway; a social acknowledgment 
that, drunk or sober, honest or fraudulent, at least one had the right 
accent. 

“Perhaps I could see Sheldon, then—” 

“You can’t disturb Mr. Sheldon either-especially now.” 

“You mean there’s a party?” (Of course there would be—there 
were always big parties at Stourton through Christmas and New 
Year.) 

Suddenly the question: “You wouldn’t be Dr. Astley, by any 
chance?” 

Charles was about to ask who Dr. Astley was when he thought 
better of it and replied hastily, perhaps too hastily: “Yes, that’s who 
I am.” 

But the lodgekeeper was still suspicious. Moving over to a tele¬ 
phone just inside the door, he wound up the instrument, listened, 
then btgan muttering something inaudible. Afterwards he turned to 
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beckon Charles inside. “Mr. Sheldon says he'd like a word with you 
first, sir.” 

“Certainly. Til be glad of one with him, too.” 

Good old Sheldon-taking no chances. The voice 1 1 the other end 
was impersonally wary. “Dr. Astley? Have you come alone?” 

No need to say anything but: “Sheldon, it isn't I>r. Astley—who¬ 
ever he is. It's Charles—you know, Charles*' 

"'Charles?** 

“Charles who was. . . . Oh, God, I don't want to hi ve to go into all 
that, but remember the Left-Handed Room? . . . That Charles.” 

“Mr. Charles?” 

“Ycs-YesI” 

I.ong pause. Then: “I'll—Til come along—immedia ely—if—if you'll 
wait there—for me.’' 

“Good—but first of all say something to tliis fellow —he thinks I'm 
a fake. Don't tell him anything—just say it’s all right. 

He handed the receiver to the lodgekeeper, who took it, listened 
a moment, then hung up with more puzzlement than satisfaction. 
“Well, sir, you'd better wait here, seeing as how Mr. Sheldon says so.” 

“Thanks. And please understand that I don't blame you in the 
least. One can't be too careful.” 

Somewhat mollified, the man brought forward ii chair, then ac¬ 
cepted a cigarette that Charles proffered. “Marsh is my name, sir. 
If you’re a friend of the family, you'll know of course there's no 
parties this year on account of old Mr. Rainier being ill.” 

'Til? No, I—er—I didn’t know that.” 

‘That's why I thought you might be Dr. Astley, He’s a London 
doctor tliey're expecting.” 

“But what about Sanderstead?” 

“Dr. Sanderstead wanted to consult with Dr. Astley, sir.” 

“Sounds serious.” 

“Yes, sir, I’m afraid so. Of course he’s an old man, getting to be. 
It's his heart.” 

“Where’s the family?” 

“They’re all here, sir, except Mrs. Jill and Mr. Julian.” 

“Where are tliey?” 

. “On their way back from abroad, 1 think, sir.” 

Strange to be edging one’s way into such realizations. The sick 
man was his father, and yet, somehow, the springs of his emotion 
were dried up, could offer nothing in response to the news but an 
intensification of that feeling of numbness. He went on smoking 
thoughtfully. Really, when he came to think of it, Sheldon the 
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person he came nearest to any warm desire to see. . . . Marsh c^^n- 
tinned after a pause: "T could get you a nip of something, sir, if you 
wanted. It’ll take Mr. Sheldon twenty minutes at least to come down 
—all the cars are locked up, and it’s a good mile to walk.” 

(As if he didn’t know it was a good mile to walk!) He answered: 
*‘That’s not a bad idea.” 

Marsh went to an adjoining room and came back with two stiff 
drinks. ‘'Thought you looked a bit pale, sir, that’s why I suggested it.” 

**Do I look pale?” 

“Just a bit, sir. Or maybe it’s the light.” 

Charles walked over to a near-by mirror and stood for a moment 
examining himself. Yes—there was a queer look; one could call it 
pallor, for want of an exacter word. Actually, he felt overwhelmingly 
tired, tired after the long and troubled journey, tired after that 
knock on the head in the early morning, tired after something else 
that was difficult—impossible—to analyze. He sipped the whiskey 
and relaxed as he felt it warming him. “By the way, Marsh—it’s some 
time since I was here last . . . any particular changes? You told me 
of one of them just now, for instance—Parsloe dead. Anything else?” 

“You mean among the staff, sir? I’ve only been here fifteen 
months.” 

“Well, the staff or—oh, anything.” He hardly liked to ask direct 
questions. 

“There’s been a few changes in the house, sir—maybe you’ll notice. 
Mr. Rainier pulled down the old billiard room and built two new 
ones.” 

**Two new billiard rooms? Good God!” 

“Well, one of them isn’t much used. There’s just a table in it, in 
case anyone wants to play. And of course since Mr. Rainier took 
ill-” 

“He’s been ill a long time?” 

“Six months, sir, just about. Sort of gradual, it’s been . . .” 

And so on; so that when, eventually, the knock came at the door 
and Marsh opened it, recognition was silent, tight-lipped, almost 
wordless till they were alone together. Just “Hello, Sheldon”—and 
“Good evening!” 

Leaving Marsh more puzzled than before, they <tumed into the 
darkness of the long curving drive. Out of earshot Charles stopped 
a moment, feeling for the other’s hand and shaking it rather clumsily. 

“Sorry to be sentimental, Sheldon, but that’s how glad I am to see 
you. Matter of fact, it’s too dark to see you, but I’ve a feeling you 
look exactly the same.” j 
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‘ 1 —I can t quite collect myself yet, Mr. Charles-' but—I—Td like 
to be the first to—to congratulate you!” 

'^Thanks—though I don’t know whether congratuh tion s quite the 
word.” 

“Its so—extraordinary—to have you back with u . I can hardly 
believe it—” 

“Neither can I, Sheldon, so don’t press me for deta Is. All I can tell 
you is that I was in Liveipool this morning—and don’? ask why Liver¬ 
pool, because I don’t know any more than you. But 1 l ad some money 
as well as the devil of a headache from having ben run down by 
a car, maybe . . . that’s all the evidence, so help me < a)d. Before that 
I can’t remember a thing since—since all sorts of thir gs I don’t want 
to remember—the war—lying between the lines witl shells bursting 
. . . years ago, I realize. There’s a sort of dark corridor between then 
and this morning—don’t ask me about that, either. What you and 
IVe got to decide now is how to go about the job of reintroducing 
me, as it were. . . . Any ideas?” 

“If you’ll give me a little time, Mr. Charles—I’m still rather—” 

“I know—bumfoozled is the word old Sarah used to use.” 

“Fancy you remembering that.” 

“What's happened to her?” 

“She’s still living in the village. Of course she’s veiy feeble.” 

“Poor old girl. . . . And too bad about Parsloe—how did that hap¬ 
pen?” 

“Pneumonia after tlie flu. Very suddtm. We had quite an epidemic 
about a year ago.” 

“The new man seems all right.” 

“Marsh? Oh yes. Used to be one of the gardeners.” 

“Don’t remember him. . . . God, what are we gossiping like this 
for?” 

“Just what 1 was thinking, sir, because there are more important 
things I must tell you about. I’m afraid you’ll find the house in a 
rather disturbed condition—” 

“I know. I realize I couldn’t have turned up at a more awkward 
moment—in some ways. Much rather have come when it’s quiet— 
nobody here—” 

• “You mean the family?” 

“Well yes—bit of a problem, how to let them know.” 
have to face it, sir.” 

'They have to face it, you mean.” 

“Naturally they’ll be delighted to see you once they get over the— 
^the surprise,” ^ ^ 
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'‘The surprise of finding Tm still alive?” 

"Well, after such an interval, and with no news—” 

"I know. For Gods sake don’t think I’m blaming anybody.” 

"May I say, sir, speaking for myself—” 

“I know, I know, and Tm grateful—think it was marvelous the 
way you kept your head in front of Marsh. Of course he’ll have to 
know soon, like everybody else, but I was glad you postponed the— 
er—the sensation. Funny . . . when I wanted to say something over 
the telephone that would make you know I was genuine and yet 
wouldn’t mean a thing to him, the only thing I could think of was the 
Left-Handed Room—remember how we used to call it that because 
the door opened the other way?” 

"You remember those days very clearly, sir.” 

"So clearly it’s like—like headlamps along a road on a dark night. 
Too clearly, that is—everything a bit out of focus. It’ll aU come right, 
I daresay.” 

"I hope so, sir,” 

"Well, let’s not talk about it. . . . We’ve got this other problem 
to settle, and my suggestion is what we always used to say when we 
were kids—leave it to Sheldon.” 

"I was about to suggest tliat too.” 

"Well, go ahead—any way you like. And in the meantime if you’ll 
find me a bedroom that’s a bit off the map I’ll get a good night’s 
sleep before making my bow at the breakfast table.” 

"I’m afraid—er—Mr. Rainier doesn’t come down to breakfast now¬ 
adays.” 

"I know, Marsh said he was ill. I’m sorry. You’d better go easy 
when you tell him—the shock, I mean.” He caught Sheldon’s glance 
and interpreted it. "Don’t worry about me, Sheldon—I know you’re 
thinking I’m not behaving according to formula, but I can’t help it— 
I’m too dead tired to face any reimions tonight.” 

After a pause Sheldon answered: "I doubt if there is any formula 
for what you must be feeling, Mr. Charles. I could give you a bed 
in my own apartments if that would suit.” 

"Excellent. . . . Thank heaven something’s settled. . . . Been hav¬ 
ing decent weather here lately?” 

“Fairly, sir, for fhe time of the year. I noticed the.barometer’s ris-r 
ing.” 

"Good. It was raining in Liverpool this morning.” 

He slept a heavy troubled sleep, full of dreams he could not clar¬ 
ify, biS wliich left him vaguely restless, unsatisfiejl. December sun 
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light waked him by pouring onto his bed; he stared round, wonder¬ 
ing where he was, then remembering. But he couLl not recognize 
the room—somewhere in the servants' wing, he supposed, and he 
confirmed this by leaning up to the window. The < entral block of 
Stourton faced him grandly across the courtyard—th Te was the ter¬ 
race, the big curving windows of the dining room, the East Wing 
with its corner turret. The spectacle found and fitte 1 into a groove 
of his mind—somehow like seeing a well-known pla e and deciding 
it was reasonably like its picture postcards. . . . He vas still musing 
when Sheldon came ia with a tray. 

‘'Good morning, Mr. Charles. 1 brought you some ea.” 

“Thanks.” 

“The biu*ometer s still rising. Did you sleep well?’ 

‘Pretty well. What time is it?” 

“Eight o'clock. The family usually begin to come down about nine, 
but perhaps tliis morning—we stayed up rather latc\ you see ... on 
the other hand, they may be anxious. . . 

“I understand. You can't ever be certain how people will react, 
can you?” 

“No, sir.” 

“You should have brought an extra cup for yourse lf. Sit down and 
tell me all about it. What time did you go to bed? You look fagged 
out.” 

“To tell you the truth, I haven't been to bed at all. There were 
so many things to do —1 had to talk to Dr. Sanderstead—and then your 
c'lothes—you d hardly wish to wear them again, I think.” 

“No?” 

“I took the liberty of borrowing a suit from Mr. Chetwynd—” 

“Look here, never mind about all tfiat—let's have first things first. 
You told them all?” 

“Not your father, sir—but 1 told the others.” 

“How did they take it?” 

“They were naturally surprised—in fact they could hardly believe 
me at first.” 

“And then?” 

“Well, I suppose they did believe me—eventually. Ihey expect 
th see you at breakfast.” 

“Good . . . but you say you haven't yet told my father?” 

“That was why I went to see Dr. Sanderstead—to ask his advice.” 

“Ah yes, of course. You always think of the sensible things, Shel- 
^don.” 

“He was rather ^troubled about the danger of giving the old gen- 
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tleman a shock—he says he’d like to have a talk vv^ith you about it 
first.” 

“All right, if he says so,” 

“I also took the liberty of telephoning to Mr. Truslove.”' 

“Truslove?” 

“It seemed to me that—er—he ought to be informed also, as soon 
as possible.” 

“Well, maybe tliat’s sensible too, though it hadn’t occurred to me. 

. . . How about a bath?” 

“Already waiting for you—if you’ll follow me.” 

“What about the servants, if I meet any of them?” 

“They don’t know yet, except Wilson and Lucas —1 shall call the 
others together during the morning and tell them. And Mr. Truslove 
will be here for lunch—along with Dr. Sanderstcad and Dr. Astley 
from London.” 

By that time they were at the door of the bathroom. “Quite ele¬ 
gant, Sheldon-mew since I was here, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“From which I gather the family income' remains—er—not so bad?” 

A wrinkled smile. “Like the barometer, sir—still rising. . . .” 

He bathed, smoked a cigarette, and put on the clothes Sheldon 
had laid out for him. Brown tweeds—Chet had always favored them, 
and they fitted pretty well—as children he and Chet could generally 
wear each other’s suits. And a Netherton tie—trust Sheldon to think 
of details. Netherton; and a whole cloud of memories assailed him 
suddenly: strapping on cricket pads in front of the pavilion; straw¬ 
berries and cream in the tuckshop; the sunlight slanting into the 
chapel during Sunday services; hot cocoa steaming over the study 
gas ring in wintertime; the smell of mud and human bodies in a 
Rugby scrum. . . . Netherton. And then Cambridge. And then the 
cadet school. And then France. And then . . . the full stop. . . . He 
controlled himself, leading his thoughts back from the barrier, gently 
insinuating them into the immediate future. He found he could best 
do this by adopting a note of sardonic self-urging: come along— 
trousers, waistcoat, tie, shoes, coat—button up for the great family 
reunion. “All aboard for the Skylark”—which set him recollecting holi¬ 
days with his mother as a small boy—never with his father; his fathe^r 
had always been too busy. They used to rent a house at Brighton, in 
Regency Square, taking servants with them—Miss Ponsonby and a 
maid named Florrie, and every morning they would walk along the 
front jjot quite as far as Portslade, turning back so inevitably that^ 
Portslade became for him a sort of mysterious pl^e beyond human 
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access—until, one afternoon while his mother was having a nap, he 
escaped from the house and reached Portslade a daur tless but some¬ 
what disappointed explorer. 

‘1 hope the clothes will do for the time being, Mr. < Charles.” 

‘Tine—just a bit loose in front. Chet must be putt ag on weight.'" 

“Til have a talk with Mr. Masters sometime today. \ [e has your old 
measurements, but it might be safer to have him v sit you again." 

“Much safer, Tm sure. You think Tve changed a lo^ Sheldon?" 

“Not in appearance, sir. You look very fit." 

‘And yet there is a difference?” 

“In your manner, perhaps. But that's natural. It’s nei-vous strain 
one can well understand after all you’ve been throug i." 

“I’d understand it better if I knew what I have bo n through. But 
never mind that. Time for breakfast.” 

He walked across the courtyard, entering tlie house from the ter¬ 
race. No one had yet appeared; the usual new-lit fire was burning, 
the usual blue flames distilling a whiff of methylated spirit from 
under the copper dishes. The Morning Post and Times on the little 
table. A cat on the hearthrug—a new cat, who looked up indifferently 
and then resumed a comprehensive toilet. Wilson was standing by 
the dishes, trying hard to behave as if the return of a long-lost son 
were one of the ordinary events of an English household. 

‘"Good morning, Mr. Charles." 

“Morning, Wilson." 

“What can I get you, sir? Some kedgeree—or ham and eggs—kipper 
-kidneys—” 

“Suppose I have a look." 

He eased a little of his embarrassment by the act of serving him¬ 
self. He knew Wilson must be staring at him all the time. As he 
carried his plate back to the table he said: “Well, it’s good to be 
back.” It was a remark without meaning—a tribute to a convention 
that did not perfectly fit, like Chetwynd’s clothes, but would do for 
the time being. 

“Yes, indeed, sir. Very glad to see you again." 

“Thanks." And he opened the Times, the dry and crinkly pages 
engaging another memory. “You still warm the paper in front of the 
Ifre, Wilson?" • 

“Yes, sir. I always had to when Mr. Rainier used to come down— 
it*s got to be a sort of habit, I suppose." 

“Queer how one always associates big things with little things. I 
^get the whole picture of my childhood from the smell of pasted 
printers* ink." » 
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“Yes, sir.” 

He ate his ham and eggs, scanning tlie inside news page. Trouble 
in Europe~the usual Balkan mix-up. Trouble in Ireland, and that 
was usual too—British officers assassinated. Not much of a paper after 
the holiday—never was. The usual chatty leader about Christmas, 
full of Latin quotations and schoolmasterly facetiousness—dear old 
Times, A long letter from somebody advocating simplified spelling 
—God, were they still at that? Now that the war was over, it seemed 
both reassuring and somehow disappointing that England had 
picked up so many old tlireads and was weavmg them into the same 
pattern. 

Then Chetwynd, eldest of the brothers, begim the procession. 

“Hello, old chap, how are you?” 

(What a thing to sayl But still, what else?) 

(Miss Ponsonby, his old governess, had once adjured him: When 
people say “How are you?” the correct answer is “How are t/ot/P” 
If you tell them how you are, you show yourself a person of inferior 
breeding. . . . “But suppose. Miss Ponsonby,” he had once asked, 
“you really tvant to know how somebody else is, mustn’t they ever 
teU you?”) 

However, he answered: “Hello, Chet. How are you?'* 

‘"Want you to meet my wife, Lydia. . . . Lydia . . . this is 
Charlie.” 

An oversized good-looking woman with small, rather hostile eyes. 

And then Julia, plumper than when he had seen her last, but still 
the same leathery scarecrow—red-complexioned, full of stiff outdoor 
heartiness. 

“Hel/o, Charles! Sheldon told us all about it, and it’s just too won¬ 
derful. I can’t tell you how—” 

But then, as he kissed her, the fire went out like a damp match 
and they neither of them knew what to say to each other. He and 
Chet almost coUided in their eagerness to serve her with food; Chet 
beat him to it; he slipped back into his chair. 

“Kidneys, Julia?” 

“Only scrambled eggs, please, Chet.” 

“Not even a little piece of bacon?” 

“No, really, Chet.” 

“Any news of Father this morning?” 

“I saw one of the nurses as I came down—she said he’d had a fairly 
good night and was about the same.” 

“Oh good. . . . Quite sure about the bacon, Julia?” 

“Quite sure.” 
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“Charles, what about you while Vm here? You don t seem to have 
much on your plate.” 

“Nothing more for me, thanks.” 

'Well, must be my turn then, and I don t mind admitting Tm 
hungry. Thrilling events always take me that way. . . . Too bad 
Father s ill—we'd have had a party or something to c< lebrate.” 

“Tm sorry he’s ill, but not for that reason, I assure > ou.” 

“No? Well. . .” Chet came to the table with liis p ite, having de¬ 
liberately delayed at the sideboard till he heard the ^ oices of others 
approaching. Now he looked up as if in surprise. “M irning, George. 

. . . Morning, Bridget.* . . 

George, a nervous smile on his plump mustache*, face; Bridget, 
the youngest of the family, sweet and shy, always ready to smile 
if you looked at her or she thought yon were likely to look at her. 
George’s wife Vera, and Julia’s husband ... an introduction neces¬ 
sary here—“Charles, this is Dick Fontwell”—“Ahdedoo, ahdedoo”--a 
tall, long-nosed fellow who threw all his embarrassment into a fierce 
handshake. 

Breakfast at Stourton was a hard meal at the best of times, only 
mitigated by ramparts of newspapers and unwritten permission to 
be as morose as one wished. But this morning they all felt that such 
normal behavior must be reversed—everybody had to talk and go on 
talking. Charles guessed that they were all feeling as uncomfortable 
as he, with the additional drawback of having had less sleep. During 
the interchange of meaningless remarks about the weather, the 
news in the paper, Christmas, and so on, he meditated a little speech 
which he presently made to them when Wilson had left to bring in 
more coffee. 

He began, clearing his throat to secure an audience: “Er . • . I 
really do feel I owe you all sorts of explanations, but the fact is, this 
whole business of coming back here is in many ways as big a mystery 
to me as it must be to you—I suppose loss of memory’s like that—but 
what I do want to tell you is that in spite of all the mystery I’m a 
perfectly normal person so far as everyday things are concerned— 
Tm not ill, you don’t have to be afraid of me or treat me with any 
special consideration. ... So just carry on here as usual—I’m anxious 
not to cause any additional upset at a moment when we’re all of us 
bound to be upset anyhow.” 

He hoped that was a helpful thing to have said, but for a moment 
after he had finished speaking he caught some of their eyes and 
wondered if it had been wise to say anything at all. Then Bridget 
►leaned over and touched his hand. ^ 
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“That*s all right, Charles.” 

Chet called out huskily from the far end of the table: “Quite un¬ 
derstand, old chap. We’re all more pleased than we can say, God 
bless. Of course with the old man being ill we can’t exactly kill the 
fatted calf, but—but—” 

“I’ll consider it killed,” he interrupted, just as Wilson arrived with 
more coffee. They all smiled or laughed, and the situation seemed 
eased. 

Dr. Sanderstead had been expected for lunch, but he arrived a 
good deal earlier, along with Dr. Astley. Sanderstead was a wordy, 
elderly, fairly eflRcient general practitioner who could still make a 
good living out of his private patients, leaving a more efficient junior 
partner to take care of the rest. He had been the Stourton doctor 
ever since the family were children. Accompanied by the London 
heart specialist, whose herringbone tweeds for a country visit were 
almost too formally informal, he spent over an hour in the sickroom, 
after which Astley left and gave him a chance to talk to Charles 
alone. 

They shook hands gravely, then at the doctor’s suggestion began 
walking in the garden. Five minutes were occupied by a seesaw of 
congratulations, expressions of pleasure, thanks, and acknowledg¬ 
ments. Charles became more and more silent as these proceeded, 
eventually leading to a blank pause which Sanderstead broke by 
exclaiming; “Don’t be afraid I’m going to ask you questions—none 
of my business, anyhow. Sheldon told me all that you told him—it’s 
a very peculiar case, and I know very little about such things. 
There are some who claim to, and if you wished to consult—” 

“At the moment, no.” 

“Well, I don’t blame you—get settled down first, not a bad idea. 
AU the same, though, if ever you want—” 

“That’s very kind of you, but I’d rather you tell me soihething about 
my father.” 

“I was coming to that. I’m afraid he's quite ill.” 

They walked on a little way in silence; then Sanderstead contin¬ 
ued: “I’m sure the first thing you wished to do on coming back to us 
in this--er—remarkable way was to see him, and for that reason I’m 
grateful to you for deferring the matter at my request.” 

Charles did not think there was any particular cause for gratitude. 
He said: “TeD me frankly how things are.” 

“That's what I want to talk to you about. In a man of his age, and 
suffering from his complaint, complete recovery can’t exactly be 
counted on—but we can all hope for some partial improvement' 
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that will enable him to—to—face a situation which will undoubtedly 
give him a great deal of pleasure once the initial shoe k has been—er 
—overcome/' 

Charles was beginning to feel irritated. ‘'You don't have to break 
things gently with me, Sanderstead. What you're hil ling at, I take 
it, is that my father shouldn't learn of my existence ill he's a good 
deal better than he is at present." 

“Well—er—perhaps—" 

“To save you the trouble of arguing the point, 1 r ay as well tell 
yon I entirely agree and Tin willing to wait as long a yon think fit." 

“1 don’t know how to express my appreciation-” 

“You don't have to. Naturally I’d like to see my fa her, but if you 
say he’s not well enough, that settles it. After all thi> time I daresay 
we can both wait a bit longer." 

They did not talk much after that. Charles was aware he had 
rumpled the doctor's feelings by not living up to the conventional 
pattern of a dutiful son; but he began to feel increasingly that he 
could not live up to any conventional pattern, still less could he be 
“himself,” whatever that was; all he could do was to cover his inner 
numbness with a facade of slightly cynical objectivity. It was the 
only attitude that didn't seem a complete misfit. 

A further problem arose later in the morning, but Sheldon broached 
it, and somehow he found it easier to tidk to him. 

“Dr. Sanderstead tells me you've agreed to his suggestion that for 
the time being—" 

“Yes, I agreed" 

‘Tm afraid that opens up another matter, sir. Now that the servants 
know—which of course is inevitable—I don’t see how we can prevent 
the story from leaking out." 

“I don’t suppose you can, nor do I see why you should. I’m not 
breaking any local bylaws by being ah've, am I?" 

“It isn’t that, Mr. Charles, but your father sometimes asks to see 
a paper, and I’m afraid that once the story gets around it’ll attract 
quite a considerable amount of attention." 

“HeadUnes, you mean?" 

“Yes, sir.” 

“I wouldn't hice that for my own sake, let alone my father's." 

“It would doubtless be very unpleasant. A young man from the 
Daily Post was on the telephone just now.” 

^Already? Well, if they think they’re going to make a national 
^hero of me, they’re damn well mistaken, I won't see anybody 
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“Fin afraid that might not help, sir. It s their job to get the news 
and they usually manage it somehow or other.” 

“Well, what do you suggest?” 

“I was thinking that if somebody were to explain the matter per¬ 
sonally on the telephone, giving the facts and using Mr. Rainier's 
state of health as ground for the request—” 

“You mean get in touch with all the editors?” 

“No, not the editors, sir—the owners. You see Mr. Rainier has a 
large newspaper interest himself, and that makes for a certain—” 

“Owns a paper, does he? I never knew that.” 

“It was acquired since your time, sir. The Evening Record.'^ 

“Well, if you think it'll do any good, let s try. Who do you think 
should do the talking—George or Chet? Better Chet, Td say.” 

“Well yes, Mr. Chetwynd would perhaps explain it more convinc¬ 
ingly than Mr. George. But what I really had in mind—” 

“Yes?” 

“Lord Borrell has stayed here several times, sir—bringing liis valet, 
a very intelligertt man named Jackson. So I thought perhaps if I were 
to telephone Jackson—” 

An hour later Chet came up to Charles with a 'beaming smile. 

“Everything fixed, old boy. Sheldon wangled it through Borrell of 
the International Press—there won't be a word anywhere. Censor¬ 
ship at source. Borrell was puzzled at first, but eventually he said 
he’d pass the word round. All of which saves me a job, God bless.” 

So the stoiy, which became one for curious gossip throughout the 
local countryside as well as in many a London club, was never hinted 
at by Fleet Street. The only real difficulty was with the editor of 
the Stourton and District Advertiser, a man of independent mind 
who did not see why he should not offer as news an item of local 
interest that was undoubtedly true and did not libel anybody. A 
personal visit by Chetwynd to the landlord of the premises in which 
the Advertiser housed its printing plant was necessary before the 
whole matter could be satisfactorily cleared up. 

Charles spent the morning in a wearying and, he knew, rather 
foolish attempt to play down the congratulations. Every servant who 
had known him from earlier days sought him out to say a few halting, 
but demonstrably sincere words. It rather surprised as well as pleased 
him to realize that he had been remembered so well; but the con¬ 
tinual smiling and handshaking became a bore. There were new 
faces too, recent additions to the Stourton staff, whom he caught 
staring at him round corners and from doorways. They all knew his 
story now and wished to see the hero of it; the whole thing was 
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doubtless more exdting than a novel because more personal in their 
lives, something to save up for relatives when they vTote the weekly 
letter or took their next day off. 

Once, on his way through the house, he passed ? he room on the 
first floor where his father lay ill. It was closed, ol coinse, but the 
door of an adjoining room was open, and through it he could see 
two young nurses chatting volubly over cups of tea They stared as 
he went by, and from that he knew that they toe had heard and 
were excited over the news. 

When he appeared at lunch, he found Sander tead and Trus- 
love in the midst of what was evidently a sharp art iment. Truslove 
was the family solicitor, a sallow sharp-faced man ; 1 his late fifties. 
During the little hiatus of deferential how-d ye-dos Mid handshaking, 
the doctor and the lawyer continued to glare at ^ach other as if 
eager to make an end of the truce. It came as soon as Charles said: 
“Don’t let me interrupt your talk.” 

“What I was saying, Mr. Charles,” resumed Truslove, eager for an 
ally, “is tliat the problem has a legal as well as a medical side. Nat¬ 
urally one would prefer to spare your father any kind of shock, but 
can we be certain that he liimself would wish to be spared—when 
the alternatives are what they are?” 

“All I can say,” Sanderstead growled, “is that in his present state 
a shock might kill him.” 

“But we have Mr. Charles to think about,” urged Truslove; which 
made Charles interject: “Oh, for heaven's sake don't bother about 
me** 

“Very natural of you to say that, Mr. Charles, but as a lawyer 
Tm bound to take a somewhat stricter viewpoint. There’s the ques¬ 
tion of the Will** He spoke the word reverentially, allovdng it to sink 
in before continuing: “None of us should forget that we’re dealing 
with an estate of very considerable value. We should bear in mind 
what would be your father’s wishes if he were to know that you 
were so-so happily restored to us.” 

“We should also bear in mind that he’s a very sick man,” retorted 
Sanderstead. 

“Precisely—and all the more reason that his desire, which I am sure 
Vould be to make certain adjustment necessary for the fair and equal 
division—” 

Charles drummed his fingers on the table. “I get your point, Trus¬ 
love, but Tm really not interested in that side of it.” 

^ “But it s my duty, Mr. Charles—my duty to your father and to th^ 
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family quite as much as to you. If I feel morally sure that a client of 
mine—” 

Sanderstead interrupted: "‘If changing his will is what you re think¬ 
ing about, he could no more do that than address a board meeting! 
And that’s apart from the question of shock!” 

"Isn’t it possible that a shock caused by good news might give 
him sudden strength—just enough to do what he would feel at once 
to be necessary?” 

"Thanks for the interesting theory, Tnislove. When you want any 
advice about law, just come to meT 

Charles intervened with a slightly acid smile. “1 don’t know why 
you two should quarrel. You may be right, either of you—but sup¬ 
pose I claim the casting vote? I don’t want to see my father if there’s 
any chance the shock might be bad for him, and I don’t give a damn 
whether I’m in or out of his will. . . . Now are you both satisfied?” 

But of course they were not, and throughout lunch, which was a 
heavy affair with nobody quite knowing what to talk about, he was 
aware that the two men were engrossed in meditations of further 
argument. 

During the aftemoon he tiied for a little quiet in the library, but 
Chet found him there and seemed anxious to express his point of 
view. "You see, old chap, I can understand how Truslove feels. Leg¬ 
ally you’re—well, I won’t say dead exactly—but not normally alive. 
He’s bound to look at things from tliat angle. What I mean is, if any¬ 
thing were to happen to the old man—let’s hope it won’t, but you 
never can tell—you wouldn’t get a look in. Now that’s not fair to you, 
especially as there’s plenty for everybody, God bless. That’s why 1 
think Truslove’s right—surely there must be a way of breaking good 
news gently—Sheldon, for instance—” 

"Yes, we aU think of Sheldon in emergencies. But I do hope, Chet, 
you won’t press the matter. Truslove tells me there’ll be no difiBculty 
about my resuming the income we all had from Mother—” 

"But good God, man, you can’t live on five hundred a year!” 

"Oh, I don’t know. Quite a number of people seem to manage on 
it” 

“But—my dear chap—What would you doF 

"Don’t know exactly. But I daresay I should find something.” 

"Of course if you fancied a salaried job in one of the firms—” 

"I rather feel that most jobs in firms wouldn’t appeal to me.” 

"You wouldn’t have to take it very seriously.” 

"Then it would probably appeal to me even less. . . . But we 
don’t have to decide it now, do we?” 
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of course not. Have a drink?"' 

**No, thanks.” 

‘'I think I will. Tell you the truth, aU this is just al out wearing me 
down. Gave me an appetite at first, but now I feel s< rt of—” 

“You mean all the fuss connected with my returnf ’ 

“Oh, not your fault, old chap. After all, what els ? could you do? 
But you know what families are hke— and wives. Argue a man off 
liis head.” 

“But what c^ould there have been any argument a >out?” 

“Well, Truslove and Sanderstead—like cat and c og all day. Per¬ 
sonally, as I told you,. I back Truslove—but Lydia- well, she’s never 
seen you before—she can’t help feeling there’s som» thing a bit fishy 
about it—and of course, old chap, you must admit you haven’t ex¬ 
plained everything down to tlie last detail.” 

“Tm aware of that. If the last detail were availi;ble, I should be 
very glad to know it myself.” 

“Don’t misunderstand me, though. Far more things in heaven and 
earth than—than something or other—know what 1 mean? I accept 
your statement absolutely.*' 

“But I haven’t made any statement.” 

“Well, at breakfast you did—you said you were all right— 

I mean. And I’m prepared to take your word for it whatever anyone 
else thinks.” 

“Meaning that your wife believes I’m a fake?” 

“A fake or else, . . . Well, if she does, she’s wrong, that’s all I can 
tell her.” 

“I hope you won’t bother to.” 

“Nice of you to put it that way, but still. . . . Sure you won’t have 
a drink?” 

“No thanks.” 

“Cheerio, then. God bless. . . .” 

By evening he had decided to leave. It was not that anyone had 
been unkind to him—quite the contrary, but he felt that he was caus¬ 
ing a disturbance, and the disturbance distiubed liim just as much 
as the others. He had given Truslove and Sanderstead his decision; 
it merely irritated him that they continued to wrangle. “The fact is, 
’ Sheldon, my remaining here is just an added complication at the mo¬ 
ment, affording no pleasure either to myself or anyone else—so I’ll 
just fold my tent and silently steal away. But I won’t go far and I’ll 
leave you my address so that you can get in touch with me if there’s 
any need—if, for instance, Sanderstead decides my father’s well 
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enough to see me. Don’t tell Truslove where I am—I don’t want 
any messages from him—and as for what you say to the others, [ 
simply leave it to you, except that Td rather they didn’t take my 
departure as a sign of either disgust or—er—abdication. . . . Perhaps 
you could think of something casual enough? And while I’m in 
Brighton I’ll warm your heart by buying a few good suits of clothes/ 

'^Brighton, sir?” 

“Yes, I always did like Brighton. I’ll be all right alone—don’t worry. 
If you could pack a bag for me, and get hold of a little pocket money 
from the family vault or archives or wherever it’s kept—I suppose 
the hardest thing is to find luiy spare cash in a rich man’s house. . . 

“I can advance it, sir, with pleasure.” 

“Good . . . and put a few books in the bag, some of my old college 
books if you can find them.” 

“Maybe you oughtn’t to overtax your mind, sir?” 

“On the contrary, I feel rather inclined to treat my mind as one 
does a clock when it won’t go—give it a shake-up and see what hap¬ 
pens. . . , Oh, altid one other thing—I’d prefer to have the car drive 
me to Scoresby for the train. I’m so tired of shaking hands with peo¬ 
ple, and most of the station staff at Fiveoaks—” 

*^I understand.” Sheldon hesitated a moment and then said: “You 
really are going to Brighton? I mean, you’re not—er—thinking of— 
er—” 

Charles laughed. “Not a bit of it, Sheldon. Put detectives on me if 
you like. And to show you it’s all open and aboveboard, you can 
send a wire booking a room for me at the Berners Hotel.” 

“Berners? I don’t think that’s one of the—” 

“I know, but I looked it up in the back of the railway guide and 
it’s in Regency Square—where my mother and Miss Ponsonby used 
to rent a house for the summer when I was a small boy.” 

So much for sentiment; actually when he got there he found the 
Berners Hotel in Regency Square not quite comfortable enough, and 
moved to a better one the next day, notifying Sheldon of the 
change. It teased him to realize that though he did not care for 
grandeur and did not insist on luxury, he yet inclined to a certain 
standard in hotels—a standard above that of the clothes in which he 
had arrived at Stourton. He wished he hadn’t told the Liverpool tailor 
to throw away his original tom and rain-sodden suit; it might have 
aflForded some clue to the mystery. He pondered over it intermit¬ 
tently, but the eflFort merely tired him and brought nearer to the 
surface an always submerged sadness, that sense of bewildering, 
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pain-drenched loss. He was afraid of that, and found relief in recol¬ 
lecting earlier clear-seen days of childhood and bovhood, the pre¬ 
war years during which he had grown up to be—as Miss Ponsonby 
would have said (only a governess could say such a thing outright) 
—an English gentleman. 

Sheldon had packed a few books, chosen almost a random; a fur¬ 
ther selection, more carefully made, arrived from St urton two days 
later. They included several he remembered studyin •; in preparation 
for Cambridge—Stubbs's Constitutional Histonj of i ngland, Bryce's 
Holy Roman EmpirCy Gibbon's Decline and Fall. G- od meaty read¬ 
ing, a little tough in places, suitable for whole mornii gs on the Prom¬ 
enade in one of the glass shelters; equally suitable foi wet days in the 
hotel lounge. One moming, walking along the cliffs t )wards Rotting- 
dean, he met an elderly man with a dog; interest in a wreck on the 
beach below drew them into a conversation which ;)resently veered 
to books and politics. For three successive mornings afterwards he 
took the same walk, met the same man, and continued the same 
conversation, each time more interestingly; but on the fourth morn¬ 
ing the man didn’t appear, nor on any subsequent moming when 
Charles took the same walk. He didn’t particularly mind; indeed, it 
almost comforted him to think of such mutual contacts as possible 
without the foolish establishment of names and idejitities. 

Sheldon wrote to him regularly, giving liim news of Stourton, but 
there wasn’t much to relatt^: Mr. Rainier kept about the same; San- 
derstead and Truslove were still quarreling; while the family chafed 
more restively, finding Stourton rather dull to do nothing in, and won¬ 
dering how long they must wait before they could decently decide 
to return to their respective homes. Not, of course, that they wanted 
the old man to die, but they clearly felt they shouldn’t have been 
sent for so soon; on top of which Charles’s return had somehow dis¬ 
turbed their equilibrium, for if there is one thing more mentally up¬ 
setting to a family than death, it must be (on account of its rarity) 
resurrection. All of which Charles either deduced from or read be¬ 
tween the lines of Sheldon’s direct reportage of facts—such as that 
Tmslove had had an unsatisfactory interview with Dr. Astley, that 
Chet’s wife was no longer on speaking terms with Bridget, that Chet 
had taken to spending most of his time practising shots in the billiard 
room, that the *local vicar had paid a discreet visit hoping to see 
Charles, and that the weather was still fine, but the barometer 
beginning to fall. 

One moming at breakfast, while he was in the midst of reading 
pSheldon’s latest assurance that things were still about the^ame, a 
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page boy brought a wire informing him at a glance that things were 
no longer the same at all. His father had died suddenly a few hoars 
before* 

He packed his bag and left for Stourton by the next train, arriving 
at Fiveoaks towards late afternoon. There he acknowledged the 
greetings of several of the station staff (noting with relief that 
the sensation value of his own existence had considerably dimin¬ 
ished), and hurried into the waiting car. This time the skies were 
darkening as the moment of the ‘View” appeared, but the great house 
still made its bow impressively. 

Sheldon was waiting at the open door to receive him; within the 
house, in the deliberately half-lit hall, Chet stood holding a whiskey 
and soda. 

“Hello, old chap. Had a good time? Sheldon says you’ve been 
dosing yourself with sea air—don t blame you. . . . Turned cliilly 
these last few hours—what about a drink?” 

Charles said he would have one, so Chet marched him into the 
dining room, where the liquor was kept. “You know, I once went to 
see a man in London—somewhere in Campden Hill, I think it was— 
sort of artist’s studio—but the chap had built a regular bar, like a 
pub, at one end of his dining room—awfully good idea, don’t you 
think? , . . Well, God bless.” 

Charles asked for details of his father’s death and received them; 
then, alone, he went upstairs and entered the room where the old 
man lay. The numbness in his heart almost stirred; he touched 
the dead hand, feeling a little dead himself as he did so. Then he 
went downstairs to meet the others of the family, among them three 
recent arrivals, Jill with Kitty, and Julian. Jill was a heavily built, 
smartly dressed woman in her late forties, tlie eldest of the family 
and the widow of a civil servant who had left her with a daughter 
by an earlier marriage of his own. Kitty was fourteen and generally 
described, even by those who did not dislike her, as “a bit of a hand¬ 
ful.” Julian, back from Cannes, where he had been spending the 
winter, gave Charles a languid salutation and a remark evidently 
well prepared in advance. “How charming to see you again, Charles 1 
I understand that when you regained your memory you found your¬ 
self in Liveipool on a wet day! Your only consolation must have 
been that it wasn’t Manchester!” 

Epigrams of this kind had established Julian’s reputation as the 
family wit, but they lacked spontaneity and his opening remark in 
any conversation was generally on a level* however disputable, to 
wliich he did not afterwards attain. In appearance he was tall, lean,^ 
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and handsome in a rather saturnine, over-elegant way; he lived most 
of his life in fashionable resorts where he played a little tennis, in¬ 
dulged in little friendships, and painted little pict ores of sceneiy 
which his friends said were "not so bad.” 

So now they were all gathered together, the Ri inier family, in 
descending order of age, as follows: Jill, Chetwynci, George, Julia, 
Charles, Julian, and Bridget. It was a stale family oke to say that 
they were seven. Like many families who have dispersed, they 
found conversation hard except in exchanges of n<;ws about their 
own aflFairs—troubles with servants, new houses, bii ness squabbles, 
and so on. During the diflScult inteiwal between d« ath and the fu¬ 
neral it was Sheldon who took control like some w( il-built machine 
slipping into a particularly silent but effective ge ar. Charles was 
grateful for this, and especially, too, that Sheldon had arranged a 
quiet room for him, his old turret room, in which h ; could rest and 
read a good deal of the time. He was aware that all the family 
viewed him with curiosity and some with suspicion, and that inti¬ 
macy with any of them would probably lead to que stions about him¬ 
self that he could not answer. 

A minor but on the whole welcome diversion was caused by 
the revelation that during the last twelve months of his life old Mr. 
Rainier had been having his biography written. 1 he author was a 
young and unknown man named Seabury, who had apparently made 
a business of persuading rich men that posterity would regret the 
absence of any definitive story of their lives. Rainier, usually a 
shrewd detector of flattery, had in this case succumbed, so tliat the 
book had been commissioned, a sum paid to Seabury there and then, 
and a further sum promised "on completion” and “if approved.” 
When the old man’s state of health became serious, Seabury had evi¬ 
dently begun to fear for the balance of his payment, and so had 
hurried his manuscript into final shape, hoping perhaps to impress 
the assembled relatives by a certain fulsomeness of treatment that 
might be considered additionally appropriate in the circumstances. 

The manuscript, neatly typed and with a covering letter, was 
brought to Stourton by special messenger on the evening before the 
funeral; Sheldon accepted it and placed it on the hall table; Charles, 
passing by an -hour later, opened it at random. He happened to 
light on a description of Cowderton, where the Rainier steelworks 
were situated, and read:— 

But what has been; facrificed in the sylvan peace of its sur- 
» roundings has been gaiped in the town s prevalent atmoaphere 
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of optimism and prosperity; and for these gifts, connected so 
visibly with the firm of Rainier, Cowderton must thank the 
dreams of a lad who was himself bom in the heart of rural 
England. 

Charles smiled slightly and did not read any more. He felt that 
the book, if it were all in such a vein, would probably have pleased 
his father, while at the same time affording him the additional pleas¬ 
ure of not being taken in by it. 

Others of the family, however, got hold of the manuscript and 
read enough of it to decide it was rather good, though of course they 
had to be a little patronizing about a mere writer, especially an un¬ 
known one, while at the same time nourishing the secret wonderment 
of all healthy-minded Philistines that the act of writing can be pro¬ 
tracted throughout three hundred pages. But the manuscript's chief 
value lay in its usefulness as a subject for conversation during the 
rather hard-going lunch party that assembled towards half-past two 
the following afternoon. Those who had just seen old Mr. Rainier’s 
remains lowered into their final resting place in Stourton Churchyard 
were relaxing after the strain of the ordeal while steeling them¬ 
selves for another—the reading of the will; and there, at the table, 
with all the secrets in his pocket, sat Truslove, somehow larger now 
than life, munching saddle of mutton in full awareness that his mo- 
inent was about to arrive, and striking the exact professional bal¬ 
ance between serious-mindedness and good humor—prepared to re¬ 
spond to a joke if one were offered, or to commiserate with a tear 
if one were let fall. 

It seemed to be a family convention—unwritten, unspoken, even 
in a sense not consciously thought about—that Sheldon was one of 
them at such moments, and that as soon as the other servants had 
left the dining room his own remaining presence need impose no 
censorship. Chetwynd had been talking business optimism with 
Truslove. “What weVe got to do now, old chap, is to plan for peace 
as eflBciently as we planned for war, because there's going to be no 
limit to what British industry can do in the future—why, only during 
the last few weeks one of our war factories turned to making mo¬ 
torcycles—we re snowed under with orders already, simply can't cope 
with them." This was vaguely pleasant news to the* family, though 
business was always tiresome—and yet, what else was there to talk 
about? Then somebody thought of the biography, and George asked 
Sheldon his opinion of it, 

“I locked it over, sir, and it seemed quite respectably written.'^ 
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‘‘Respectably--or respectfully?*’ put in Julian, staking out his epi¬ 
gram rather faster than usual. 

*‘Both, I think, sir.” 

Sheldon smiled, and then all of them, except C larles, began to 
laugh, as if suddenly realizing that there was no leason why they 
shouldn’t. In the midst of the laughter Chetwync glanced across 
the table and caught a ready eye. “How about an adjournment to 
the library, Truslove?” 

Half an hour later the secrets were known, and there was nothing 
very startling about them. ITie bulk of Henry I linier’s fortune, 
amounting after payment of death duties to over ( ae million eight 
hundred thousand pounds, was divided equally be i ween six of the 
children enumerated by name, except that Chetwvmd, because of 
seniority and closer contacts with the industrial firms took over a few 
additional controlling interests. Stourton was also Icit to liim, as weU 
as the town house in London. A few heirlooms went to various mem¬ 
bers of the family; there were bequests to servants and a few small 
gifts to charity. Charles, of course, was not mentioned. 

The whole revelation was so unspectacular that when Truslove 
had folded up the will and replaced it in his pocket there was a 
general feeling of relief and anticlimax. Any faint fears the family 
might have entertained (and there always are such faint fears where 
money is concerned) could now be disbanded; they were all going 
to stay comfortably rich for the rest of their lives—even richer than 
most of them had anticipated. 

Sheldon had not been present during the actual will reading, but 
when he next entered Chetwynd was the first to address him, almost 
jauntily; “Well, Sheldon, he remembered you. You get a thousand.” 

“That was very generous of Mr. Rainier.” 

“And if you take my advice you’ll put it back in the firm—wonder¬ 
ful chance to double or treble it. . . . However, we can discuss that 
later. By the way. I’m taking it for granted you’ll stay with me here?” 

“I shall be very pleased to do so, Mr. Chetwynd.” 

Chet, it was clear, was already seeing himself an Industrial Mag¬ 
nate, Master of Stourton, and Supreme Arbiter of Family Affairs. 
There was a touch of childishness in his attitude that prevented it 
from being wholly unpleasant. Having made his gesture, he now 
himed to Truslove, whose eye still watchfully waited. “Now, old 
chap, before we close the meeting, I think you’ve something else to 
say.” 

Truslove rose, cleared his throat, and began by remarking that it 
aWas perhaps appropriate at such a moment to turn from a sud event 
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to one which, by being almost contemporaneous, had imdoubtedly 
served to balance pleasure against pain, gain against loss. Indeed, 
had the late Mr. Rainier been permitted to learn of it, who knows 
but what. . . . However, they knew his views about that, and the 
differences that had arisen between himself and Dr. Sanderstead; 
death had put an end to them, so it was perhaps unnecessary to refer 
to them again. What he did feel was undoubtedly what they all felt— 
a desire to welcome Mr. Charles to tlieir midst and to assure him of 
their imbounded joy at the extraordinary good fortune that had be¬ 
fallen him. “We don’t pretend to understand exactly how it hap¬ 
pened, Mr. Charles, but a very fajjnous hymn informs us that God 
moves in a mysterious way.” A little titter all around the room. “And 
if our congratulations may have seemed either belated or lacking 
in expression, I am sure you will make allowances at this troubled 
time.” 

Charles bowed slightly. He did not think their congratulations 
either belated or lacking in expression—indeed, his chief complaint 
was that there Iiad been so many of them so many times repeated. 

The lawyer continued: “Now I come to a matter nearer to my own 
province, and one that I must deal with directly and briefly. It has 
seemed both to Mr. Chetwynd, as the future head of the family con¬ 
cerns, and to myself, as representing in some sense the wishes which 
I feel would have been tliose of the late Mr, Rainier, a man whom 
it was my privilege to know for over forty years, and whose probable 
intentions I can therefore speak of with some justification . . .” 

And so on. What had happened, clearly, was that Truslove, having 
lost his battle with the doctors, had talked the family into an equity 
settlement—each of them agreeing to sacrifice a seventh part of 
his or her bequest in order that Charles should acquire an equal 
share. Dressed up in legal jargon, and with a good deal of smooth 
talk about “justice” and “common fairness,” the matter took ten min¬ 
utes to enunciate, during which time Charles sat back in his chair, 
glancing first at one face and then at another, feeling that nothing 
could have been less enthusiastic than (except for Chet s and Bridg¬ 
et s) their occasional smiles of approval. Chet was expansive, like 
Santa Claus basking in an expected popularity; Bridget was sweet 
and ready with a smile, as always. But the others were grimly re¬ 
signed to doing their duty in the most trying possible circumstances 
—each of them saying good-bye to forty thousand pounds with a 
glassy determination and a stiff upper lip. They were Uke boys at a 
good English school curbing their natural inclinations in favor of 
what hi^d been successfully represented to them as “the thing to^ 
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do.” Truslove must have given them a headmasterly pi-jaw, ex¬ 
plaining just where their duty lay and how inevitably they must 
make up their minds to perform it; Chet had prob tbly backed him 
up out of sheer grandiloquence—“Damn it all, we r ust give the fel¬ 
low a square deal”; begun under such auspices the campaign could 
not have failed. But when Charles looked at Georg 5, and Julia, and 
Jill, and Julian, and Lydia, he knew they were all lesperately com¬ 
pelling themselves to swallow something unpleasan* and get it over; 
which gave him a key to the mood in which he f It most of them 
regarded him: he was just a piece of bad luck, like ’ le income tax or 
a horse that comes in last. 

Suddenly he found himself on his feet and addres ing them; it was 
almost as if he heard his own voice, spoken by another person. “Fm 
sure I thank you all very much, and you too, Tr islove. The pro¬ 
posal youVe outlined is extremely generous—#00 generous, in fact. 
Fm a person of simple tastes—I need very little to live comfortably 
on—in fact the small income I already have is ample. So Fm afraid I 
can’t accept your offer, though I do once again thajik you for making 
it.” 

He looked round their faces again, noting the sudden amazement 
and relief in the eyes of some of them—especially Chet’s wife, Lydia. 
Clearly they had never contemplated the possibility of his refusing. 
That began to amuse him, and then he wondered whether his re¬ 
fusal had not been partly motivated by a curiosity to see how they 
would take it. He really hadn’t any definite inclination, either to 
have the money or not; but his lack of desire for it himself was 
certainly not balanced by any particular wish that they should be 
enriched. 

Truslove and Chetwynd were on their feet with an instant chorus 
of objections. Truslove’s were doubtless sincere—after all, he had 
nothing to lose. But Chet—was it possible that his protests were wag¬ 
ing sham war against an imperceptible hope that had dawned in 
him, a hope quite shamelessly reflected in the eyes of his wife? Was 
he seeking to employ just a featherweight too little persuasion to 
succeed? Charles did not believe that Chet would have attempted 
this balancing act if left to himself, but there was Lydia by his side, 
^d he was undoubtedly afraid of her. Nevertheless he kept up the 
protesting, and Charles kept up the refusal; the whole family then 
began to argue about it,* with more vehement generosity now that 
they felt the issue was already decided; but they made the mistake 
of keeping it up too long, for Charles suddenly grew tired and ex- 
«claimed: “All right then, ij[ you all insist. I’ll agree to take it^ 
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Truslove beamed on what he imagined to be his own victory; Chet, 
after a second s hesitation, came across the room and shook Charles 
by the hand. “Fine, old chap. . . . Now were all set and Truslove 
can do the rest.” But the others could only stare in renewed astonish¬ 
ment as they forced deadly smiles into the supervening silence. 

There were papers they all had to sign; then Charles escaped 
upstairs. His room was the one he had slept in as a boy, though it had 
since been refurnished more opulently; it expanded at one comer into 
a sort of turret, windowed for three fourths of the circle, and from 
this viewpoint the vista of gardens and skyline was beautiful even 
towards dusk on a gray day. He was staring at it when Kitty entered. 
“Oh, Uncle Charles, I must show you this—it's in today's Times. 

. . She held out the paper, folded at the column of obituary ap¬ 
preciations. The item she pointed to ended as follows; — 

A lifelong individualist, there was never any wavering in his 
political and economic outlook, while his contributions to the 
cause of Free Trade, both financially and by utterance, were 
continual and ungrudging. A man whose character more easily 
won him the respect of his foes than the applause of the multi¬ 
tude, he rightly concentrated on an industrial rather than a po¬ 
litical career, and though his representation of West Lytham- 
shire in the Conservative interest had been in the strictest sense 
uneventful, his influence behind the political scene was never 
entirely withdrawn, nor did his advice go long unsought. 

“Uncle Charles, what does it mean?” 

“It's just something—that somebody's written.” 

“But I can't understand it—at least, I can understand some of the 
words, but they don't seem to mean anything. It's about him, isn’t 
it?” 

He answered then, forgetting whom he was addressing: “It's a 
charming letter about my father from a man who probably knew 
him slightly and disliked him intensely.” 

“Why did he dislike him?” 

He tried to undo the remark. “Stupid of me to say that—maybe 
he didn't dislike him at all. . . . Run along—haven't you had tea?” 

When he had been her age there had been a schoolroom high 
tea, with Miss Ponsonby dispensing bread and jam and cakes. 
“They're serving it now on the terrace. Aren't you coming down?” 
Self-possessed little thing; not quite spoilt yet. 

“in probably miss tea today.” 

“Don'* you feel well?” * 



RANDOM HARVEST 




“Oh, Im all right.” 

“Did it upset you, going to the funeral?” 

“Funerals are always rather upsetting.” 

She still stood by, as if she wanted to be friend! /. Suddenly she 
said: “Julian's very funny, isn't he?” 

“Yes, he's quite the humorist of the family.” 

“He's going back to Cannes tonight.” 

“Oh, is he?” 

“Do you mind if I smoke a cigarette?” 

“A cigarette? Well—” 

“I do smoke, you know—most of the girls at Kiri y do as soon as 
they get into the sixth.” She had taken a cigarette out of her bag 
and was already lighting it. “You don't mind, do yoi 

“Not particularly.” 

“I knew you wouldn't. You don't give a damn ; bout anytliing.” 

“Do they also say 'damn' in the sixth?” 

“No—that's what Mother said to Uncle Chet about you.” 

“I see. . . . Well . . .” 

“But I've got to stay here now till I finish it. . . . Don't you think 
Sheldon’s ratlier marvelous?” 

“Not only rather, but quite.” 

“I think he's the one who really ought to write a book about Grand¬ 
father.” 

“Not a bad idea—why don't you tell him?” 

“I did, but he only smiled. He's so nice to eveiy^body, isn't he? We 
had a wonderful Christmas party here last year, before Grandfatlier 
was iU—we had charades and one of them was his name—SheH, you 
know, and then done—but of course everybody guessed it—it was far 
too easy. Then we had Buffalo—the color, and then a French¬ 
man answering the telephone—and then the whole word Buffalo in 
America. . . . No, it wasn't Christmas, it was New Year, because 
Bridget and I had an argument about who had the darkest hair to 
let the New Year in with . . . but I did it.” 

“You would. I'm sure.” 

“WiU Uncle Chet have any New Year's party this year?” 

“I shouldn't think so. . . . Here's an ashtray.” 

. “What I really came for was to say good-bye. Mother w^mts to get 
away this evening.” She held out her hand. 

“Good-bye, Kitty—nice of you to come up.” 

He led her to the door. Then:— 

“Uncle Charles, is it true you don’t remember a thing that's hap¬ 
pened to you for over two»years?'' 
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‘"Perfectly true." 

“But how marvelous. Then anything might have happened to 
you?” 

He laughed at that and patted her on the shoulder. “Yes, and for¬ 
getfulness may have its points. For instance, I daresay you’d rather 
I forgot that you smoked a cigarette~or don’t you mind?” 

“Perhaps Tm like you—I don’t give a damn,” she answered, scam¬ 
pering out of the room. “Good-bye, Uncle Charles!” 

When she had gone he decided he had behaved pretty badly, 
encouraging her to smoke and swear; there wa^ some imp of mischief 
in him that drove him to such things, except that “imp” and “mis¬ 
chief” were far too cheerful words for it. 

Dinner, a h’ttle later, proved another diflScuIt meal. Julian, Jill, 
and Kitty had already left; others were planning a departure the 
following day. Julia and her husband had agreed to stay over the 
New Year, “helping” Chet and Lydia. Lydia said: “Jill and Julian 
were anxious to say good-bye to you, Charles, but they felt you 
mightn’t want to be disturbed, especially as Kitty said you weren’t 
c*oming down for tea.” 

He smiled and said he perfectly understood. Chet talked business 
again with Truslove, who was staying the night; Chet also drank 
too much and said that British business was headed for tlie biggest 
boom in history, by Jove, always provided the government would 
keep off their backs. Which led to politics and the family constitu¬ 
ency of West Lythamshiie: “I’m no politician, old chap, but still if 
the local association were to make the suggestion ... of course it’s 
too early yet even to think of it.” 

But Chet evidently was thinking of it, readying himself for the 
doing of his duty, wherever it might lead him. 

The following morning, when George and his wife had left im¬ 
mediately after breakfast, taking Bridget with them, Charles sud¬ 
denly decided to return to London with Truslove, who had a car. 
They drove away together, amidst noisy farewells from Chet and a 
few quiet words from Sheldon as the latter stowed away the bags. 

“Do you propose to stay in London, Mr. Charles?” 

“I’ll let you know, Sheldon. I’ll be all right, anyway.” 

“I hope so.” 

Diuring the journey through Reading apd Maidenhead he told 
Truslove he had been quite sincere in his original refusal of the equity 
settlement, and had only agreed to it because it was what the family 
said they wanted, so if they now cared to go back on the decision, 
it would still be all right with him, * ^ 
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Truslove, of course, replied that that was out of the question. 'In 
fact, Mr. Charles, you seem to have given this matter far too little 
thought. A quarter of a million pounds is not to be treated lightly.” 

“That’s just the point. I don’t know how to treat it ” 

Truslove assured him, entirely without irony, tl at there would 
be no trouble attaching to the inheritance. “The bul^: of it s invested 
in shares of the company—you’ll merely receive t le regular divi¬ 
dends.” 

“That leads me to what I wanted to say. I’d ra< ler not be con¬ 
nected with the family business at all. I’m not a 1 isinessman. If I 
have to have the money, I’d like to sell the shares nmediately and 
invest the proceeds in government stock.” 

“But, Mr. Charles, I—I really don’t advise—” 

“Why not? Isn’t it possible to do that?” 

*^Possihle, of course—the shares command a verv ready market. 
But I couldn’t advise it—not as things are.” 

“That’s odd—I always thought you lawyers had a passion for gov¬ 
ernment stocks. Aren’t they supposed to be safer than anything else? 
VV^hat about consols?” 

Truslove seemed disturbed at the prospect of having to assess 
the relative merits of consols and Rainier ordinaries. “Naturally I’ve 
nothing against government securities—no one can have, and I should 
be the first to advise such prudence in investment, but for . . . 
well, perhaps I may let you into a secret—of comse the whole matter’s 
very technical and hasn’t been settled yet, but it was on the cards 
when your father passed away and I think events will go forward 
a little quicker now . . . it’s a question of refloating tlie entire group 
of Rainier companies on teions that would of course be very favorable 
to present holders. I can’t give you any details, but you’ll realize 
why it would be unvdse to dispose of anything at the present mo¬ 
ment.” 

“Still, I’d ratlier you sell. I’m not interested in speculation and 
share movements. I really mean what 1 say, so don’t wait for me 
to change my mind.” 

“Of course if you give me direct instructions, I can’t refuse. But you 
realize that, in addition to any question of capital value, the income 
from government stocks will be very much less?” 

“I don’t mind that, eitl\er. Ill probably live very well on a fraction 
of it. Matter of fact, you might as well know my plans. I’m going 
to Cambridge.” 

^ “Cambridge?” 

^ “I was going to^o there? you know, when war broke out—f d reaUy 
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taken the entrance examination. Not a bad idea to go on where > ou 
left ofiF, especially if you can’t think of anything else to do.” 

O « O 

His rooms at St. Swithin’s overlooked the river and the Backs, 
and from the first January day when he settled in, he felt peace 
surrounding him. It was not that he himself was at peace—often the 
contrary; but he always felt the rooms and the college weighing with 
him, as it were, in the silent pressures of his mind. His rooms were 
rather austerely furnished when he took possession; he made them 
less so by books, pictures, and a couple of easy chairs, yet they still 
remained—as Herring, his gyp, remarked—a reading gentleman’s 
rooms. After half a century of experience as a college servant, Her¬ 
ring counted himself fortunate whenever a newcomer to his staircase 
entered that category. 

Charles had visited Cambridge for a week during his last term 
at Netherton; he had then put up in back-street lodgings while taking 
the Littlego, which had left him no time to make acquaintances or 
get much impression of the place except that he thought he was 
going to like it. He was glad of this now, for it meant that no one 
remembered him and that his past hfe was neither known nor in¬ 
quired about. To be a younger son of a rich industrialist counted for 
nothing among dons and fellow undergraduates; that he had served 
in the war merely placed him among the vast majority; and that he 
made few friends and liked to be left alone was, after all, the not 
unusual characteristic of reading gentlemen. 

He told his Senior Tutor, a harassed httle man named Bragg, that 
he would like to take history; and a further interview with Wern- 
eth, the history don, decided him to try for the tripos instead of an 
ordinary degree. So he acquired the necessary books, began to at¬ 
tend recommended lectures, and dined in Hall for the required nights 
each week—which is about all a Cambridge life need consist of struc¬ 
turally, until the scaffolding is removed later and one sees how 
much else there must have been. 

Sheldon sent him news from Stourton fairly often, generally to sa)^ 
there wasn t any news. Still reading, however, between the lines, 
Charles gathered that Chet and Lydia were failing to evolve a 
well-controlled household, and that Sheldpn was less comfortable 
than in the earlier days of despotism. Truslove also wrote, reporting 
progress in his own sphere; transfers of property took time, and it 
was M^ch before the lawyer could notify him that he no longei^ 
possessed any financial interest in the Raiilier enterprises. The shares 
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had been sold for seventy shillings (fifteen more than the price at 
Christmas), and the purchaser had been none other than Chetwynd, 
who had apparently been glad to add to his own alr( ady large hold¬ 
ing. Truslove added that he regarded the price as sati factory, though 
he still thought the sale unwise in view of a probah y much higher 
price eventually. 

Charles wrote back that he was perfectly satisfied and that if his 
“unwise' action had been the means of obliging Ch so much the 
better. Just about then came the Easter vacation; e did not visit 
Stourton or see any of the family, but spent the tb -je weeks in an 
unplanned trip around northern France, visiting Cl artres, Lisieux, 
Caen, and Rouen. Returning to London the day b tore the Cam¬ 
bridge summer term began, he bought an evening p per at Victoria 
Station and glanced through what had come to be t le almost usual 
news of famine and revolution somewhere or other on the Continent; 
not till late at night, in his hotel room, did he happen to notice a head¬ 
line on the financial page—“Rainier’s Still Soaring: Reported Terms 
of Bonus." He read that the shares had topped five pounds and that 
there was talk of an issue of new stock to existing shareholders in 
the proportion of two for one. It wasn t all very clear to him, for he 
never studied the financial columns and did not understand their 
jargon; but he realized that from the point of view of immediate 
profit, Truslove and Chet had been right, and he himself wrong; 
which didn't trouble him at all He was almost glad for his own 
sake, as wedl as Chet's, for he would have had no use for the extra 
money, whereas Chet enjoyed both spending and the chance to say 
“I told you so, old chap." In fact he felt so entirely unregretful about 
what had happened that he sent both Chet and Truslove short notes 
of congratulation. 

The next day he went to Cambridge and completely lost track of 
financial news amidst the many more interesting pursuits of term 
time. He still did not make friends easily, but he joined the Here¬ 
tics” and sometimes attended the weekly debating sessions over the 
fish shop in Petty Cury; he also came to know the occupant of the 
rooms next to his on the same staircase—a high-caste Hindoo named 
Pal who was a mathematician and perhaps also a genius. Pal claimed 
to feel numeral^ emotionally and to find them as recognizable as 
human faces; Charles took him first as an oddity, then as a personal¬ 
ity, later as a friend. He formed a habit of having coffee in Pal's 
rooms once or twice a week. 

As summer came, he did most of his reading on the river, gener¬ 
ally on the Upper Cam at Grantchester, and sometimes h? would 
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portage the canoe across the roadway to the deep tranquil reach 
beyond the Old Mill. One morning, having done this, he turned to 
the right, along a tributary; the going was difficult, for he had to 
slide over sunken logs and push away branches that trailed in the 
water, but after an arduous yard-by-yard struggle he was suddenly 
able to paddle into a dark pool overhung with willows; and there, 
as he rested, a feeling of discovery came over him, as if it were the 
Congo or the Amazon instead of a little English stream; he felt 
strangely happy and stayed there all day till it was time to return 
for tea at the Orchard, which was the Grantchester resort patronized 
by undergraduates. He was on friendly terms with the old lady there 
who served strawberries and cream under the apple trees, and when 
he showed his scratched arms and said where he had been, she 
answered very casually: *‘Oh, you must have been up the Bourne— 
Rupert Brooke used to say how beautiful it was there—he got his 
arms scratched too.” Somehow the whole incideijt, with its hint of 
something seen by no human eye between R^ooke’s and his own 
(highly unlikely, but tempting to contemplate), gave him a curious 
pleasure which he felt he would spoil by ever going there again; so 
he never did. 

He got on well with lecturers and tutors, and soon acquired one 
of those intangible reputations, breathed in whispers across High 
Tables, that rest on anytliing except past achievement; he lived re¬ 
tiringly and took hardly any part in University activities, yet it had 
already become expected that hp Would do well. Wemeth had even 
consented to his taking the first pait of the history tripos in July- 
after two terms of preparation for an examination for which most 
students took tliree, and some even six. “But you have a good back¬ 
ground of knowledge,” he told Charles, adding with a smile: “And 
also a good memory.” 

On an impulse he could not check quickly enough, Charles an¬ 
swered: “It’s odd you should compliment me on my memory, be¬ 
cause—” And then he told Werneth al>out his war injury, and the 
strange gap of years which he had christened in his own mind the 
Dark Corridor. 

Wemeth listened with an abstract attention beyond the range of 
mere inquisitiveness. After the brief account was finished, he tore a 
sheet of paper from a pad on his desk and drew a large rectangle. 
“Not exactly my province, as a historian, but nevertheless quite a 
teasing problem. Rainier. Your life, from what you say, appears to be 
divided'mto three parts—like Caesar s Gaid?” * 
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“Or like Regent Street,” Charles interjected, b< ginning to be 
amused. 

“Or like a Victorian novel,” capped Werneth, delightedly. 

“Or like an artichoke,” recapped Charles. 

That put them both in a highly agreeable mood. ' Let us call the 
parts A, B, and C,” resumed Werneth, drawing vert cals across the 
rectangle and lettering the segments. "A is your life oefore the war 
injury; B is your life between that injury and the me ment in Liver¬ 
pool last December 27 when, according to your staU nent, you sud¬ 
denly remembered your name and identity; C is your life since then. 
Now it is demonstrably true that during Period C~t at is to say, at 
the present time—you enjoy a normally clear recol ection of both 
Period C and Period A, but not of Period B. Am I rig tt?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“And it must also be inferentially clear that during Period B you 
could not have had any recollection at all of Period A?” 

“Naturally not.” 

“Thank you. . . . 'Iliere's only one thing more 1 should like to ask 
—and that is if I might send this diagram to my friend Dr. Freeman, 
of St. Judes, along with a brief resume of the facts which it illus¬ 
trates?” 

When Charles hesitated before replying Wenieth added: “I won't 
mention your name if you'd prefer not.” 

Charles then consented. The matter was not referia^d to at his next 
meeting with Werneth, but some w^ks later the history don asked 
Charles to stay behind after a lectoe. “As I expected, my friend 
Freeman found my notes on your case extremely teasing. In fact he'd 
very much like to meet you if you haven't any objection. You prob¬ 
ably know his reputation as a philosopher and psychologist.” 

Again Charles was reluctant, and again consented on the under¬ 
standing that his name was not to be divulged; so the curious meet¬ 
ing took place in Wemeth's rooms. The eminent authority talked to 
Charles for over an hour in a completely detached and anonymous 
way, stating as his opinion that Period B would probably return, 
though there could be no certainty about it or prophecy as to the 
time required. Charles had several further interviews with Freeman, 
and began to take a certain pleasure in consulting an expert thus 
obliquely; he thought it typical of the amenities of Cambridge civili¬ 
zation that such a plan could have been worked out to suit him. 
At the same time he came to like Freeman personally, so that when 
his own identity became later revealed through an accident, it did 
iTbt bother him much. » ^ 
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Charles took a First Class in the first part of the history tripos, 
which was quite a brilliant achievement in the circumstances. After 
consultations with Bragg and Werneth, he decided to switch over 
to economics during the following year—an effective piece of special¬ 
ization, for he had already gone a certain way in economic history. 
He was increasingly interested in the background of knowledge and 
theory behind the lives of men, and the astounding clumsiness of 
world behavior compared with the powers of the planning mind. 
To use Werneth's favorite word, he found the paradox teasing. 

During the Long Vacation he stayed in Cambridge, putting in 
mornings and evenings of study interspersed with afteraoons on the 
river or walks to Grantchester through the meadows; he liked Cam¬ 
bridge during vacation time—the quieter streets, the air of perpetual 
Sunday, the August sunlight bleaching the blinds in many a shop 
that would not pull them up until term time. Most of the bookshops 
remained open, however, and there were a few good concerts. The 
two months passed very quickly. 

Sheldon wrote to him every week, but with no news except of 
domestic trouble at Stoiirton—an outbreak of petty thefts due 
(Charles could judge) to Chet s refusal to back up Sheldon in some 
earlier trouble with one of the gardeners. Now that it was too late, 
Chet seemed to be handling the matter rather unfortunately, dealing 
out wholesale dismissals to servants who had given years of service, 
and leaving a staff both too small and too disgruntled to work well. 
Chet also wrote, giving his side of the question, casting doubts on 
Sheldon s efficiency, and asking how Charles, as one of the family, 
would feel about selling tlie place. Charles replied instantly that 
Chet should sell by all fneans; Stourton was far too big for any modern 
uses, and family sentiment should not weigh against common sense. 
Chet did not reply t6 that, but a few weeks later, at Cambridge, 
Charles heard from Truslove that Stourton was on the maikct, but 
wouldn't be easy to sell ‘ m these days." 

Then one Saturday, returning to his rooms from a lecture, h(' 
found Kitty sprawled on a sofa and Herring teetering doubtfully in 
the pantry. ‘'Hello, Uncle Charles," she cried loudly, and tlien added 
in a whisper: “Tliat’s for his benefit. He didn't beljeve me—I could 
see that." 

“But why didn't you tell me you were ’ coming?" Charles began, 
trying to infuse a note of mild pleasure into his astonishment. 

“Because you’d probably have told me not to," she answered 
promptSy. , • 
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He admitted he probably would, and then aske(i why she had 
come. 

‘It's my birthday.” 

‘Is it? But—well, many happy returns—but—” 

“Uncle Chet promised me a big party at Stoiirton, 1 ut he canceled 
it at the last moment because he said Aunt Lydia w isn't very well, 
and as Td akeady got leave of absence from Kirby I didn't feel I 
could waste the week end.” 

“But you’re not intending to stay here for the w ole week end, 
are you?” 

“Oh yes, Tve taken a room at the Bull. Surprising vhat a girl can 
do by herself these days.” 

“But if they find out—at Kirby—” 

“That I’ve been visiting one uncle instead of aiiotJj! r? Will it mat¬ 
ter? And I don't really care if they do find out-I'm tired of school 
cinyway. I'd like to go to Newnham.” 

“Anything wrong with Somerville at Oxford?” 

“Oh, how you'd loathe to have me anywhere ajound, wouldn’t 
you?” 

lie began to laugh and suggested taking her to limcli. 

“Can't I have lunch here—in the college?” 

“No.” 

“Well, that’s better than the littk^ (kirman at our school who pre¬ 
tends to be French and gives us art lessons—he gets in an awful 
temper and then says, ‘In one word 1 vill not have it.'” 

They lunched at Buol's, in King's Parade, and afterwards he said: 
“Now, young lady, having invited yourself here, you'll have to take 
the consequences. My usual way of spending an afternoon is to punt 
up the river, and I don’t care how dull you find it, it's either that or 
off you go on your own.” 

“But I don’t mind at all—1 can punt awfully well.'’ 

“You wouldn't get the chance—fll do the punting.” 

But she lazed quite happily during the hour-long journey, chat¬ 
ting all the time about school, life, the family, herself, and himself. 
“It’s made a great difference, you passing that examination. Uncle 
Charles. I believe the family had an idea you were a bit queer till 
you did that—now they still think you’re queer, but a marvel too. 
You've quite pushed Uncle Julian off the shelf as the one in the fam¬ 
ily with brains.” 

He made no comment; the effort of digging the pole in and out 

the river bed gave him an easy excuse for silence. He didn’t dis- 
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like Kitty, indeed there were certain qualities in her—or perhaps 
there was only one quality—that definitely attracted him. 

She went on: '‘Of course the family don’t really respect brains- 
they just have a scared feeling that brains might come in handy some 
day/’ 

"What makes you say that?” 

"Oh, I don’t know—just the general atmosphere before Motlier 
went away. She’s at Cannes, you know—staying with Uncle Julian/ 

They had tea at the Orchard and then returned to her hotel for 
dinner. “I’m glad you’re shovidng up with me here,” she said, as they 
entered the lobby, he in cap and gowm as prescribed by University 
regulations for all undergraduates after dark. “It lets them know I’m 
respectable even if I am only fifteen. ... By the way, how old are 
youF' 

“Twenty-six.” 

“Do you feel twenty-six?” 

“Sometimes J feel ninety-six—so I try not to bother about how I 
feel.” 

“Are you happi/F' 

“Oh, happy enough.” 

“Can you remember ever being terribly happy?” 

He pondered. “Once when I was a small boy and Sheldon visited 
us at Brighton for some reason, and he took me for a walk along the 
Promenade instead of Miss Ponsonby.” He laughed. “Such a thrill.” 

She laughed also. “And I was happiest once when I’d had a tooth¬ 
ache and it began to stop. Before it finished stopping. I really en¬ 
joyed the last bit of the pain.” 

“Morbid creature.” 

“But pain is part of love, isn’t it?” 

He was studying the menu. “At the moment I’m rather more con¬ 
cerned with the question of steak versus lamb chops.” 

“You would say that, but you don’t really mean it. . . . Oh, and 
another time I was happy was Armistice Night, at school. So wonder¬ 
ful, to think the war was all over, wasn’t it? Like waking up on end- 
of-term morning and realizing it’s really come. But somehow every¬ 
thing’s been a bit of a letdown since, don’t you think? I mean, if you 
stop now and say to yourself, the war’s over, the war’s over, it can’t 
keep on making you happy as it did that first night, can it?” 

“I’ve practically decided on steak. What about you?” 

“Uncle Charles, are you sorry I came here to see you?” 

“Well, I’m a little puzzled about what to do with you tomorrow. ” 

“I’d like to do whatever you were goin^to do.” • 




RANDOM HARVEST 285 

“Tliat s well meant, but I don’t think it would work. I intended to 
read most of the day and go to a concert in the often oon.” 

‘T’d love the concert.” 

“I don’t expect you would. Beethoven Quartets m (ke no attempt 
to be popular.” 

^‘Neither do you, Uncle Charles, but I don’t mind.” 

He smiled, appreciating the repartee whilst resol te to make no 
concessions throughout the rest of the evening and tli* following day; 
he would teach her to play truant from school and f sten herself on 
him like that. After a long and, he hoped, exhausting walk on Sunday 
morning, he took her‘to the concert in the aftemc m, and in the 
evening saw her off on the train with much relief am a touch of wry 
amusement. 

“Uncle Charles, you’ve been so sweet to me.” 

“1 haven’t been aware of it.” 

“Would you really mind if I were to come to Newuham?” 

“It isn’t in my power to stop you. But don’t imagine you’d see much 
of me—the Newnham rules wouldn’t allow it, for one thing.” 

“Do you think Newnham would be good for me?’ 

“Another question is would you be good for Newnham?” 

“Won’t you be serious a moment? I wish you’d write to Mother 
and tell her it would be good for me.” 

“Oh, I don’t know that I could do that. It’s for her and you to 
decide.” 

“She says she doesn’t think she can afford it these days.” 

“Not afford it? Surely—” But that, after all, wasn’t his business 
either. If Jill thought she could afford expensive cruises and winter¬ 
ings abroad, and yet decided to economize on her daughter’s educa¬ 
tion-well, it still remained outside his province. 

The girl added, as the train came in: “It’s because trade’s not so 
good, or something. I think that’s really why Uncle Chet canceled 
my party, not because of Aunt Lydia.” She mimicked Chet as she 
added: “Time for economies, old chap.” 

“I don’t think you really know anything about it. After all, a party 
wouldn’t cost—” 

“I know, but Uncle Chet wouldn’t think of that. There’s nobody 
worse than a scared optimist.” She gave him a look, then added: “I 
suppose you think I heard somebody say tliat? Well, I didn’t—I 
thou^t it out myself. I’mf not the fool you think 1 am.” 

“I itfon’t think you’re a fool at aU. But I don’t see how you can know 
much about financial matters.” 

“Oh, can’t I? Uncle Chet^used to rave so much about Rainiao: shares 
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whenever 1 saw him that I and a lot of other girls at Kirby clubbed 
together and bought some. We look at the price every morning.” 

He said sternly: “I think you re very foolish. You and yoiu: friends 
should have something better to spend your time on—and perhaps 
your money, too. . . . Good-bye.” 

The train was moving. ‘‘Good-bye, Uncle Chailes.” 

Returning to St. Swithin’s in the mellow October twilight he pon¬ 
dered on that phrase “in these days.” Tmslove had used it in con¬ 
nection with the possible sale of Stourton, and now Jill also, about 
the expense of sending Kitty to college. Always popular as an excuse 
for action or inaction, and uttered by Englishmen in 1918 and 1919 
with a hint of victorious pride, it had lately—during 1920—turned 
downwards from the highest notes. There was nothing gloomy yet, 
nothing in tlie nature of a dirge; just an allegro simmering down to 
andante among businessmen and stockbrokers. Trade, of course, had 
been so outrageously and preposterously good that there was nothing 
for the curve tQ do except flatten; the wild boom on the markets 
could not continue indefinitely. Charles looked up Rainier shares in 
the Times when he got back to his rooms; he found they stood at 
four pounds after having been higher—which, allowing for the bonus, 
really meant that the shares he had sold to Chet for seventy shillings 
were now more than twice the price. Chet shouldn't worry—and yet, 
according to Kitty, he was worrying—doubtless because there had 
been a small fall from tlie peak. Her comment had been shrewd— 
nobody like a scared optimist. 

The next inoniing at breakfast his thoughts were enough on the 
subject for him to glance at the later financial news, which informed 
him by headline that Rainier's had announced an interim dividend 
of 10 per cent, as against 15 the previous year. It seemed to him 
good enough, and nothing for anyone to worry about, but by evening 
a#'he walked along Petty Cury the newsboys were carrying placards, 
“Slump on 'Change” and “Rainier Jolts Markets.” He found that the 
reduced dividend had tipped over prices rather as an extra brick on 
a child's toy tower will send half of it toppling. Rainier s had fallen 
thirty shillings during the day's trading, and other leading shares 
proportionately. It had been something that sensational journalism 
delighted to call a “Black Monday.” 

Still he did not think there was anything much to worry ^bout. 
The theoretical study of economics was far removed from thejfe^c- 
tical guesswork of TTirogmorton Street, and his reading of Mihail 
and Pigou had given him no insight into the psychology of specula¬ 
tion. Fot a week afterwards he ignored ihe financial pages, heinff 
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temperamentally as well as personally disinterested in them; not till 
he received an alarming letter from Sheldon did he se irch the finan¬ 
cial lists again to discover that in the interval Rainier ordinaries had 
continued their fall from two pounds ten to seventeen shillings. And 
even then his first thought was a severely logical one— hat they were 
either worth more than that, or else had never been w rth tlie higher 
prices at all. 

Sheldon wrote that Chet was terribly worried, ha I been having 
long consultations with bank and Stock Exchange p* ople, and had 
stayed all night in his City oflBce on several occasions Charles could 
not understand that; What had bank or Stock Excha; ge people got 
to do with the firm? Surely the Rainier business wiis 1 rincipally car¬ 
ried on at Cowderton and other places, not in the C.' ty of London; 
and as for the falling price of the shares, what did t matter what 
the price of something was, if you didn't have either to buy or to 
sell? He replied to Sheldon somewhat on these linr‘s, half wishing 
he could write a similar note to Chet, but as Chet had not ap¬ 
proached him, he did not care to offer comment or atlvice. 

But towards the beginning of December a letter from Chet did 
arrive; and it was, when one reached the last page, an appeal for a 
loan. He didn't say how much, but no sum, it appeiued, would be 
either too small or too great; he left the choice to Charles with a 
touch of his vague expansiveness, assuring him that it was a merely 
temporary convenience and would soon be repaid. Chaiies was 
puzzled, unable to imagine how much Chet needed—surely it 
couldn't be a small sum, a few hundreds, and if it were a matter of 
thousands, what could he possibly want it for? He felt he had a right 
to inquire, and did so. Back came a franker, longer, and much more 
desperate appeal, again saving its pith until the last page, wherein 
Chet admitted he had been speculating heavily in the shares of the 
firm, borrowing from banks in order to do so. At first the result ha® 
been highly successful; his own constant buying on a rising market 
had given him huge profits, and with those (uncashed, of course) 
as security he had borrowed and purchased more. Then the inevita¬ 
ble had happened. Chet didn’t put it in this way; he seemed to think 
^}iat a conjunction of bad trade, falling share prices, and a request 
by the bank for him to begin repayment of loans was some malign 
coincidence instead of a series of causes and effects. If only Charles 
could help him out with ten or twelve thousand—he'd pay interest, 
let's call it a short-term investment, old chap, the badness of trade 
could only be exceptional, Rainier shares were destined to far higher 
Wvels eventually—hadn't tl]^py once been “talked” to twenty pounds? 
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And Chet added that he hated making such a request, and only did 
so because there was much more at stake than his own personal af¬ 
fairs; Rainier’s was a family concern, there were Julian and Jill and 
Bridget and Julia and all the others to think about. If he threw his 
own shares on the market, it would make for a further faU in the 
price, and that would be bad for the firm itself and so affect the 
stability of the family prox^erty and livelihood. 

The letter arrived on a Friday; Charles answered it that same eve 
ning, enclosing a check for as large a round figure as he happened 
to have on hand, and promising more in a few days. But by the fol¬ 
lowing morning the affairs of Rainier s had already broken out of 
the financial columns and were invading the news pages of all tlu' 
daily papers. Ai3parent]y the shares had crashed in the ‘'Street'’ after 
the Stock Exchange closed the previous evening, the final price being 
a very nominal half-crown. Accompanying the collapse were wild 
rumors-some of tliem, according to a discreet rej^orter, “of a serious 
nature.*' 

That sent him to Bragg to ask for leave of absence; he then wired 
Sheldon and left immediately for Stourtpn, reaching the house in 
the late afternoon. From the cars outside he guessed there was a 
family conclave before Sheldon told him who had arrived. He found 
them assembled in the library, already in the midst of stormy argu 
ment. Bridget, who was near the door, said “Hello, Chailie,” but the 
otliers were too preoccupied to hear this, even to see him at first. It 
was curious to note the utter disintegration of formal manners in face 
of such a crisis; to watch a favored few, long accustomed to regard 
the family business as a rock of ages cleft for them, suddenly con 
templating phenomena so normal in most people’s lives—the uncer 
tainties of tlie future. Charles stayed close to the door, reluctant to 
intervene; so far as he could make out, the family had been heckling 
CJliet for some time, for his temper was considerably frayed, and at 
one question he suddenly lost it and shouted; “Look here, Tm not 
going to shoulder the blame for everything! You were all damned 
glad to leave things in my hands as long as you thought they were 
going well—** 

“As long as we thought you knew what you were up to—we never 
guessed you were monkeying like this—** 

“God damn it, Jill—what did you ever do except draw dividends 
and spend ’em on Riviera gigolos?*’ 

“How dare you say that!” 

“Well, if you can suggest there’s been anything crooked in the way 

ve— • * • 
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Jill was on the verge of hysteria. “I know my life isn’t stuffy and 
narrow-minded like yours—but did I have to travel all the way here 
just to be insulted? Julian knows what a lie it is —1 e lives there— 
hes been at Cannes all the season except when we ^^ ent to Aix for 
a month—Julian, I appeal to you—are you going to stay here and 
allow things like this to be said—Julian^** 

George interposed feebly: “Steady now, steady—bo* h of you.” 

Julia said, with cold common sense: “I think we mig 'it as well stick 
to the point, which isn’t Jill’s morals, but our money.” 

Jill was still screaming: “Julian can tell you—Julian 

Everybody stared af Julian, who couldn’t think < ? a suflBciently 
clever remark and was consequently silent. Meanwhi e Chet’s anger 
rose to white heat. “Look at don’t look at Julian I haven’t had 
a decent sleep for weeks, while you’ve all been galliv. nting about in 
Cannes or Aix or God knows where! Look at me! 1 ve put on ten 
years—that’s what they say at the office!” And he added, pathetically: 
“To say nothing of it giving Lydia a breakdown.” 

It was also pathetic that he should have asked them to look at 
liim, for his claim was a clear exaggeration; he certainly looked tired 
—perhaps also in need of a Turkish bath and a shave; but his hair 
had failed to turn white after any number of sleepless nights. He 
was still expansive, even in self-pity. Charles felt suddenly sorry for 
him, as much because as in spite of this. 

Julian, having now thought of something, intervened in his sly, 
high-pitched voice: “I’m afraid it wasn’t your looks we were all rely¬ 
ing on, Chet . . .” 

Then Julia, glancing towards the door, spotted Charles. “Ah, here’s 
tlie mystery man arrived! Hello, darling! How wise you were to sell 
Rainier’s at three pounds ten and buy War Loan, you shrewd man! 
Come to gloat over us?” 

It was the interpretation Charles had feared. He stepped forward, 
nodded slightly to the general assembly. “You’re quite wrong, Julia. 
. . . How are you, diet?” 

Chet, on the verge of tears after his outburst, put out his hand 
rather as a dog extends an interceding paw; he murmined abjectly: 
“Hello, old chap—God bless. Caught us all at a bad moment. . . . 
And thanks for your letter—damn nice of you, but I’m afraid it’s a 
bit late—a sort of tide in the affairs of men, you know—” 

Charles, not fully aware what Chet was talking about, answered 
for want of anything efee to say: “I should have come earlier, but 
I just missed a tram.” 

* “You misse^jdiefs newsi too,” Jill cried, still half-hysterical. “Such 
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splendid news! I’ve been traveling all night to hear it—so has Julian 
—would somebody mind repeating it for Charles’s benefit?” 

‘771 tell him,” Julia interrupted, venomously. “Were all on the 
rocks, and Chet’s just the most wonderful financier in the world! " 

“Except,” added Julian, “a certain undergraduate who thought¬ 
fully added a quarter of a million to Chet’s bank loan by demanding 
cash.” 

Charles swung round on him. “What on earth do you mean by 
that?” 

“Well, you sold your stuff to CIkT, didn’t you?” 

“He wanted to buy—I didn’t ask him to.” 

“But he paid you in cash.” 

“Naturally—what else?” 

“Well, where d’you suppose he found the cash? In liis pocket?” 

“You mean he had to borrow from the bank to pay me?” Charles 
then tunied on Chet. “Is this true?” 

“’Fraid it is,'Charlie. After all, you wanted the cash.” 

“Well, tjou wanted the shares.” 

“Wasn’t exactly that I wanted ’em, old chap, but I had to take 
’em.” 

“But—I don’t see that—surely 1 could have sold them to someone 
else?” 

“Not at that price. You try dumping sixty thousand on the market 
and see what happens. I had to take ’em to keep the price finn. 
Isn’t that right, Truslove?” 

Charles peered beyond the faces; Truslove was standing in tlie 
shadows, fingering the embroidery at the back of a chair; leaning 
forward he answered: “That was your motive, undoubtedly, Mr. 
Chetwynd. But 1 think we can hardly blame Mr. Charles for—” 

“Is it a matter for blaming anybody?” Charles interrupted, with 
tightened lips. “I can only say that I—I—” 

And tlien he stopped. What could he say? That he was sorry? That 
had he known Chet was having to borrow he would have insisted 
on selling in the market? That if he could have forecast a crisis like 
this, he would have held on to his shares, just to be one of tlie family 
in adversity? None of these things was true, except the first. He said, 
lamely: “I feel at a disadvantage—not having known of these things 
before.” 

“Well, whose fault was that?” Jill shouted at him. 

“My own, I’m perfectly well aware. I took no interest in them. ” 

“It doesn’t cost you anything to admit ij now, does it?” • 
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There was such bitterness in her voice that he stared with astonish¬ 
ment. ‘T—I don't know what you mean, Jill.” 

“Oh, don’t put on that Cambridge air—we’re not aR fools! And we 
haven’t all got queer memories either! If you want n y opinion, you 
can have it—you’re morally liable to return that cash- ’ 

Truslove stepped forward with unexpected sprigh’liness. ‘1 must 
say 1 consider that a most unfair and prejudiced remi k—” 

Jill screamed on: “1 said morally, Truslove, not le ally! Isn’t that 
the way you argued us all into the equity settlernei with Charles 
alter Father died? We didn’t have to do it then! I 3 doesn’t have 
to do it now! But what’he outfit is another matter!” 

Nobody said anything to that, but Julian stroked h, cliin thought¬ 
fully, while Julia stared across at Jill with darkly shin ig eyes. It was 
as if the family were at last converging on a more sat sfying emotion 
than that of blaming Chet, who, after all, was only on* of tliemselves. 
Rut Charles was diflerent. He took in their various glances, accepting 
-even had he never done so before—the position of utter outsider. 
Ilis own glance hardened as he answered quietly: “Tm still rather 
hazy about what’s happened. Can't 1 talk to somebody—alone, for 
preference, and without all this shouting? How about you, Chet? 
... Or you, Julian?” Chet shifted weakly; Julian did not stir. 
“ 1 'riislove, then?” 

The room was silent as he and the lawyer passed through the 
French windows on to the terrace. They did not speak till they were 
vvell away from the house, halfway to the new expensive tennis 
courts that Chet had had installed just before he decided to sell 
Stourton if he could. Truslove began by saying how distressed he 
was at such a scene, as well as at the events leading up to it; in all 
his experience with the family, over forty years . . . Charles cut him 
short. ‘T don’t think this is an occasion for sentiment, Truslove.” 

“But perhaps, Mr. Charles, you’ll allow me to say that I warned 
Mr. Chetwynd a great many times during recent months, but in vain 
—he fancied he had the Midas touch—there was no arguing witli 
him. ... I only wish he had more of your own level-heade^ess.” 

“No compliments either, please. I want facts, that’s all. First, is 
the firm bankrupt?” 

. “That’s hard tjo say, Mr. Charles. Many a firm would be bankrupt 
if its creditors all jumped at the same moment, and that’s just what 
often happens when things begin to go wrong. I daresay the firm’s 
still making profits, but there are loans of various kinds and if they’re 
called in just now^as they may be with the shares down to half a 
^own—” , • 
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“Is that a fair price for what they're worth?" 

“Well, there again it s hard to say—always hard to separate price 
from worth.” 

“What will happen if the loans are called in?” 

“The company will have to look for new money—if it can find any," 

“And if it can’t?” 

“Then, of course, there’d be nothing for it but a receivership, or 
at any rate some sort of arrangement with creditors.” 

“May I ask you, though you needn’t answer if you don’t want— 
did Chet speculate witli any of the firm’s money?” 

“Again, it’s hard to draw a line between speculation and legiti¬ 
mate business practice. Mr. Chetwynd bought rather large quantities 
of raw materials, thinking prices would continue to rise. In that lie 
made the same mistake as a great many very shrewd and reputable 
people.” 

“Will he be forced into bankruptcy?” 

“A good deal depends on what happens to the finn. If it weathers 
the storm the Bank would probably give him a chance—subject, of 
course, to mortgaging Stourton and cutting down personal expenses 
to the bone. That applies to the others also.” 

“I see. . . . Now may I ask you one final question? You were say¬ 
ing just now that the firm will need new money. You know how 
much I have myself. Would such a sum be any use in weathering 
the storm, as you put it?” 

“That also is hard to say, Mr, Charles. I hardly care to advise you 
in— 

“I’m not asking for advice. I want to know how much the firm 
needs, so tliat I can judge whether it’s even possible for me to save 
the situation at all.” 

“I—I can’t say, Mr. Charles. The whole matter’s very complicated. 
We should have to see accountants, and find out certain things from 
the banks—it’s quite impossible for me to make an estimate offhand.’’ 

“Well, thanks for telling me all you can. Perhaps we could return 
by the side gate—I’d like to escape any more of the family wrangle it 
it’s still in progress. . . .” 

He drove away from Stourton an hour later, without seeing the 
family again; but he left a note for Chet with Sheldon, saying he 
would get in touch within a day or two. After a dash across London 
he was just in time to catch the last train from Liverpool Street and 
be in his rooms at St. Swithin’s by midnight. He had already decided 
to help if his help could do any vital amount of good. He couldn’t 
exactly s^ y why he had come to this decision; it certainly wasn’t anyi 
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sense of the moral obligation that Jill had tried to thrlL‘^t on him. And 
he didn't think it could be any sentimental feeling abc >ut the family, 
whom (except for Chet and Bridget) he didn't partici larly like, and 
whose decline to the status of those who had to earn tl eir own living 
would not wring from him a tear. If sentiment touch( 1 him at all it 
was more for Sheldon and other servants whom he knew, as well 
as for the thousands of Rainier employees whom h< didn't know, 
hut whom he could imagine in their little houses s. 3eping peace¬ 
fully without knowledge that their futiare was being haped by one 
man s decision in a Cambridge college room. That asp* ct of the thing 
was fantastic, but it was true, nevertheless. But perh^Ds strongest of 
all the arguments was the fact that the money didn't natter to him; 
even the income from it was more than he could ev r spend; if he 
could put it to some act, however debatable, at lea.^' it would not 
he useless, as it was irnd always would be in his possijssion. For his 
owm personal future had already begun to mold itself; he would 
probably stay at Cambridge after obtaining a degree. Wemeth had 
once hinted at a fellowship, and if this should happem, he would be 
enabled to live frugally but quite comfortably on his own earnings. 

End of term came a couple of days later; he returned to London 
and took a room at a hotel. Having conveyed his conditional de¬ 
cision to Chet and to Truslove, he had now only to discover if his 
money had any chance to perform the necessary miracle. This meant 
interviews in City offices with bank officials and chartered account¬ 
ants, long scrutinies of balance sheets and many wearisome hours in 
the Rainier Building, demanding documents and statements that 
took so long to unearth and were frequently so confusing that he 
soon realized how far Chet s slackness had percolated downwards 
into all departments. 

One of the accountants took him aside after an interview. “It s no 
business of mine, Mr. Rainier, but I know something of the situation 
and what youTe Blinking of doing, and my advice to you would be to 
keep out of it—don't send good money after badl" 

‘‘Thanks for the tip," Charles answered, with no other comment. 

During the next two weeks it became a matter of some absorption 
to him to discover exactly what Chet had been up to. So far he hadn't 
detected any acjtual crookedness—only the grossest negligence and 
the most preposterous—well, expansiveness was perhaps again the 
word. Chet had not only’bought shares at absurd prices and in ab¬ 
surd quantities; he had done the same with office desks, with electric 
lamps, even with jjpn nibs. A small change, apparently fancied by 
^im, in the finn's style of note-paper heading had condemiJbd enor- 
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mous stacks of the original kind to wastepaper. An ugly marble 
mantelpiece in Chet's private office had cost six hundred pounds. 
And so far as Charles could judge from his somewhat anomalous 
position of privileged outsider, every department was staffed by well- 
paid sycophants whose most pressing daily task was to convince their 
immediate superior that they were indispensable. 

By Christmas Charles had almost reached the same opinion as the 
accountant—that it would be folly to send good money after bad. 
Even a total repayment of loans would not alone suffice to lift the 
firm from the trough of depression into which the entire trade of the 
country was rapidly sinking; nothing could save an enterprise of such 
complexity but completely centralized and economical control. With¬ 
out that a cash loan could only stave off the inevitable for a feu 
months. 

On one of those? oddly unbusinesslike days between Christmas and 
the New Year he lunched with Chet and Truslove in Chet's office 
and told them this. ‘T must be frank, Chet. Tve spent a fortnight 
looking into every corner I could find, and I’m not much of an opti¬ 
mist as a result. It isn’t only new money that the firm needs, it’s new 
—well, new other things.” 

Chet nodded with an air of magnanimous comprehension. “You’re 
probably right, old chap. How about a new boss? Suppose I were to 
swap round with George on the board?” Charles smiled gently. ‘1 
know my faults,” Chet ran on. ^I'm a fair-weather pilot—good when 
everything’s on the up-and-up. Nobody can act and think bigger 
when times are right for it. But these days you want a chap who 
can act and think small. That’s what put George in my mind.” 

Charles was quite willing to subscribe to a theory that left Chet 
holding all the laurels, but he felt he had to say more. “Fm afraid 
it isn’t just a matter of changing the pilot. You’ve got to change a 
good deal of the ship. And you also may have to change tlie voyage 
—or perhaps even lie up in harbor for a time and make no voyages 
at all.” 

‘"Just a figure of speech, old chap—don’t press it too far.” 

“All right, I won’t. . . but take this lunch as an example. Although 
Fm a guest, you’ll perhaps forgive me for saying it’s a pretty bad 
lunch. And I know where it comes from—the canteen, as they call it, 
downstairs. And I’ve seen the prices on the menu, so I know yout 
canteen is either badly managed or a swindle or both.” 

“Well, maybe—but surely it’s not so important—” 

“It’s one thing with another. The whole place wants reorganizing 
from top to bottom, and I can’t exactly see Georgias the new broom^ 
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‘'Well, let’s assume you’re right—but the more urgent issue still re¬ 
mains. The banks don’t give a damn whether tlie cant<^en serves good 
food or not. They just won’t wait for their money. W lat do you say, 
Truslove?” 

Truslove temporized as usual. ‘1 think we owe Mr. Charles a deep 
debt of gratitude for devoting two weeks of his Chi stmas vacation 
to making this inquiry. I’m sure everything he h <s said is very 
valuable.” 

“But some of his cash would be more valuable still- don’t we agree, 
old chap?” 

“That, I understand^ is why Mr. Charles has met s here—to give 
us his decision.” 

Both of them looked to Charles, who answered, ri 'her hesitantly: 
‘1 was hoping you’d see what I’m driving at without forcing me to 
a direct reply. In my opinion a loan or even a gift w aildn’t help un¬ 
less you completely reorganize the firm. That's all I can say.” 

“You mean your answer’s a definite ‘no’?” 

“If you insist on putting it that way, but you’ve heard my reasons.” 

“Well, I’m damned.” Chet stared gloomily at the tablecloth for a 
moment, while the waitress came in with coffee. Transferring his 
stare to the cup, he suddenly turned on her with a vehemence that 
almost made her drop the tray. “Call this coffee? Take it back and 
bring something worth drinking. And what’s the cause of the rotten 
meals we get here? Send up the canteen manager to my office after¬ 
wards . . .and let me look at your hands! Why . . . damn it, I won’t 
have this sort of thing—get your week’s wages and don’t come here 
again!” 

Throughout all this Truslove and Charles had looked on uncom¬ 
fortably, As soon as the girl, too startled and upset to make any reply, 
had left the room, Charles said quietly; “I’m not sure that was very 
fair of you, Chet. She wasn’t responsible.” 

“What more can I do? Her hands—you should have seen them.” 

“Yes, yes ... I daresay.” 

There was a long silence. Then Chet exploded: — 

“Well, have I done anything wrong? You talk about reorganization 
—what do you mean by it? If it isn’t just a word, tell me. Unless it’s 
merely that you haven’t got the courage to say outright that you’re 
not going to risk your precious ca.sh. I’d respect you more for saying 
that than for hiding behind all this reorganization pi-jaw.” 

(“Pi-jaw”—that was the word they used at Netherton for inter¬ 
views with the headmaster. It stirred in him a little instant pity for 
£het) 
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'Im not hiding behind anything.” 

“You mean you'd lend the money if we did reorganize?” 

Charles was silent a moment; Chet went on: “That's a fair ques¬ 
tion, isn't it, Truslove? Let him answer, then we'll know where we 
stand. Let's have a straight yes’ or no,' for God's sake.” 

“Very well, then . . . probably I would.” 

Chet beamed. “Fine, old chap. I take back any aspersions, God 
bless. Now all you've got to tell us is what you'd call reorganizing. 
What have I got to do? Or what's anybody got to do? And for that 
matter, who's got to be the fellow to do it?” 

“I—I can't easily answer those questions, Chet. I'm not a business 
expert. Its hardly possible for me to suggest a new board, new 
managers, new heads of departmcnts-all out of the blue-in a couple 
of minutes.” 

You think we ought to have new’ ones—all of them? ' 

“I do.” 

You mean you ve seen enough during these last two weeks to get 
an idea who's not pulling his weight?” 

“To some extent, yes.” 

Then Chet, beaming agiiin, played his trump card. “Well, all IVc 
got to say, old chap, is-come here and do the job yourself.” He kepi 
on beaming throughout their stare of immediate astonishment. “Why 
not? Lend the money, then come and look after it. What could give 
you a better safeguard? You say you're not a businessman, but you 
know enough to have found out what's wrong—that's a good deal 
of the way to knowing what s right. Truslove, arrange a board meet¬ 
ing or whatever there has to be and get it all fixed up. 1*11 resign, and 
then—” 

Charles got up from the table and strode to the window, inter- 
lupting as he stared over the City roof tops. “But I don't want such a 
job—cant you understand that? I've got my work at Cambridge— 

‘You could go back there afterwards—putting things straight 
mightn t take you more than a few weeks, once you got down to it.” 

But I've no desire to get down to itl” 

Then it s damnably selfish of you! Worse than that, it's nothing but 
hypocrisy the way you ve led us on into thinking you'd help usi First 
you make terms for getting us all out of a hole—then we agree to the 
terms-then you go back on them—” 

But I never made such terms! I never hinted at tackling a job like 
this myself! I don't even know that I could do it, anyhow.” 

Chet shrugged his shoulder, turning round toMie lawyer. “Well* 
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thats his second no'—I suppose well just have to let the little tick 
go back to his study books." 

(‘‘Tick”—the worst term of Nethcrton opprobriiirr and one that 
Charles had never used, even at school, because he h id always con¬ 
sidered it childish.) 

Afterwards, walking disconsolately along Cheapsii e and through 
Paternoster Row to Ludgate Hill and his hotel in th( Strand, he felt 
he had considerably bungled the entire interview. lie should have 
said “no'' from the first; then there would have liad be only one 
"no.” 

Charles took over control of the Rainier firm in J. luary 1921 . To 
do so he obtained a term’s leave of absence from St. Switliin’s, smil¬ 
ing at the tense in Bragg’s remark: "You would liavi' done very well 
liere, you know." 

"AV ould have? 1 still intend to.” 

"Well, we shall see, we shall see." 

He practically lived in Chet's office in Old Broad Street—no longer 
Chet s, of course, but he refused to put his own niime on the door. 
At a special board meeting he had been appointed managing director 
with the consent of the bank creditors, to whom he had tunied over 
his own government securities. The bank men doubtless smiled over 
the arrangement, since it was one by which they could not possibly 
lose; while the family, faced with even a thousand-to-one chance, 
grabbed it gladly if not gratefully. They could not get it out of their 
minds that Charles was somehow taking advantage of them, instead 
of they of him; but if (as Kitty had said) they had ever had a scared 
feeling that brains might come in handy some day, this was un¬ 
doubtedly the day. The scared feeling developed until they actually 
believed in him a little, but without reasoned conviction and cer¬ 
tainly witliout aflEection—rather as if he were some kind of astrologer 
whose abracadabra might, after all, perform some miracle of market 
manipulation. That, of course, was their only criterion of success; 
and it so happened that the mere closing of bear accounts sent up 
the price of Rainier shares from half a crown to six shillings within 
a month of his taking control, a rise that considerably helped his 
prestige though he made no attempt to claim any. Less popular was 
his early insistence on economies in their personal lives, but after one 
or two suggestions had been badly taken, he contented liimself with 
sending each member of the family a personal note, merely convey¬ 
ing advance information that the preference dividend that year 
^would not be paifi. (The preference shares were all h^d by the 
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family.) Expected protests came in the form of a personal visit from 
Chet, telephone calls from Jill, Julia, and George, and a strong letter 
from Julian in Cannes. He took no notice of any of them, his only 
concession being an offer to Jill to pay for Kitty's college education, 
if she still wanted one. 

Kitty came to his oflice to thank him. “Sweet of you, Uncle Charles. 
But of course you don’t mind iny going to Newnham now you’re not 
at St. Swithin s—isn’t that it?” 

“Not altogether. Besides, I hope I’ll be back there soon.” 

“You mean you haven’t taken on this as a lifework?” 

“Good heavens, nol” 

“I hear you’re dismissing everybody.” 

“Not everybody!* 

“And nobody wants to buy Stourton.” 

“That doesn’t surprise me.” 

“Where do you live?” 

“In a little apartment near the British Museum.” 

“How appropriate! Can I visit you there?” 

“You wouldn’t find me in. I work late most evenings.” 

“Won’t you take me to lunch?” 

“I was just going to ask you. But there’s no taking—we have it 
here—on my desk. And it’s pretty bad—though not so bad as it used 
to be.” 

She chattered on about her personal affairs, the new and smaller 
house Jill and she had had to move into—a little suburban villa at 
Hendon, with only one maid—“and there’s a house further along the 
road where a little man kisses Iris wife on the doorstep every morning 
at three minutes past eight and comes running past our house to 
catch the eight-seven—just like you read about in the comic papers.’ 

“I’m glad you live so near a station. It must be very convenient.” 

“I know—you think I’m a snob.” 

“Not exactly.” 

“Then what?” 

“I’m not quite certain.” 

‘Toil mean you haven’t made up your mind?” 

“That would be too flattering to your sense of importance.” 

“I believe you do think about me, sometimes.” 

“Obviously—that’s why it occurred to me you might go to college.” 

“Uncle Charles . . . what’s going to happen to everybody . . . 
whether they go to college or not?” 

“I don’t think I know what you mean.” 

“I get ^erribly upset thinking about it sometii^s. The little man 
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who runs for the train every day—Tin not really a snob about him, 
1 think he s wonderful, and it’s beautiful the way you c m always tell 
the time by him, and the way he always catches the rain—at least 
I hope he does, in case somebody like you goes rounc his firm dis¬ 
missing everyone who’s late. . . . Oh, but what’s gou g to happen, 
Uncle Charles—eventually?'’ 

*‘You mean will he stop nmriing?" 

‘'Yes, or will the train stop running, or will he stop ki sing his wife, 
or will you stop being able to dismiss people—I don know, it all 
seems so fragile—the least touch- ” 

‘IVe had that feeling.” 

“Oh, you have?*' Then pleadingly: “Don’t make a ; )ke about too 
much to drink, or lobster for supper. Please don’t mak a joke.” 

“I wasn’t going to. There isn’t any joke.” 

She said somberly: “I know that too, and I’m on;y seventeen.” 

A tap came at the door and a young man entered with a sheaf of 
papers. When he had gone Charles scanned them through, then 
apologized perfunctorily for having done so. “But yon see, Kitty, I’m 
tt^rribly busy.” 

“Perhaps I’d better leave you to it then?” 

“If you wouldn’t mind.” He smiled, escorting her to the door and 
saying as she left him: “I’m reaUy glad you’re going to Newnham. 
Write to me when you’re there and tell me what it’s like.” 

Then he went back to his desk. The papers included a list of names, 
over a hundred, of employees who would have to go that week. He 
glanced down the list, initialed liis approval of it, and passed on to 
another job. 

(But what would happen to them? And yet, on the other hand, 
what else could he do?) 

By Easter he had made economies everywhere, yet the continuing 
malaise of trade kept up a tragic pace. There were few positive signs 
that his job could be regarded as approaching an end, and it was 
small satisfaction to know that without his efforts the whole concern 
would have already foundered like a waterlogged ship. As it was, 
the pumps were just a few gallons ahead of the still-encroaching 
ocean. Even the very energies he devoted to the task, his frequent 
feelings of thanldessness and exasperation, fought for a continuance 
of effort; he was giving the job so much that he had to give it more, 
because “if you work haid enough at something, it begins to make 
itself part of you, even though you hate it and the part isn’t real.” 
He wrote that in a letter to Kitty, explaining why he would have to 
postpone retuming^to Cambridge for another term. He &und he 
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could write to her more freely than he could talk to her, and more 
freely tlian he could talk to anyone except Sheldon. 

« « 

He was still at his desk in the Rainier office when Kitty left Newn 
ham in 1924. The desk was the same, one of Chet’s fantastic pur 
chases that were really more economical to keep and use than to 
sell in exchange; but the office was different—no longer opulent in 
Old Broad Street within a few yards of the Stock Exchange, but 
tucked away in an old shabby building off St. Mary Axe. Convenient, 
though—within easy reach of Mark Lane Station, and near enough 
to the river to get the smell of the tide and an occasional whiff of 
tobac'co from the big bonding warehouses. 

Much had happened since 1921. He had pulled Rainier’s out of 
the depths into shallow water; there had even, during the second 
half of 1923 and first few months of 1924, been a few definite point¬ 
ers to dry land. The preference dividend was now being paid again, 
while the ordinary shares, dividendless and without sign of any divi¬ 
dends, stood at twelve shillings and were occasionally given a run 
up to sixteen or seventeen. Chet had a continuing order with a broker 
to sell a couple of thousand at the liigher figure and buy back at the 
lower; it was tlie only speculation Charles would allow, but Chet 
derived a good deal of pleasure from it, imagining himself a titan 
of finance whenever he made the price of a new car. Chet still lived 
at Stourton, though part of the place was closed up; it was rcalK 
cheaper to live in a house one couldn’t sell than rent another. 

The rest of the family had had to make similar economies, but the 
real pressure had been relaxed by the resumption of the preference 
dividend, and tliey were all comfortably off by any standards except 
those of the really rich. Jill could afford once more her cruises and 
flirtations, with no handicaps to the latter except advancing middle 
age and none to the former save an increasing difficulty in finding 
new places to cruise to. Julia and her husband lived in Cheltenham, 
playing golf and breeding Sealyhams; George and Vera preferred 
town life and had taken a newly built maisonnette in Hampstead. 
Julian was at Cannes, doing nothing in particular with his usual 
slightly sinister elegance; once or twice a year he turned up in Lon¬ 
don, took Charles for lunch to Jthe Reform Club, and worked off ^ 
few well-polished epigrams. Bridget had.married an officer in an 
Irish regiment and lived in a subiirb of Belfast. She had had one 
child, a boy, and was expecting another. With George’s girl and 
Julia’s bpy and girl, this made a problematical as against seven aJ 
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the previous generation, unless (as Chet put it) Charh^ hurried up. 
They were not, however, at all anxious for Charles to hurry up; and 
as both Lydia and Jill were past the age when any an ount of hurry 
might be expected to yield result, and as Vera was si kly and Julia 
(so she boasted) had nothing to do with her husba id any more, 
the ratio really depended on Bridget—plus, of coure, an outside 
chance from Charles. Nobody even considered Julian n such a con¬ 
nection. 

Much more, though, had happened between 1921 nd 1924. The 
ancient Irish problem had apparently been settled; a conference at 
Washington had arranged limitation of naval armar ents between 
England, Japan, France, and the United States; somet ae had almost 
climbed Everest; the German mark had collapsed and French troops 
had entered the Ruhr; Mussolini was rebuilding Ital ,' and had al¬ 
ready bombarded Corfu; there had been an earthquake in Japan, 
there had almost been another war with Turkey, there was still a war 
in Morocco, and there was going to be an exhibition at Wembley. 

By 1924 Charles also had changed a little. It was not so much that 
he looked older—rather that he seemed to have reached the begin¬ 
nings of a certain agelessness that might last indefinitely. He kept 
himself fit with careful living and week ends by the sea; faithful to 
memories, he had bought a small house in Portslade that was not too 
expensive to keep up in addition to his London apartment—no longer 
the one near the British Museum, but a service flat in Smith Square. 
He worked long oCfice hours, and had to make frequent journeys to 
Rainier factories throughout England; there were certain hotels 
where he always stayed, and to the staffs of these he was satisfyingly 
known as the kind of man who gave no trouble, drank little, tipped 
generously but not lavishly, and always appeared to be wearing the 
same perfectly neat but nondescript suit of clothes. The fact that he 
was head of the Rainier firm merely added, if it added at all, to the 
respect they would have felt for such a man in any case. 

In 1924 Charles was thirty and Kitty nineteen. She had done well 
at Newmham, obtaining a second in the men s tripos examination, but 
of course she could not take a degree. On the day that she finally 
left the college she went direct from Liverpool Street Station to the 
Rainier oflBces, hoping Charles might be free for lunch; he was out, 
but found her still waiting in his room on his return during 

the late afternoon. • ./ 

“Oh, Uncle Charles, did you niind? I felt I must call—I feel so sad, 
I don't know what to do with my life—Fve said good-bye to so many 
n^ople there seems'^obody^ left in the world but youl” • 
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He laughed and telephoned for tea. 'I’m glad I never had the 
experiencis^ of leaving Cambridge knowing it would be for good. It 
was only going to be for a term, and then two terms, and then a 
year . . 

"And what now? Don’t say you’ve given it up altogether.” 

"It must have given me up, anyway.” 

"But that’s so awful to think of. You fitted Cambridge life, some¬ 
how. Remember that day I came from Kirby and waited in your 
rooms at St. Swithin’s—just like this, except that the chair was more 
comfortable?” 

"I don’t hold with too comfortable chairs in offices.” 

"But you do remember that day?” 

"Yes—and so does Herring, I’m sure.” 

"God, I always thought it was a shame to drag you from what you 
wanted to do to run a business, but I must say you’ve done it pretU' 
well—even Mother admits that, but I’ll tell you something that’ll 
amuse you—jusj; because youve done it she thinks it couldn’t have 
been so very hard and probably other people could have done it 
just as well.” 

"Probably they could. Anyhow, if it releases your mother from any 
embarrassment of gratitude, it’s a thought worth thinking. Where is 
she now, by the way?” 

"Somewhere in mid-Mediterranean, drinking cocktails. Chet asked 
me down to Stourton for the week end. Why don’t you come?” 

"To be quite frank, because when I do go there, I’m usually bored.” 

"You mightn’t be if I were there too.” 

He laughed and said he’d think about it, and after thinking about 
it several times during the next twenty-four horns he rang up Che t 
and said he was coming. Chet was delighted. Apparently Kitty was 
in the same room with him when the conversation took place, be¬ 
cause he heard her excited voice in the background, then a scuffle' 
to grab the instrument, and finally a torrent of enthusiasm which he 
cut short by asking to speak to Chet again. 

He enjoyed himselE at Stourton that week end, and his lack of 
boredom was not entirely due to Kitty, for there was another guest, 
a man who had traveled in China and was interesting to listen to if 
difficult to talk to—a division of labor which suited Charles; and there 
were also local people, agreeable enough, who played tennis in tlie 
afternoons and stayed to dinner. Actually he did not see much of 
Kitty, who seemed generally to be surrounded by handsome young 
men in white flannels, and when chances came ^ join her group he 
did not do so. He wondered why he dicS^ not, and with a touch 
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quizzical self-scrutiny was prepared to diagnose even a twinge of 
jealousy; he would really have liked to, just for the cJiance to laugh 
at himself, but honestly he could not. Naturally the girl liked people 
of her own age; but there was another sense in wf :ch he had to 
realize now how old as well as young she was; those vouths treated 
her with such obvious worship, it would not be fair fc r him to come 
along with his usual offhand badinage as to a cliild, and so deflate 
her adult prestige. And yet that was the only way h» knew how to 
treat her—casually, unsparingly, never very politely Perhaps that 
made up the chief reason he kept out of her way. 

As soon as the dinner guests had left on the Sunti cy evening, he 
began to make his own farewells, for he intended to drive off early 
in the morning to reach his office by nine. Leaving O et, Lydia, and 
Kitty in the drawing room, he sidestepped into the lil rary for some¬ 
thing to read in bed. It was a superb July night; lie did not feel 
sleepy, yet lie knew he must sleep—he had a busy day tomorrow. 
One of the library windows was open to admit the warm breeze; 
there was a full moon, and the illumination, tricked by flapping cur¬ 
tains, played over the books like something alive and restless. He 
was fumbling along the wall for a switch when he heard a sound 
behind him. 

“Uncle Charles—don’t put on any lights.” 

He turned round, startled. She went on: “Why have you been 
avoiding me? And don't say you haven't.” 

“Of course 1 won’t. I have. I know I have. And this is why. I can 
tell you very clearly, because I've been thinking it out myself.” 

He made his point about her age, and the young men, and his 
own offhand manner. When he had finished she said: “It's too clear, 
too ingenious,*^ 

“But don't you think one’s subconscious mind does work ingen¬ 
iously?” 

“Maybe yours does. I'll bet it would.” 

“You see, Kitty, you're no longer a child.” 

“Oh God—for you to tell me thatl” 

Suddenly the wind dropped, the curtains ceased flapping, the 
moonlight seemed to focus in a stilled and breathless glare upon her 
face. It was not exactly a beautiful face, but he knew at that moment 
it held something for him, touched a chord somewhere, very dis¬ 
tantly. He said, smiling: “I'll try to practise company manners for a 
f uture occasion.” 

^“No, never do th&t Be j^ourself—as you were in all tho%p letters. 
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And if you d rather have the Cambridge life than mn the firm, then 
give it up—before it*s too late!” 

''Now what are you talking about?” 

*"¥00—you—because Tm always thinking about you. You re not 
happy—you’re not reall But those letters you wrote were real—when 
you felt crushed and hopeless and things had gone wrong all day, 
and you used to sit in your oflSce when every^one had gone home and 
type them yourself, with all the mistakes. ... I suppose Tm being 
sentimental. The little college girl, treasuring letters from the be¬ 
loved uncle who saved the family from ruin. . . . But haven’t you 
finished that yet? Haven’t you done enough for us? You pulled the 
firm through the worst years—now trade s improving, Chet says, so 
nows your time to get freel Don’t you realize that? You still hanker 
after the other kind of life, don’t you—study, books, all that sort of 
thing? Wlien 1 came in just now and saw you in the moonlight peer¬ 
ing along the shelves I could have cried.” 

**1 don’t see why. I was only looking for the lights and hoping there 
was a detective novel I hadn’t read.” 

“But—but don’t you want—Cambridge—any more?” 

“I wonder, sometimes, if I do. ... To grow old in a cultured 
groove, each year knowing more and more about less and less, as 
they say about those specialist dons, till at last one’s mental equip¬ 
ment becomes an infinitely long and narrow strip leading nowhere 
in particular—” 

“Like the Polish Corridorl” 

He laughed. “How do you think of such things?” 

“My subconscious—like yours—ingenious. But never mind that— 
what do you want to do?” 

‘Tou talk as if I’d been complaining. Far from it. I’m quite satisfied 
to go on doing what I am.” 

“Managing the firm, increasing the dividends, refloating the com¬ 
panies, a regular Knight of the Prospectus, Savior of the Mites of 
Widows and Orphans—” 

“Now you’re being sarcastic.” 

“Can’t you think of anything you’ve ever wanted passionately and 
still—would like?” 

He said after a pause: ‘Tes, I can, but it’s rather, trivial. When I 
was at school I had a great ambition to paddle down the Danube in 
a canoe, but my father didn’t approve of the idea and wouldn’t let 
me have the money for it.” 

“Oh, but that’s not trivial—it’s wonderful. An^ you can afford it 
now all ftght.” • * 
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“The money, perhaps, but not the time/* 

“You ought to make the time/* 

He laughed. “If I can steal a quiet fortnight at Pc rtslade 1*11 be 
lucky this year.*’ He took her ann and led her towi rds the door. 
“And now, Tm afraid, since I have to leave so early in t ae morning—** 
“I know. You want to look for a book.** She suddenly took his hand 
and pressed it over the switch. “Good night, Uncle Ch-trles.** 

As he went back to tlie shelves he heard her fo tsteps fading 
tlirough the house—no longer a child, that was true but she still 
scampered like one. He searched for a while withoi * finding any¬ 
thing he wanted to read. 

Nineteen twenty-five was another improving yeai the year of 
Locarno, the false dawn. It was a year perhaps typical I the twenties 
in its wishful optimism backed by no growth of overtaking realism; 
another sixpence off the income tax, another attemjM to harness a 
vague shape of tilings to come with the even vaguer shapes of things 
tliat had been. For the public would not yet look squarely into that 
evil face (publishers were still refusing “wcu: books”) and few also 
were those who feared the specter might return. The England hoped 
for by the majority of Englishmen was a harking back to certain fru¬ 
galities of the past (lower and lower income tax, smaller and smaller 
government expenditure) in order to enjoy more and more the 
pleasures of the present; the Europe they dreamed of was a con¬ 
tinent in which everybody placidly “saw reason,” while cultivating 
summer schools, youth hostels, and peasant-costume festivals in the 
best tradition of Hampstead Garden Suburb; in exchange for which 
the City would make loans, trade would thus be encouraged, and 
taxes fall still further. Mixed up with this almost mystic materialism 
was the eager, frightened idealism of the Labour Party (both the 
eagerness and the fright came to a head a year later, in the General 
Strike); the spread of the belief that the League of Nations never 
would be much good but was probably better than nothing, a belief 
that effectively converted Geneva into a bore and anyone who talked 
too much about it into a nuisance. Meanwhile a vast and paralyzing 
absence of hostility gripped Englishmen from top to bottom of the 
social scale, not a toleration on principle but a muteness through 
indifference; they were not against the League of Nations, they were 
not against Russia, they were not against disarmament, or the Treaty 
of Versailles, or the revision of the Treaty of Versailles, or the work¬ 
ing classes, or Mussolini—who had, after all, made the Italian trains 
W on time. Their favorite gesture was to give credit to an opponent 
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(“Youll find a good many of those Labour chaps are quite decent 
fellows’"); their favorite conclusion to an argument the opinion that, 
‘‘Ah well, these things’!! probably right themselves in time.” 

And amidst such gestures and opinions the postwar England 
took physical shape and permitted itself limited expression. By 1925 
the main features were apparent; arterial roads along which the 
speculative builder was permitted to put up his 6oo-pound houses 
and re-create the problem the roads themselves had been designed 
to solve; the week-end trek to the coasts and country through the 
bottlenecks of Croydon and Maidenhead; the blossoming of the huge 
motor coach, and the miislirooming of outer suburbs until London 
almost began where the sprawling coast towns left off—while in book 
shops and theaters the rage was for Michael Arlen and Noel Coward, 
two men whose deft orchestrations of nerves without emotions, cyni¬ 
cism without satire, achieved a success that must have increased even 
their own disillusionment. 

In this same-year 1925 Rainier s made a profit that could have paid 
a small dividend on the ordinary shares; but Charles chose not to do 
so, despite appeals and protests from the. family. And in that same 
year Lydia died of pneumonia, and Bridget had anotlier baby, and 
Kitty got herself engaged to a young man named Walter Haversharii, 
who preached Communism at London street comers and had been to 
Russia. For six months she was swept by an enthusiasm which con¬ 
siderably shocked the family, but somehow did not especially dis¬ 
turb Charles. He saw her once carrying a pictorial banner with Wal 
(they called him Wal) in a May Day procession; when he met her 
some weeks later he chaffed her gently about it, saying that work¬ 
men on banners always had enormous fists, whether for fraterniza¬ 
tion or for assault and battery he could never be quite certain—maybe 
both. He smiled as he said it, but she suddenly flew into a rage, 
accusing him of being a coward who took refuge in cynicism from 
the serious issues of the world. “And don’t tell me I’ve lost my sense 
of humor. I have—I know I have. There isn’t any room for humor in 
the world as it is today. And it’s that English sense of humor, which 
everybody boasts about, that really prevents things from being 
done.” 

“You’re probably right. But think of all the things that are better 
left undone.” 

“The day will come when men may be killed for laughing.” 

“And that will also be the day when men laugh at killing.” 

She went out of his oflSce, banging the door^He did not see her 
again ieft several months—till after the General Strike in 1926. Of^’ 
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day she rang him up on the telephone. ‘‘Uncle Charles, may I come 
and talk to you?” 

“Of course.” He was about to add an invitation t) lunch when 
the receiver was banged down at the other end. Tw( minutes later 
she came bounding into his office. 

“I rang up from just outside. I thought you might i want to see 
me after our last meeting.” 

“1 don’t think I should ever not want to see you. W at’s been hap¬ 
pening to you all this while?” 

“Not much. But IVc got my sense of humor back.” 

“Wliere’s Wal?” 

“He’s gone to Russia—for good. You know I real ^ admire him. 
He has the courage of what he believes, he’s going to become a Rus¬ 
sian citizen if they let him. He wanted me to go w th him—as liis 
wife, but I just couldn’t. I’m weak—I couldn’t live in a little cubicle 
and learn a new language and wear rough clothes—I'd die of misery, 
even if 1 really loved him—which I’m beginning to doubt, now that 
he’s gone. I saw him off at Tilbury and felt awful, and then I went in 
a little pub near the docks and a fellow was standing in the doorway, 
playing a mandolin and singing with Ixis mouth all crooked,—you 
know the way they do,—and inside the bar there was a workman 
sitting over a glass of beer and looking up at the other man with a 
funny sort of adoring expression, same as you see people looking up 
at the Madonna in Catholic pictures, and presently he said to me, 
quite casual, as if he’d known me for years—‘Gawd, I wish I could 
do that’ . . . and I wanted to laugh and cry together. I know I’ll 
never leave England as long as I live, so here I am—and Wal’s in 
Moscow.” 

Nineteen twenty-six went by, the year of tlie General Strike, and 
Gennany’s admission to the League of Nations; of an Imperial Con¬ 
ference and trouble in Shanghai; of large socialist gains in municipal 
pools throughout England, and of Hitler’s climb towards power in 
Germany. Trade remained good; the stock market pushed up Rain- 
ier’s to twenty-five shillings in anticipation of a dividend which 
Charles again declined to pay. Nineteen twenty-seven brought riots 
in Vienna and expeutions in Russia; while for once Englishmen found 
themselves suddenly and astonishingly against something—they were 
against the Revised Praye^t Book, proposed by the Church Assembly 
and sent to the House of Commons to be voted on, according to the 
curious English cusjom by which a political majority decides the 
cl^gmatic beliefs of a relia^us minority. And during the next year. 
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1928, the House of Commons again turned down the Revised Prf^ yer 
Book, as if it tremendously mattered. But this flurry of against-ness 
was soon exhausted, and Englishmen, including Members of Parlia¬ 
ment, resumed their benevolence towards most things that contin¬ 
ued to happen throughout the world. 

And in that same year 1928 Bridget had another baby, her fointh, 
and Kitty got herself engaged again, to a young man named Roland 
Turner, who had advanced ideas about the “cinema,” and was un¬ 
derstood to be working on a scenario or something or other that he 
hoped to sell for a fabulous price to somebody or other, but was 
otherwise romantically out of a job—romantically, because he wasn’t 
eligible for the dole yet managed to run a car. 

“And I suppose if he did draw the dole and couldnH run a car, 
that would be prosaic?” Charles queried, when she told him. 

“You still think I’m a snob, don’t you? But I’m not—it isn’t tliat at 
all—I’m just lost in amazement, because he always dresses well and 
goes to the best restaurants, and has a sweet little studio off Ebury 
Street—I don’t know where he gets the money from, but I do wish 
you could find him something to do.” 

“But I don’t want any scenarios today, thank you.” 

“Not that, of course, but he can do all kinds of other things-write 
and paint, for instance—he does marvelous frescoes, at least they say 
the one he did was marvelous, but most of it came off during tire 
damp weather. . . . He can paint machinery, too.” 

“Unfortunately we don’t paint our machinery.” 

“Pictures of machinery, I mean—he did one for an exhibition, sym¬ 
bolizing something—but I’m sure he could do a serious one, if you 
wanted it. Don’t you ever have illustrated catalogues?” 

Charles smiled. “Suppose you bring him to lunch.” 

They met at the Savoy Grill; Roland Turner proved to be rather 
taU and thin (“lissom” was almost the word); his clothes were im¬ 
peccable, with just a faintly artistic note in his silk bow tie; his man¬ 
ners were perfect and his choices of food delicate; even his talk was 
suflBciently intelligent and modulated to what Charles felt to be an 
exactly determined mean between independence and obsequious¬ 
ness in the presence of Big Business. Immediately, after coffee the 
youth mentioned an afternoon appointment and decorously bowed 
himself out, leaving Kitty and Charles together. 

Laughing, she said: “He’s got no appointment, he’s just being tact¬ 
ful-giving me a chance to do the Dont-you-jJiink-he’s-wonderful 
stuff.” She paused for a few seconds, thei^added: “WdU, dorit youf’ 
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‘*He's a very personable young man, and if you like him, tliats 
tlie main thing/’ 

^Personable? What exactly do you mean by that?” 

“Attiactive.” 

‘“Arc you sure it’s not something nice to say above someone you 
don’t care for?” 

‘“Not at all. I like him all right, and if there’s anytlii g he could do 
that I wanted done, I’d be glad to give him the job.” 

‘“He was wondering about Stourton—do you think I oiild take him 
down there to see Uncle Chet?” 

“With what in mind?” 

“You’re so suspicious, aren’t you? Well, he has idc is about land¬ 
scape gardening. ... Of course he knows Chet and you aren’t my 
real uncles.” 

“I don’t see how he knows that, unless you told hi n, and 1 don’t 
see that it matters, anyway.” 

“I had to tell him—indirectly. You see, Motlier discovered him first 
of all—in Mentone. He was staying with somebody there and they 
danced a lot—Mother and liim, I mean. I think she rather fell for 
liirn, because when he came on to London she had him to stay at the 
house, with me as a sent of chaperon. We weren’t attracted at all in 
the beginning, but 1 began to be awfully sorry for him when I saw 
how bored he was with Mother. He has nice feelings, you know— 
I don’t think he’d have found it easy to switch over if she’d really been 
my mother.” 

“Tm afraid the point is too subtle for me to grasp.” 

“Well—like the Vortex, you know. ... Of course Mother was 
furious.” 

“The whole situation must have amused you a good deal.” 

“Well, it had its funny side. ... Of course his friends don’t like 
me—tliey never thought he’d pick up a girl.” 

“Are you in love with him?” 

‘*Yes, I think I am. ... By the way, he’s having an exhibition of 
paintings at the Coventry Galleries—you will come, won’t you, and 
buy something?” 

He promised he would, and went to the private view the following 
week. He didn’t,think much of the pictures, but his private view of 
Roland Turner was worth the journey—that suave young man, again 
impeccably dressed, sayiilg the impeccably correct things about his 
own paintings to patrons who greeted him as they walked around, 
striking another exacjtly determined mean, Charles felt—this time be¬ 
tween modesty and self-esteem. To please Kitty he bought t picture 
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for five guineas—a view of an English country house as Botticelli 
might have painted it if he had painted English country houses 
rather badly. 

“It’s really very odd, Mr. Rainier,” said the young man, as Kitty 
proudly stuck the red star on the comer of the canvas, “but youVe 
chosen the best thing IVe ever donel” 

“Very odd indeed,” Charles answered, “because I know almost 
nothing about painting.” 

Afterwards he took them both to dinner at Kettner s, encouraging 
them in a rather yulgar way to choose all the expensive items—cavi¬ 
are and quail and plenty of champagne. Of course the young man 
was a poseur, but halfway through the meal he became aware that 
he himself was posing just as artificially as the Philistine industrialist 
and champagne uncle. When Turner talked about Stourton (Kitt)^ 
had evidently taken him there) and how wonderful it was to own 
such a place, Charles answered: “Oh, it’s an awfully white elephant, 
really. The hoilse is uneconomical and the farms don’t pay. If it were 
nearer London my brother could carve it up into building plots, but 
as it’s only England’s green and pleasant land nobody wants it and 
nobody can afford it and nobody will pay a decent price for anything 
that grows on it.” 

“But it’s a privilege, all the same, to keep up these old family pos¬ 
sessions.” 

“It isn’t an old family possession—at least not of our family. My 
father bought it cheap because the other family couldn’t afford it.” 

“Well, he must have admired the place or he wouldn’t have 
wanted to buy it at any price.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. He liked buying things cheap. He once bought 
a shipload of diseased sharkskins because they were cheap and he 
thought he could make a profit.” 

“And did her 

“You bet he did.” 

“A businessman, then?” 

“Yes—like myself. But rather more successful because he had a 
better eye for a bargain and also because he lived most of his life 
during a rising market.” 

Turner gave a somewhat puzzled sigh, “Well, well, I suppose 
that’s the system.” 

“Except in Russia,” Kitty interposed. Then brightly: “Rolands 
been to Russia too.” She must have been remembering Wal. 

Witli a slight awakening of interest as^he also remembered WJ. 
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Charles said; *‘Oh indeed? And what made you there, Mr. 
Turner?” 

“I wanted to see what it was like.” 

""And what was it like?” 

The young man smiled defensively. “1 don’t tliink 1 could answer 
that in a single sentence.” 

‘'Many people do. They say it’s all marvelous ( ' else it’s all 
liorrible.” 

“1 didn’t see all ot it, Mr. Rainier, and I didn’t thi' k what I did 
see was either.” 

“So you don’t believe' in the coming revolution?” 

“I daresay it’s coming, but I don’t ^particularly belit ve in it.” And 
he added, with a gulp of champagne: “J^^t as you, Mr Rainier, don’t 
particularly believe in capitalism, though you go on t tying to make 
it work.” 

“1 wonder if that’s true.” 

“The fact is, Mr. Rainier—perhaps we can both admit it after a 
few drinks—we neither of us believe in a damn thing.” 

Afterwards Charles regretted the conversation and bis own pose 
throughout it, but he remained vaguely troubled whenever he 
thought of Roland Turner and Kitty; he slightly disapproved of that 
young man, and felt avuncular in so doing. He did not see them 
again that year, for they were abroad most of the time, and he him¬ 
self had many other things to worry about. By April of 1929 he was 
so exhausted from overwork that, after settling an especially trou¬ 
blesome labor dispute at the Cowderton works, he went to Switzer¬ 
land for a holiday, despite the fact that it was not a good time of 
the year—past the snow season, and before the end of the thaw. He 
stayed at Interlaken, in an almost empty hotel, and while he was 
there a letter came from Kitt>% forwarded from an address in 
Provence through London. He wondered what she was doing in 
Provence until he read that she was with Roland Turner, who was 
engaged in painting a portrait of an Indian rajah. “He’s a very fat 
rajah,” she reported, “and he’s given Roland five hundred pounds 
to go on with, which I expect will be all he’ll get out of it, because the 
picture gets less and less like the rajah every sitting.” Charles replied 
from Interlaken, expressing pleasure that her fianc6 had found such 
profitable employment—to which he could not help adding tliat the 
fee was much higher thah the Rainier firm could ever have paid 
for catalogue illustrations. Two days later came a wire from Avignon: 

COMING TO INTERLAl^N DON’t GO AWAY EXPECT ME TEN TOMORROW 

Morning. , * 
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During the intervening day he wondered at the possible cause of 
her visit, though capricious changes of plan were really nothing to 
wonder at where Kitty was concerned; the theory he considered 
likeliest was that the portrait commission had fallen through, and that 
she and Roland had decided to touch him, as it were, for a Swiss 
holiday. (He had already discovered, from other sources, that 
Turner’s never-failing affluence was bound up with his never-failing 
debts and geared by his skill and charm in cadging.) He did not 
mind, particularly; after all, he could always go back to London if 
the situation became tiresome. 

It was a cold bright day when he waited on tlie Interlaken plat¬ 
form, There was still a litter of shoveled snow in the gutters and 
against the railings, and the train came in white-roofed from fresh 
falls in the Simplon-Lotschberg. She Was dressed in a long mackintosh 
with a little fur hat, like a fez, and as she jumped from the train 
before it quite stopped, it was as if something in his heart jumped 
also before it quite stopped. 

“Oh, Uncle Charles, I’m so happy—1 was afraid you’d take fright 
and leave before I got here! It seems ages since I saw you. How are 
you?” 

“I’m fine.” (Breaking Miss Ponsonbys old mle.) “And it is ages 
since you saw me—nearly a year. Where’s Roland?” 

"Not with me. I’ve left him. Take me somewhere for a drink— 
there was no diner on the train.” 

In a deserted restaurant-cafe opposite the station she told him 
more about it. “I found myself getting s'tUy—saying silly things to all 
his silly crowd—there’s a regular colony of them wherever he goes. 
But more than that—after all, I don’t mind so much saying silly things 
myself, but it got to the point where I didn’t notice when things 
they said were silly. Softening of the brain—” she tapped her head. 
“I simply had to take it in time. And I felt sorry for the poor old rajah. 
He was pretty awful to look at, but at least he knew what’s what with 
women—which is more than most of Roland’s friends do.” 

“So I rather imagined.” 

“Of course you really fixed it—that night at Kettner’s.” 

“I fixed it?” 

“I could see you didn’t like him.” 

“On the contrary, I think I began to like him then—just slightly— 
and for the first time. He has his wits about him.” 

“He’d better have—they’re what he lives by. But it’s no good deny¬ 
ing it—you dont like him. I cx)uld feel that.” 

“Welk I’m not as keen on him as you a^e.” 
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‘Werer 

“Oh, is it were? Well, in that case there couldn^t be a better reason 
for breaking oflF the engagement/' 

“But it never pleased you to think of me marrying him. Did it 
now?" 

“Why should that matter to you?" 

“Because it does matter! I can’t bear to do things yo don’t want, 
except when you don’t want them to my face—like f( rcing myself 
on you here, I don’t mind that—* She suddenly lowered • ler head into 
her hands and looked up a few seconds later with ey^ s streaming. 
“Can’t you see you’ve spoilt me for other men?” 

“But, my dear—that’s ridiculous!” 

She went on: “I’m not asking for anything. I can gc back by the 
next train if you’d prefer it. I’ll probably marry someone eventually 
and be quite happy, but it’ll have to be a man whom \ ou like fairly 
well, and who doesn’t sneer because you do an honest job of work 
instead of battening on rich people.” 

“Battening on poor people is more in my line—according to your 
former fiance.” 

“Poor Wal—I often wonder what’s happened to him—I really liked 
him more than Roland. ... By the way, I saw the ]iapers—you’ve 
been having strikes at Cowderton, haven’t you? Was it very serious?” 

“While it lasted. That's really why I came out here—for a rest.” 

“Oh God, why don’t you give the whole thing up? You’ve got 
enough money, haven’t you?” 

“For what?” 

“To hve on, for the rest of your life, at about a thousand a year.” 

“Depends on several things—how long I live, how much a thou¬ 
sand a year will continue to be worth, and how long people will pay 
me anything at all for not working. . . . But that’s not the whole 
point, in any case.” 

“You mean you want to stay with the firm? It’s stiU a game, as you 
said in one of those letters—a game you want to win even if it isn’t 
worth playing? Haven’t you won enough? ... Or maybe it’s more 
than a game now—it’s become the lifework?” 

He smiled. “Perhaps it's somewhere between the two—more than 
a game, but not quite a lifework yet. You know, when I first took 
over the job it was with all kinds of reluctance—because I’d been 
more or less jockeyed into* it by the family crying out to be saved. 
Well, that was the idea, originally—to save ’em and then be oflF quick, 
before they needed yore saving. Rainier’s was just something that 
kq^t the family going, and ,I didn't respect it enormously for that 
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But then, when I began to look into things personally, I found it 
kept a good many other families going. Over three thousand, to be 
precise " 

“I see. Responsibility. Uncle Atlas.” 

"You can laugh at me if you like, provided you believe me sincere. 
Tm not a sentimentalist. I don't call the firm the House of Rainier, 
or myself a Captain of Industry, or any of that nonsense. But there 
is a responsibility, no use denying it, in owning a three-thousand- 
family business. If I can contrive a little security for those people—’ 

“But there isnt any security—as you said yourself when I asked 
you about your thousand a year. It's an illusion put up by banks and 
insurance companies and lawyers and building societies and every¬ 
body who goes without what he wants today because he thinks he’ll 
enjoy it more later on. Supposing some day we all find out there 
isn’t any ‘later on'?” 

“Then, my dear, will come Wal’s revolution.” 

“And we shall aU make a grab for what we can get?” 

“Provided there is anything to get by then. If tlie whole thing’s 
an illusion, then the rewards may fade equally.” 

“Then you try to comfort those three thousand families by en¬ 
couraging them to believe in a future that doesn't exist?” 

“They don't believe in it. Every street-comer speaker warns them 
not to at the top of his voice. What I do comfort them with, since 
you put it that way, is enough of a regular wage to buy food and 
pay their rent and smoke cigarettes and go to the local cinema. That 
keeps them satisfied to go on waiting.” 

“For the big grab?” 

“Or for the discovery tliat there isn't anything left to grab.” 

“Which makes you one degree more cynical than they are. They 
don't believe in the security they accept because they're looking to 
the revolution, but you don't believe in either the security of the 
present or the revolution of the futurel” 

“Your other ex-fianc6 put it even more simply, my dear, when he 
said I didn't believe in a damn thing,” 

“Well, don't you?” 

“That's what I’ve been asking myself veiy carefully and for a long 
time, and I still can't find an answer.” 

“Probably because you've been asking it too long and too carcf- 
fully. The answer to that sort of question ought tp fly out—like a child 
when he's asked what he wants for his birthday—he always knows in¬ 
stantly without having to think—either a bicycle or a toy train or 
something. . . . Oh, I'm quite happy again no^^. I don’t miss Roland 
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a bit. Just talking to you freely like this makes the diflEerence, though 
you don’t talk to me freely—there always seems a brake on—I can 
hardly believe you once sent me those letters/’ 

‘'Curious—I don’t remember much about them. If }Ou kept any, 
rd like to—” 

“Oh, no, neverl That would be a really awful thing 'o dol And of 
course I know why you were so free in them—becaus< you thought 
1 was too young to understand. I was only the vehicle—^ he letter box, 
so to speak—where you posted them to another addres.'^ ” 

A gleam came into his eyes. “What on earth are you t, . Iking about?” 

“Well, what more coUld I have been in those days Letters to a 
schoolgirl. ... Of course I was crazy about you—alw ys have been 
ever since that time at Stourton when I came up to \ mr room and 
smoked a cigarette. Remember? ... It might be futi if you loved 
me now—we’d have a good deal in common. 1 sometimes wonder 
why you don’t.” 

“In my slow and careful way I’ve been wondering that Jtoo—ever 
since you stepped off the train.” 

“Well, why don’t you—just to be curious?” 

“I haven’t said I don’t.” 

“Oh nor 

“Would it be so very incredible?” 

“It would be fantasticr 

“Then it is fantastic.” 

“Darling, you don’t mean—” She seized his hand across the table. 
“You’re not saying it just to be kind?” 

“I don’t feel a bit kind. I feel-well, let’s stick to fantastic.” 

“But I—I—I don’t know what else to say for the moment.” 

“You don’t have to say anything.” 

They sat in silence, his hand changing places over hers. A train 
entered the station opposite; the tick of its electric engine was like 
a clock measuring the seconds. Presently she said: “There’s the 
oddest thing in my mind for us to do—if it’s all real and not a dream. 
Let’s go down the Danube in a canoe, as you always wanted.” 

“Yes, we’U do that. And up the Amazon too, if you hke*” His face 
was very pale. ‘I’ll take a year oflF—from the firm and the City and 
&e three thousand families and everything else. Let someone else 
have his turn. . . /’ 

* « « 

Back at his hotel that night he could hardly believe in the changed 
ftjfure; it was alnatosf as if he had been another person dnying the 
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day and was now perusing with amazement a report of what hrid 
happened to someone else. He was not regretful—far from it—but a 
little bemused at so many decisions made all at once, somewhat 
startled that they must all have been his own, yet ready to accept 
them with a loyalty that might well become more enthusiastic when 
he had had a chance to think them over. 

At breakfast he compared notes and found that her emotions had 
been similar only as far as a doubt as to whether he could really have 
meant what he said enough to go on meaning it; he assured her 
laughingly that he had and did, and immediately happiness blazed 
across the rolls and honey between them as they planned the trivial 
details of the day. The future was still fantastic to talk about, even 
to think about, and they agreed for the time being not to give them¬ 
selves the even heavier task of explaining it to others. No one ex¬ 
pected him in London before the end of the month (the Rainier 
board meeting was on the thirtieth), and no one knew she was not 
still in Provence, except Roland and his crowd, who did not count, 
Jill was in the Aegean, cruising among the antiquities but taking 
(one suspected) very little notice of them. He and Kitty could have 
at least two weeks in Svntzerland before returning to announce the 
astonishing news to the family and to the world. Of course they 
could send the news by letter, but somehow to pull the lever that 
would release all the commotion even at a distance required a cer¬ 
tain fortitude; they decided to enjoy those two weeks first of all. 

And so began an interlude that might have been in another world, 
and almost was. They stayed for the first week in Interlaken, making 
it a center for mountain trips into the high Oberland. The weather 
improved after the last big snowfall of the year; the sun dried the 
drenched meadows, so that they were able to walk by the lakeside 
to Giessbach, and up the Lauterbrunnen Valley as far as the lower 
slopes of the Rothal. It was pleasant to see the industrious Swiss 
polishing up their ballrooms and cocktail bars and funicular railways 
in readiness for what was to come; but pleasanter still to tramp along 
the cleared roadways in face of the sun and snow. During the second 
week they discovered the hotel on the two-mile-high Jungfraujoch, 
where there was nothing to do but talk and absorb the physical at¬ 
mosphere of being above and beyond the earth. They, liked it enough 
to stay there till the last day before the necessary return to England. 

That last day came, and with the descent to natural levels a curious 
deflation of mood that was easy to interpret as sadness at leaving a 
place where they had been so happy. ThroughoqJ the long rail jour¬ 
ney through Berne and Basle to Boulogne the mood persisted^ 
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seemed impossible to shake off, being perhaps a physical effect 
of the changed altitude, they both agreed. They reached London 
amidst driving rain and had dinner in a restaurant near Victoria 
Station, saying all the time and over and over again h< w wonderful 
it had been in Switzerland and how sorry they wer ' to have re¬ 
turned. The Rainier board meeting was four days awi-y, and it was 
understood that no announcement of future plans sho dd be hinted 
at to anyone until then. 

The board meeting came, and with it all the comm tion. He had 
not guessed how considerable it would be. He had e ispected that 
the family would not be altogether pleased, but he 1 idn't realized 
they would have so many reasons for being displeased. ! le soon found 
that they regarded his year's absence from Rainier s as a form of 
abdication amounting almost to desertion—in spite oi the fact that 
they had long been jealous of what they called his domineering” 
over the firm’s affairs. Then also, those who had hoped their children 
would inherit his personal fortune strongly resented his marriage to 
anybody at all; he hadn’t anticipated that, even remotely. And fi¬ 
nally, all except Jill (and in one sense even including Jill) were 
manifestly and desperately jealous of his choice. Only Chet seemed 
to have any genuine tolerance of the idea—a tolertince not quite 
reaching the point of enthusiasm. He had so long joked about the 
need for Charles to “hurry up” that now Charles was hurrying up 
he could not withhold somewhat rueful good wishes. 

The party at Stourton to celebrate the engagement was not a suc¬ 
cessful affair. 

Then, in June, quite suddenly, Chet died after a heart attack, and 
plans for the marriage in July were postponed till autumn; it would 
have been impossible, in any event, to leave England during all the 
legal complications that ensued. 

The marriage was finally fixed for October. Charles took Kitty to 
dine at Kettner s again one night in late September, and for some 
reason the same mood came upon them as during the journey back 
from Switzerland five months before. She suggested that, on his side, 
it was due to news in the evening paper—a big stock-market crash 
in New York, with inevitable repercussions in London. 

He was too honest with her to accept that as a reason. “I’m not a 
speculator. Rainier's dropped five shillings today, I notice, but it 
doesn’t affect me or the firm—they can go down ten times as much 
before it’ll begin to worry me. Matter of fact, everything’s been 
pushed too high latel^% especially in America. I c'ould make a lot of 
mqpey now if I backed my opinion.” o 
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‘"What opinion?” 

“That the fall will go much further.” 

“How would you make money by backing your opinion?” 

“Selling short, as they call it. That means—” 

“I know—I learnt all about it at Kirby when we used to gamble 
in Rainier shares. Remember?” 

“You must have lost everything.” 

“Nearly everything. About thirty-two pounds all together.” She 
laughed. “Well, why dont you sell short?” 

“I will, if it amuses you. But Td have no other reason.” 

“Yes do it—to amuse me. Please, Charles.” ' 

“Then there’s two things I have to do at the office tomorrow morn¬ 
ing.” He took out his notebook and made a pretense of writing some¬ 
thing down. “Sell short to amuse Kitty. Also get Miss Hanslett to 
send out the wedding invitations.” 

“Who’s Miss Hanslett?” 

“My new seq;etary. You saw her last time you called.” 

“Oh, that quiet girl?” 

“I suppose she’s quiet. I certainly wouldn’t want her to be noisy.” 

“Darling, how soon can we leave—afterwards?” 

“You mean for our world tour? Maybe next montli. It’ll be too late 
for the Danube, though, this year. We’d better do the Amazon first. 
Or the Nile.” 

“No, not tlie Nile—Jill’s there.” 

“What’s she doing?” 

“Looking at the tombs, 1 suppose, and having a good time.” 

But the laugh they rallied themselves into failed to shift the mood 
that made him, as soon as dinner was over, confess that he felt tired 
and would prefer an early night in bed. He dropped her at Jill’s new 
house in St. John’s Wood, where she was living with a cook-house¬ 
keeper, and kept the taxi for his own journey to Smith Square. But 
his apartment seemed so inexplicably cheerless that after a drink and 
an attempt to feel sleepy, he called another cab and drove round 
the West End till he found a film that looked tolerable enough for 
whiling away the rest of the evening. He stayed in the cinema less 
than an hour, his restlessness increasing all the time, so that at last 
he walked out and paced up and down the thronged pavements till 
past midnight, longing suddenly for the sun and snow of the Jung- 
fraujoch, yet knowing that it was only a mirage of what he would 
still long for if by some miracle he were to be transplanted there. 

Usually when he could not sleep he was quite satisfied to stay up 
reading, eften until dawn; but that night ^^e felt ne would be far t(¥) 
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restless to concentrate on any book, so he bought tablets and took 
several on his return to Smith Square. They gave him a heavy un¬ 
refreshing sleep, from which he woke about noon to fii d a penciled 
letter from Kitty at his bedside. It had been delivered 1 y hand early 
that morning, and contained, in eflFect, the breaking of ^heir engage¬ 
ment and an announcement that she was leaving in mediately to 
join her stepmother in Luxor. 



PART THREE 


The first gray smudge was peering over the hills and it seemed that 
we both saw it together. 

"Well, weVe talked all night—and for the second time. Aren’t yow 
sleepy yet?” 

*‘No. . . . You were telling me about that letter, the one Kitt\ 
left for you. Didn’t it give any reasons?” 

“Plenty. But I really think we’d better go to bed if we re to be in 
any decent condition tomorrow. The crowd will soon be on us, worse 
luck.” 

“Then why do you have them here?” 

“That’s part of another story. Well, I must have a nightcap, even 
if it is morning. Have one with me?” 

We went down to the libnu-y, feeling our way in the dim dawn 
shadows without switching on any of the house lights. Meanwhile h(‘ 
continued: “I’d show you that letter if I had it here, but its locked 
up in my safe in the City. I admit Vm sentimental about it—a littk' 
puzzled also. It’s the last word I ever had from her, except picture 
postcards from all kinds of places. What happened to her afterwards 
is what she said would happen—except that it didn’t last for long. 
She married a man she met in Egypt—she was quite happy—and be 
was a man I liked when I met him, but I didn’t meet him till after she 
was dead. He had plantations in the F.M.S. and she went out with 
him there and died of malaria within six months.” 

He bent over the decanter, his shape and movements ghosth 
against the gray pallor from the windows. The moon had gone down, 
and it was darker than at midnight. 

“And then?” I said. 

He handed me a drink and raised his own. 

“The rest,” he declaimed half-mockingly, “is a simple saga of suc¬ 
cess. I flung myself into business with renewed but disciplined 
abandon: I sold short and made more money out of the slump than 
I’d ever done out of ordinary trading; I accepted directorships in 
other companies and became what they call ‘a figure in the City - 
I even assumed the burden of two otherrfamily heritages, by takiftg 
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over Stourton and by allowing myself to stand for mv father s old 
Parliamentary seat of West Lythamshire. And a few ye ars later, my 
affairs having more than survived the storms of 1931 and the dol¬ 
drums of 1932,1 married a lady who had become quite ndispensable 
to me in this struggle for fresh fame and fortune—Miss Hanslett, 
the quiet girl. That again turned out to be an astoni hing success. 
You never know what these quiet girls can do. From be ng quiet, she 
became one of the busiest and cleverest of London's 1 ostesses—and 
the miracle is, she's siill quiet—you'd hardly know the r tachine's run¬ 
ning at all.” 

“So different from Miss Hobbs—but that, I suppo 3, is because 
you chose her yourself.” 

“Or else she chose herseli. She was just a girl in the general ofiBce 
first of all, until one evening I was working late and she invaded my 
private office to ask outright if she could work for me personally. 
Said she knew the other girl was leaving and she was certain she'd 
he better than anyone else. After that I simply had to give her either 
the sack or the job.” 

“Anyhow, you made the right choice there.” 

He laughed. “Oh yes, and I soon knew it. She was everything 
she promised. I've nothing but praise for her. I'd never have made 
so much money or acquired such style in after-dinner oratory but 
for her. She's intensely loyal, tremendously ambitious for me, and 
personally charming. I love her more than most men love their waves. 
She's guided my career—in fact she's almost made a personally con¬ 
ducted tour of it. I never do anything, in politics or business, without 
seeking her advice. She runs Stourton and Kenmore like a pair of 
clocks—she doesn't care if I'm in or out to lunch or dinner, or if I go 
to India or South America for six months or merely to Brighton for 
a week end. She’s everything a man like me could wish for in a wife 
-always provided—” He paused and took a drink, then added; “Al¬ 
ways provided he's completely satisfied to be a man like me.” 

“And aren't you?” 

He took my arm. “Let's save up something for another night. I'm 
going to bed, and after all this, I really think I shall sleep. Tell Shel¬ 
don not to wake me till the guests begin to arrive.” 

. The guests began to arrive in groups during the following after¬ 
noon, but I did not see Rainier till tea time, when he appeared on 
the terrace to greet the assembly; and from then throughout the 
week end I had no chance to talk with him alone. Nor with Woburn 
either, for that yoimJ man, after initial shyness, turned into a con- 
sicftrable socdal succsess. Observing him from time to time I felt there 
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was a certain scientific detachment in his obvious effort to make 
good at his first fashionable houseparty (he had told me it was his 
first, and that he had never mixed in that class of society before); it 
was as if he were exploring himself, discovering his own powers; ex¬ 
perimenting with the careless flatteries, the insincere attentions that 
make up the small change of such occasions; finding that he could do 
it just as well as people born to it, perhaps even a little better after 
practice. He was clearly a very adaptable and cool-headed young 
man, and the whole party was a good deal pleasanter for his being 
always at hand to pass interesting conversational cues, to make up 
a bridge four, to play a not offensively good game of tennis, and to 
dance with otherwise unpartnered matrons. One could almost read 
in his face the question, too wondering to be smug: Is this all there 
is to it? 

Mrs. Rainier was the perfect hostess as usual, and 1 should Ifave 
been lost in admiration at everything she did had it not been a repe¬ 
tition on a larger scale of what she habitually did at Kenmore. All, 
in fact, was as gay and brilliant and smooth-running as usual, but 
something else was not quite as usual—and I don't know how to de¬ 
scribe it except as a faint suspicion that the world was already swol¬ 
len with destiny and that Stourton was no longer the world—a whiff 
of misgiving too delicate to analyze, as when, in the ballroom of an 
ocean liner, some change of tempo in the engines far below communi¬ 
cates itself to the revelers for a phantom second and then is lost be¬ 
hind the rhythms of the orchestra. 

The simile was Rainier s as we drove back to London on Monday 
evening, leaving Woburn and Mrs. Rainier at Stourton. Witliin a few 
weeks the same misgiving, many times magnified, had become a 
headline commonplace; trenches were being dug in the I^ndon 
parks; the curve of the September crisis rose to its monstrous peak. 
Rainier lived at his Club during those fateful days and we were 
both kept busy at all hours transcribing reports, telephoning officials, 
and listening to the latest radio bulletins. Diplomatic machinery had 
swung into the feverish gear of guesswork and divination: Was Hitler 
bluJBBng? What sort of country was this new Germany? Would Russia 
support the Czechs? When would the bombers come over? Every 
chatterer could claim an audience; journalists bapk from Europe 
were heard more eagerly than ambassadors; the fact that all seemed 
to depend on the workings of one abnormal human mind gave every 
amateur psychologist an equal chance with politicians and crystal 
gazers. And behind this mystery came fear, fesf of a kind that had 
brought Earlier peoples to their knees before eclipses and comet#- 
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fear of the unknown, based on an awareness that the known was 
no longer impregnable. Tlie utter destruction of civil) ^ation, which 
had seemed a fantastic thing to our grandfathers, had V ecome a com¬ 
monplace of schoolboys' essays, village debating societ es, and after- 
dinner small talk; for the first time in human history a sophisticated 
society faced its own extinction not theoretically in t e future, but 
by physical death perhaps tomorrow. There was a dr adful accept¬ 
ance of doom in all our eyes as we sat around, in rest airants and at 
conference tables and beside innumerable radios, listening and talk¬ 
ing and drinking, the only three things to do that ore- could go on 
doing-paralyzed as we were into a belief that it was ' oo late to act, 
and clinging to a last desperate hope that somehow t le negation of 
an act might serve as well. 

That negation was performed, if performed is the word; talking, 
listening, and drinking then merged into a sigh of exiiausted relief, 
and only a few Cassandra voices, among whom was itainier's, mur¬ 
mured that no miracle had really happened at all. But national hys¬ 
teria urged that it had, and that one must not say otherwise, even 
if it hadn’t. Anyhow, the crisis passed, the rains of autumn soaked 
into half-dug trenches, and as the days shortened and darkened the 
Kenmore lamplight glowed again in the faces of discuses and diplo- 
niats—Sir Somebody This and the Maharanee of That, the successful 
novelist and the Wimbledon winner, delegates from somewhere- 
or-other to the sometliing-or-other conference, as well as visiting 
Americans who thought they were experiencing a real pea-souper 
fog because the sun of a November midday had turned red over the 
roofs. 

I went to a good many of those lunches, and somehow, I don’t 
remember exactly when, it became a recognized thing that I should 
have a place at all of them unless my duties with Rainier called me 
elsewhere. 

Often they did. Many days during that strange, almost somnambu¬ 
list winter of 1938--I93g I sat in the Gallery of the House of Commons, 
listening to dull debates and hearing Big Ben chime the quarters 
till I saw Rainier get up and push his way through the swing doors 
with that casualness which is among the specialties of House pro¬ 
cedure—a form qf self-removal that implies neither rudeness nor even 
indifference to the speech in progress. Then he would dictate letters 
in a Committee Room, dr order tea, or we might stroll along the 
usually empty Terrace, watching the last spears of sunset fade from 
the windows of St. jThomas's Hospital, or staring over the parapet 
train of coal barges o» their way upstream. It was attach mo- 
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ments that I came to know him most intimately, and to feel, more 
from his presence than from words, that the years he no longer talked 
about were still haunting; that he was still, as two women had said, 
vainly searching for something and never at rest. Yet outwardly, and 
to others, there were few signs of it. Indeed, the disfavor into which 
he fell as a result of his attitude towards official policy seemed to 
come rather as a release than as a suppression. It was not that he 
blamed the government for what had happened at Munich; such 
blame, he said, when history assessed it, would doubtless be spread 
over many years and many personages, of which the men of 193^ 
were but last in a tragic line. He did, however, blame those who 
had stepped out of panic only to sink back into hypnosis. “These 
are the last days,” he said to me once. “We are like people in a 
trance—even those of us who can see the danger ahead can do noth¬ 
ing to avert it—like the dream in which you drive a car towards a 
precipice and your foot is over the brake but you have no physical 
power to press down. We should be arming now, if we had sense,- 
arming day an 3 night and seven days of the week,—for if the Munich 
pact had any value at all it was not as a promise of peace to come, 
but as a last-minute chance to prepare for the final struggle. And 
we are doing nothing—caught in the net of self-delusion and self- 
congratulation. We don't realize tlie skill and magnitude of the con¬ 
spiracy—the attempt to reverse, by lightning strokes, the whole 
civilized verdict of two thousand years.” 

Such talk, during the winter of 1938-1939, was heresy in a country 
that permitted heresy, but could not regard it as in good taste. People 
began to remark, in advance of any argument about him, that they 
liked Rainier—this also was a bad sign in a society where likings 
are rarely expressed except by way of fair-minded prelude to dispar¬ 
agement. And one reflected that there had always been something 
against his chances of attaining high office—something expressed by 
his political enemies when they praised him as “brilliant,” and by 
his pohtical friends when they doubted if he were altogether “safe.” 
Such doubts were now running high. 

In the City, however, safety and brilliance were not held as in- 
compatibles by gatherings of grateful shareholders at annual meet¬ 
ings in the Rainier Building. Here also it was my duty to accompany 
him, handing out appropriate documents and keeping his memory 
jogged against forgetfulness of such things as—“You will be glad to 
know that during the past year we have opened a new factory at 
West Bromwich where we are now manufac^ring a model espe 
cially designed for the Colonies.” He made such announcements 
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a solemnity in which only I, perhaps, detected any ironic note; 
similarly there seemed to me a touch of disdain in his bent for han¬ 
dling complicated masses of figures, a touch that did not detract 
from the enormous confidence reposed in him by enri* hed but usu¬ 
ally mystified investors. Nor was that confidence mb placed. Once 
I said to him: “Leaving sentiment out of it, you haven’t done so 
badly. You saved the family inheritance, you rescued vhe money of 
hundreds of outsiders, and you kept intact the jobs of i whole army 
of workpeople. You did, in fact, everything you set out to do.'' 

'There’s only one thing more important," he answered, “and that 
is, alter you’ve done what you set out to do, to feel that it’s been 
vv^orth doing." 

That was the day when he took me down to the suv-basement of 
the Rainier Building to s})ow me the result of certain :onstructional 
work that had been in progress there for several weeks “I've allowed 
it to be supposed that these arc new storage vaults,” he told me, as 
we entered the first of a series of empty catacombs, “but actually 
1 had another thought in mind~and one that it would be too bad to 
thrust on a group of happy dividend collectors. But the fact is—and 
entirely at my own personal expense—I've made this place bomb¬ 
proof. So you see, somethings been worth doing." He walked me 
round like an estate agent. “Comfort, as well as saft^ty,—there’s an 
independent heating plant,—because it’s no good saving people from 
liigh explosive just to have them die of influenza. And another rea¬ 
son—the greatest man of the twentieth centuiy may have to be born 
in a place like this, so let’s make it as decent as we can for him. A 
steel and concrete Manger—sixty feet below ground . . . that’s why 
fve had to keep it a big secret, because you couldn’t expect the 
investing public to swallow that" 

But we liked the City—“the City of Meticulous Nonsense," he 
called it once, after an annual meeting at which somebody had used 
the adjective in praise of his own attention to the firm's affairs. “M^- 
ticulous” he echoed, afterwards, “really meaning timid—and how 
right that it should nowadays be used as a compliment, since so many 
of the most complimented people nowadays deserve itl Meticulous 
little people attending meticulous meetings, passing meticulous 
votes of thanks for meticulous behavior!” 

One rainy Saturday w^ waited several minutes while the home¬ 
ward rush-hour crowd swarmed in front of the car, taking no notice 
of the horn until a qpan, just an ordinary mackintoshed fellow with 
( 4 remembered) a piece of garden trellis under his arm, cdled out: 
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“ 'Ere, give the bloke a chawncel"~*whereat the crowd, heeding just 
as casually as they had been heedless before, made way for us to 
pass. There was no resentment in their faces because we had an 
expensive car or because we kept them waiting a few seconds longer 
in the rain, no social significance in the appeal to give the bloke a 
chance, no indication of who the bloke was—I or Rainier or the 
chauflFeur. The very absence of all these things was English, Rainier 
said—something oflFhand but good-humored, free but obedient, canv 
less but never heartless. 

"But tell that," he added, "to the Indians in Amritsar, to the Chi- 
nese who read the notice in a Shanghai park, ‘No Dogs or Chinese' 
Allowed,' to the tribesmen in Irak, to the peasant in County Cork, 
to the . . But then he laughed. "God, how we're hatedi It isn't so 
much because we really deserve it. Even at the bottom of the charge 
sheet I could quote Santayana's remark tliat the world never had 
sweeter masters. Sweet—a curious adjective—and yet there is a 
sweetness in the English character, something tliat's almost perfect 
when it's just ripe—like an apple out of an Enghsh orchard. No, we re 
not hated altogether by logic. It's more because the world is tired of 
us—bored with us—sickened by a taste that to some already seems 
oversweet and hypocritical, to others sour and stale. I suppose the 
world grew tired of the Romans like that, till at last the barbarians 
were excused for barbarism more readily than the Caesars were for¬ 
given for being tough. There come .such moments in the lives of 
nations, as of persons, when they just can't do an)^hing right, and 
the world tiu'ns on them with the awful ferocity of a first-night au¬ 
dience rejecting, not so much a play it doesn't want, as a playwright 
it doesn't want any more. . . . But wait till they’ve experienced the 
supplanters—if we are supplanted. A time may come when a cowed 
and brutalized world may look back on the period of Enghsh domi¬ 
nation as one of the golden ages of history. . . ." 

I remember that afternoon particularly because as we were wait¬ 
ing for the trafiSc lights in Whitehall we saw Nixon at the curbside 
vainly signahng a taxi and Rainier had the car stopped to offer him 
a lift. Bound for Victoria to catch a train, he chattered all the time 
during the short drive, finally and quite casually remarking: “Oh, 
you remember that fellow Ransome who took us to. tea at his house 
in Browdley that day when his wife wasn’t there?” 

Rainier looked up sharply. 

"Rather sad business,'' Nixon continued. "She'd gone out to buy ^ 
cake, as Ransome thought—must have been hufrying back, because 
she was carrying it as she ran into the bys . . . killed instantly . ^ • 
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poor chap was in a terrible state, so I heard. Only been married 
alx)ut a year." 

We drove on in silence after dropping Nixon in the station yard; 
Rainier's face was strained, tense, as if he had suffer id a personal 
blow. Halfway to Kenmore he tapped on the windov and ordered 
the chauffeur to turn and drive back. “Let’s hear somebody play the 
piano,” he said. “That’s the best cure for the mood Tra in.” 

We drove to the West End, while I searched the Celegraph for 
recital announcements. The only one I could find was < f the first and 
only appearance in London of Casimir Navoida, wh( would give a 
mixed program of Beethoven, Chopin, Brahms, and Ravel at the 
Selsdon Hall. I had never heard of Navoida, and the fa t that Rainier 
hadn’t either lent no optimism to my expectations. W< found a pho¬ 
tograph on the rain-sodden posters outside the Hall—tue convention¬ 
ally somber, heavy-lidded profile brooding over the keys. That too 
was not encouraging, nor was the obviously “paper” audience of only 
a few score. Nor, for that matter, were the explanatory notes in the 
printed program—composed. Rainier giimly suggc'sted, by some 
schoolgirl in a mood of bibulous Schwdrmerei, With less distaste we 
read a paragraph about the performer, though even that was vague 
enough—merely mentioning a Continental reputation, tuition under 
Leschetizky (misspelt), a prix-de-somewhere, and an ancient press- 
agent anecdote beginning—“One morning, at the So-and-So Conser¬ 
vatoire . . .” Then the door at the rear of the platform opened and 
this fellow Navoida walked to the piano, gave a hinge-like bow to 
half-hearted applause, and began. He did not look much like his 
photograph, though a description could not have omitted the same 
points—the gloomy profile, wrinkled nape, and upflung hair. We lis¬ 
tened with tolerance, soon aware that his playing was not exactly 
bad. When the interval came I noticed a woman in the seat beyond 
Rainier’s fumbling for a dropped program; presently he stooped and 
retrieved it for her. She thanked him with a foreign accent and 
added: “You think he plays well?” 

Rainier answered; “He might be good if he weren’t out of 
practice.” 

“You are a critic?” 

“Only to myself.” 

“You are not on one of the newspapers?” 

“Oh dear, no.” 

She seemed both relieved and disappointed. “I thought you might 
be. I suppose they qre here.” 

% Raiiuer looked round aqid included me in the conversation by say- 
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ing: "Notice anybody? I don’t. . . . Ym afraid Saturday afternoon’s 
a bad time in London.” 

Then Navoida came on again and played the Chopin group. At 
the next interval she said: “You are quite right. He is out of practice. 
He played cards tilliour this morning.” 

Rainier laughed. "Stupid of him, surely?” 

"Oh, he doesn’t care. He lost much money, also. If only people 
would realize that he can play so much better than this—” 

"Why should they? If he chooses to drink and gamble the night 
before a concert—” 

"Oh no, not drink. He never drinks.” 

"No?” 

"But gambling is in his blood. It is in the blood of all the Navoidas. 
If he travels by autobus he will bet on how many people get in at 
each stop.” 

Rainier looked slightly interested. “How do you know all this about 
him?” 

She had just time to reply, as the piano bc^gan again: “I am his 
wife.” 

I could judge that throughout the Brahms Sonata Rainier was feel¬ 
ing somewhat embarrassed at having discussed the pianist so frankly, 
but when the next interval came she gave him no time to apologize. 
“Oh, I could kill him for being so bad! The foolish boy. . . . Maybe 
it was a mistake to come to England at all.” 

Rainier answered: "Oh, no need to feel that. But your husband’s 
c'oncert agent ought to have chosen a better day for a first appear¬ 
ance. Londoners like to get away to the country at week ends.” 

"Even when it rains?” 

"My goodness, we never bother about rain.” 

**Ach, yes, your London climate . . . when it is not rain, it is fog. 
... I understand.” 

I winked at him, apropos of this foreign belief that English 
weather is the worst in the world; it is not, Rainier had once said, 
but the convention is useful in that it enables an Englishman to ap¬ 
pear modest by conceding something that, whether true or false, is 
of little consequence. All the time that Madame Navoida was be¬ 
moaning London rain and fog I was glancing at her sideways and 
judging her to be forty-five or so—younger, ‘at any rate in looks, than 
her husband. The light in the concert hall was not particularly kind, 
and her make-up had either been put on hurriedly or else had got 
blurred by raindrops; her eyes were browp and rather small, but h#r 
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forehead had a generous width that somehow compensated; it was 
an interesting face. 

During the Ravel I whispered this to Rainier and received his 
reply: "‘I don't give a damn about her face. And I don't give a damn 
about this Ravel either. I only know she amuses me nd I'm more 
cheerful than I was an hour ago. . . 

For the next few minutes I heard the two of them in whispered 
conversation; then he turned to me. ‘‘They’re Hunga ians, but she 
lived for a long time in Singapore—hence the English. S'le also speaks 
French and German—besides, of course, Hungarian. Vrites poetry 
in all four, so she'd have you believe. Also worships Inmance with 
a capital R. Reads Dekobra and D’Annunzio, but prei ts Dekobra— 
so do I, for that matter. . . . Altogether rather like a female spy in 
a magazine story—every minute I expect her to say Hein and pro¬ 
duce a bundle of stolen treaties out of her corsage. And she says 
such delicious things—like—‘Ac/i, your English climate*—' and that bit 
about gambling being in the blood of all the Navoida.s. . . . I'm try¬ 
ing to think of something half as good as what she’ll say next—re¬ 
member that game we used to play’?” 

That was one of tlie fooleries we would sometimes indulge in dur¬ 
ing our morning car journeys to the City. There was a certain news¬ 
paper shop at a street corner in Pimlico, and outside it, every Tues¬ 
day, appeared a picture poster advertising that week’s issue of a 
publication called Judtjs Paper; and this poster always showed an 
evening-clothed couple in some liighly dramatic situation, captioned 
by such a sentence as “He refused her a ring” or “She lied to save 
him.” Most Tuesdays, before we reached the shop, Rainier and I 
would try to invent something even triter than what we should pres¬ 
ently discover, but we never succeeded, so hard is it for the sophis¬ 
ticated mind to think in the natural idiom of the ingenuous. But it 
made an amusing diversion, for all that. 

After further whispering he turned to me excitedly. “She's said itl 
I knew she would! She's just told me that we English are so coldr 
At that moment Navoida finished the Ravel and Rainier was able to 
answer her amidst the applause. I heard him say: “Madame, we are 
not cold—it's merely that we have to be warmed up, especially on 
wet Saturdays. So I beg you to make allowances for us during the 
rest of your stay here.” • 

“We are leaving tomorrow.” 

“So soon?” ^ 

“Casimir has a concert m Ostend on Wednesday.” ^ 
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“You’d better take care of him there. It’s a great place for gam 
bling.” 

“Oh, that will be all right. We shall go to the Casino and have 
champagne and Casimir will be lucky—he always is at roulette. It is 
cards he is no good at—especially poker.” (She pronounced it “pok- 
ker.”) “When I saw him playing poker with some Americans at the 
hotel last night, I knew he would be a bad boy today.” 

“I thought you said he didn’t drink? ’ 

“Only champagne. But of course it is so expensive in England. 
When we were in Singapore we drank nothing but Heidsieck all the 
time. A bottle every meal. It prevented him from being dysenteric.” 

“Probably it also prevented him from being Paderewski.” 

“You mean it is not good for him? But consider—if it pleases him, 
is he not entitled to it? What is the life of a concert artist nowadays? 
Nobody cares—there is no musical life as it used to be—in Berlin, 
in Leipzig, in Wien. Only in America they pay an artist well, but 1 
do not want him to go there again,” 

“Why not?” " 

She whispered something in Rainiers ear and then added: “Of 
course I forgave him afterwards. He was faithful according to his 
fashion.” 

Rainier let out a shout of sheer glee. “What’s that? WhatF' 

She repeated the sentence. “Do you not know the poem by one 
of your English poets, Ernest Dowson?” And she began to recite the 
whole thing from beginning to end, while Casimir, in whom I was 
beginning to feel a deeper interest after these varied revelations, ap- 
peared on the platform to play the Chopin “Black Key Study” as an 
encore, muffing the final octaves and finishing on a triumphantly 
wrong note in the bass. “Perhaps you would now like to meet him?” 
she concluded. 

So we trooped round to the little room at the back of the platform 
where a few mournfully mackintoshed women were loitering while 
the pianist scrawled his signature across their programs in a mood 
of equal moumfulness. The entrance of Madame Navoida brought a 
touch of life to these proceedings, and I noticed then a certain vital 
quality that made her stiU an attractive woman, despite sagging 
lines and the bizarre make-up. As soon as the autograph seekers left 
she approached Casimir as one making a stage entrance, Idssed him 
resoundingly on both cheeks, and cried: “Casimir, mon cher, tu itais 
magnijiquer Then, for a moment, she gabbled something incompre¬ 
hensible and turned to Rainier. “He speaks Hun^ian best. I have to 
tell him 1 ^^ is wonderful now, but soon I shall t^ him he was a\vfjJ 
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--atrocious! Poor boy, he is always tired after a concert—please ex¬ 
cuse him. He says he has a headache.” 

Rainier answered: “That s too bad! I was about to su j;gest that you 
both had dinner with us somewhere—that is, if you ha» i nothing else 
to do.” 

Her face lit up. “Oh, but we should be enchantedi It is so kind 
of you. I am sure his headache will get better. But the) 3 is one thing 
I must tell you beforehand—he will not dress. Not ev^n a smoking. 
Only for the casinos where they will not admit him (fherwise—and 
then he curses all the time. So if you do not mind—” 

“Not at all. We probably wouldn’t dress ourselves, anyway.” 

“Then he will be delighted.” She turned to her hush nd. “Casimir, 
this is—” And of course another turn. “But I do not kno\' your name?” 

I had guessed it would come to that, and I remembered that mo¬ 
ment on Armistice Day when all Rainier s pleasure hud disappeared 
at the enforced disclosure of his identity. I wondered if it would be 
different with foreigners to whom his name would almost certainly 
be unknown. 

But he answered, with a sort of gleeful solemnity: “Lord Fred¬ 
eric Verisopht—and this—” with a bow to me—“is Sir Mulberry 
Hawk. . . .” 

Having arranged to meet them at seven at Poldinfs we spent the 
interval at Rainier s club, where his spirits soared fantiistically. When 
1 reminded him of an engagement to speak that evening at the An¬ 
nual Dinner of the Gladstone Society he told me to wire them a can¬ 
cellation on account of urgent political business. “That’s all very well,” 
I answered, “but then somebody will see us dining at Poldini’s 
with a couple who look like a rather seedy croupier and a soubrette 
out of a prewar musical comedy.” 

He laughed. “Not if we do what nobody else does nowadays- 
engage a private room.” 

“And what was the idea of introducing me as Sir Somebody or 
other?” 

“To find out whether she reads Dickens. You evidently don’t. , . . 
Well, that was partly the reason. The other was to give her a thrill. 
Tm sure titles do. Poldini’s will too—it’s got that air of having seen 
better and more romantic days. I rarely go there, so the waiters don’t 
know me, and I’ve never been in one of their private rooms since 
my imcle took me when I was twelve years old. That’s a story in 
itself. I don't think|I ever told you about him—he was a charming 
^#id very shortsighted arc|;ideacon, and the only one out oi my large 
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collection of uncles whom I reaUy liked. He liked me too, I think~we 
often used to spend a day together. One evening during the Christ¬ 
mas holidays, we felt hungry after a matinee of Jack and the Bean- 
stalk, so as we were walking to the nearest Underground station he 
said, ‘Let’s go in here for a snack’—and it was Poldini’s. I think he 
mistook it for some sort of cheap but respectable teashop—anyhow, 
we walked in, all among the pretty ladies and the young men-about- 
town; we were the cynosure of every eye, as novelists in those days 
used to write—because it wasn’t at all the kind of place a Churcli of 
England dignitary would normally take his schoolboy nephew to, 
and my uncle, with his white hair and flashing eyes (the drops he 
had to put in them made them flash), must have looked rather like 
Hall Caine’s Christian about to create a disturbance. . . . Anyhow, 
old Poldini,—he’s dead now,—scenting something funny about us, pre 
tended all his tables were booked and asked if we’d mind dining, 
upstairs—so up we went, my uncle blinking his way aloft without a 
word of protest, and presently Poldini showed us into a cosy little 
room furnished In blue and gold, with a very thick carpet and a 
convenient chaise longue against the wall and gilt cupids swarming 
in a suggestiv^e manner all over the ceilmg—in fact, Poldini took 
charge of us completely, recommending k la carte dishes and serving 
them himself, and as the meal progressed my uncle grew more and 
more surprised and delighted—still under the impression it was an 
A.B.C. or some such place; and when the bill came I snatched it up 
and said I’d stand treat, and he said, ‘My boy, that’s very generous of 
you’—and by God, it was, for it took all the money he’d just given 
me as a Christmas present. But I never let him know, and to the end 
of his life he always used to tell people he’d never enjoyed a better 
meal than at that eating house oflF the Strand . . . eating house, mind 
youl” He took a long breath and added: “So that’s where we’ll dine 
tonight—among the ghosts of the past—a couple of milords entertain¬ 
ing the toast of the town—and rather battered toast, if you’ll pardon 
two bad puns at once.” 

When I look back on that evening I remember chiefly, of course, 
the incident that crowned it; but I can see now that the entire mas¬ 
querade was somehow Rainier’s last and rather preposterous effort 
to tease a way into self-knowledge, and that the climax, though com¬ 
pletely accidental, was yet a fitting end to the attempt. I realized 
also, even if never before, how near he was to some catastrophic 
breakdown—partly from overwork, but chiefly from the fret of tilings 
that could not be forgotten because they had^never been remem¬ 
bered. A#id all that day, ever since mqpting Nixon, the fret h#d 
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strengthened behind an increasing randomness of acts and words. 

We drove to Poldini s through the rain, and were g] id to find the 
place reasonably unchanged-still with its private rioms upstairs, 
little used by a generation that no longer needs such an apparatus 
of seduction, and therefore slightly melancholy until . ardenias and 
ice buckets revived a more festive spirit. Then, with orae commo¬ 
tion, the Navoidas arrived, the pianist rather pale a: d glum in a 
long overcoat with an astrakhan collar, and Madame \ ;ry florid and 
voluble with heavy gold bangles and ancient but goo« -quality furs, 
obviously bewitched (but by no means ill-at-ease) a" the prospect 
of dining intimately with English nobility. We soon d ^covered that 
both of them were equally accomplished champagm bibbers, but 
whereas Madame grew livelier and gayer with every ; lass, her hus¬ 
band sank after the first half-dozen into a settled gloom from which 
he could only stir himself at intervals to murmur to the waiter a 
demand for “trouts”—for there had been some confusion over his or¬ 
der, due perhaps to the waiter s reluctance to believe that anyone 
in 1939 would ask for truiles bleues in addition to Beluga caviare, 
steak tartare, and English rosbif. But all that too, and to Rainier’s 
feverish dehght, was in the halcyon tradition—the age of monstrous 
dinners and fashionable appendicitis, the one most often the result 
of the others. 

Presently, after the popping of the fourth magnum, Madame grew 
sentimental and talked of her romantic adventures in all parts of the 
world—a recital garnished with copious quotations from the poets, of 
whom she knew so many in various languages that I began to think 
it really must be a passion with her quite as genuine as that for 
Heidsieck; she liked amorous poetry best, and there was something 
perhaps a little charming in the way she obviously did not know 
which was too hackneyed to quote, so that from a worn-out tag of 
Shakespeare she .would swerve into a line from Emily Bronte or 
Beddoes. A few words she wrongly pronounced or did not under¬ 
stand; she would then ask us to correct her, quite simply and with 
an absence of self-consciousness that made almost piquant her the¬ 
atrical gestures and overstudied rhythms. Suddenly I realized, in the 
mood of half-maudlin pity that comes after a few drinks yet is none 
the less percipie^nt, that she was a sadly disappointed woman, getting 
little out of later life that she really craved, without a home, a wan¬ 
derer between hotels and casinos, listening to the same old Brahms 
and Beethoven in half-empty concert halls, tied for the rest of her 
days to a flabby rr>aestro, yet alive in her illusion that the world 
Mias still gay and chivalrous as a novelette. ^ 
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After Rainier had called for more cognac he asked if she had any 
ideas for spending the rest of the evening, because he’d be glad to 
go on to a show if she fancied any particular play. She answertxl, 
with enthusiasm: “Oh yes, it is so kind of you—there is one place 
I have always wanted to go because I have heard so much about it 
—your famous old English music hall!” 

Rainier said how unfortunate that was, because the famous old 
English music hall no longer existed; tliere were only assortments ot 
vaudeville turns and dance bands. 

“Then perhaps we could go to see Berty Lowe.” 

“Berty I^we?” 

“A man at the hotel told me this morning he was acting in Lon¬ 
don somewhere, and I should like to see him because I once knew 
an Englishman in Budapest who used to do imitations of him. lie 
always said Berty Lowe was the greatest comedian of the famous old 
English music hall.” 

Rainier had asked the waiter for an evening paper and was now 
glancing down tlie list. “Yes, he used to be quite funny, but 1 haven’t 
heard of him in London for years—he’s a bit pass6, you know . . . 
well, he’s not at the Coliseum or the Holborn Empire . . . that rather 
limits the possibilities . . . wait a minute, though—‘Berty Lowe in 
Salute the Flag Twice Nightly at the Banford Hippodrome’—” 

She clapped her hands ecstatically, “Oh, I should love to go there! ” 

“But it’s miles away in the suburbs—” he was beginning, but sud 
denly then 1 could see the mere caprice of the idea seize hold of 
him; to drive out to Banford to see Berty Lowe at the local Hip¬ 
podrome was in the right key of fantasy for such an evening. He 
handed me the paper. “They call it a riot of rip-roaring rib-tickling- 
doesn’t that sound awdul? Wish you’d ring ’em up and book a box 
for four at the second house.” 

^'Salute the FZrzg,” echoed Madame, with hands clasped. “Oh, I 
know I am going to love it if it is about soldiers. The Englishman 1 
knew in Budcipest was a soldier. It was during the war, but he wasn t 
interned at first, because the Hungarians always liked the English, 
but when he began to send me flowers every day with little notes 
hidden in them—written in English, of course—the police arrested 
him for espionage, but when they translated the not^s—oh, mon dieti. 
you should have seen their faces—and Ais—and mine—because, you 
see, he was crazily in love with me—craziit/—not a bit like an Eng¬ 
lishman! Oh, how I wish I had made them give me back those notes. 
. . . Casimir, of course, was mad with jealousy .’i 

Casimiif, no longer capable of being m^ with jealousy, looked •p 
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as a dog will on hearing his name mentioned, then shook his head 
with a bemused belch over his unfinished crSpes Suzei tes. 

I went out to telephone. 

An hour later we were sitting on four very uncor iortable cane 
chairs as tlie curtain rose on Salute the Flag. It had been a mistake, 
I could see, to have engaged a box; the orchestra sea's would have 
l^een much more comfortable, and further away fron certain plush 
hangings which, on being merely touched, shook »ut clouds of 
dubious-looking dust. I gathered from the way we w» re escorted to 
our seats, and also from the fact that the other boxc were empty, 
that our arrival had created a little stir; it would be c Id, I thought, 
but perhaps not absolutely catastrophic, if some men ber of the au¬ 
dience were to recognize Rainier. However, no one d d, despite the 
fact that some of the actors played at us outrageousl> -even, by the 
end of the show, making jokes about "the gentleman in the box who*s 
fast asleep.” It was true; Casimir was fast asleep. Madame awak¬ 
ened him several times, but he slumped forward again almost imme¬ 
diately; soon she gave it up as a bad job. 

As for the play, it had been (I guessed) an originally serious melo¬ 
drama on a wartime theme, dating probably from 1914 or 1915; its 
villains had then been Germans of impossible villainy and its heroes 
English soldiers of equally impossible saintliness. A quarter of a cen¬ 
tury of lucrative adaptation, however, had merged both the villainy 
and the saintliness into a common mood of broad comedy burlesque; 
such patriotic speeches as remained were spoken now only to be 
laughed at, while the hero’s first appearance was in the always comic 
uniform of a scoutmaster. 

But Madame was puzzled. During the intermission she said: "I 
cannot understand why they laugh at some of the lines. When the 
recruiting sergeant made that speech about the British Empire, what 
was funny about it?” 

"It’s just our English sense of humor,” Rainier explained. "We think 
recruiting sergeants are funny. We think long speeches are also 
funny. The British Empire has its funny side too. So put them all 
together and you can’t help making an Englishman laugh.” 

"But it was a patriotic speech!” 

‘'Englishmen Jthink them the funniest of all.” 

"But in Austria, if anyone laughed at a patriotic speech there 
would be a riot and the man would be arrested.” 

"That just proves something I have long suspected—that Austria 
isn’t England ” • 

•"You know Austria?” • • 
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“I once spent a few days in Vienna on business. ” 

“Ah, you should have stayed longer and gone to the Semrnerin^ 
and then to Pressburg down the Danube in a steamboat.” 

“Curious you should mention it, but that was one of my boyhood 
ambitions. But in a canoe, not a steamboat.” 

“Oh, but that would be more wonderful still! Why did you not 
do it?” 

“Because when 1 first wanted to, I hadn’t enough money—then 
later, when I had enough money, 1 hadn’t the time . . . and today, 
whatever I have, there isn’t any Austria.” 

“Ah yes, it is so sad. But let us not think about it—see, the curtain 
rises!” 

She said that so much like a musical-comedy cue that 1 almost 
expected to see her jump down to the stage and begin a song. How¬ 
ever, Salute the Flag was doubtless better entertainment. It contin¬ 
ued to be equally hilarious during its second half, though Berty Lowe, 
as the heavily mustached German general, was actually less funnv 
than some of the smaller parts; there was one especially that had 
the audience holding their sides—when an English subaltern entered 
his coloneFs tent (the colonel being a German spy in disguise) to 
exclaim, between chattering teeth and amidst paroxysms of stammer¬ 
ing—“The enemy advances-give the order to attack, or, by heaven, 
sir, I will myself!” As a rule I do not care for jokes based on any 
physical defect, but I must admit that this particular player brought 
the house down by some of the most ludicrous facial contortions 1 
have ever seen—the whole episode being topped by the final gag oi 
a doorknob coming ofl and rolling across the stage when he banged 
his exit. 

It was difficult to keep up or down to such a level, but the play 
romped on with a good deal of vulgar gusto until the last scene, 
evidently the dramatic high-spot of the original play, when the hero¬ 
ine, threatened by the villain with a revolver, cried: “You cannot fire 
on helpless womankind!”—whereat another woman, of suggestive 
male appearance and elephantine proportions, invaded the stage 
from the wings brandishing weapons of all kinds from tomahawk 
to Mills bomb. Crude, undoubtedly; but the Banford audience loved 
it, and were still laughing throughout the perfunctory finale in which 
all the cast rushed on to the stage to chase off the villain and line 
up for a closing chorus. 

As we left the theater I saw that Rainier’s mood had changed. 
He almost bundled Madame and her husband in|o the car, and spoke 
very little*during the ride back to Londoot she chattered to me foi*i 
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while, but Rainier’s moods had a queer way of enforcing their atmos¬ 
phere upon others, and she also was somewhat subdut d by the time 
we reached their hotel in Russell Square and set tht two of them 
down on the pavement. 

“Good-bye, my lord,*' she said to Rainier, evident!} remembering 
her manners but not the name. But she remembered mine. “Good¬ 
bye, Sir Hawk.” 

Casimir nodded grumpily as she took his arm to h( !p him up the 
hotel steps. The last we saw was her effort to get hi i tlirough the 
revolving door. It should have been funny, but perha s we had had 
enough laughter for one evening; it wasn't funny, th ref ore, it was 
somehow rather sad. 

“Of course she's ruined him,” Rainier commented as we drove 
away towards Chelsea. 

“What makes you think that?” 

“His playing. I could tell he was good once. " 

“Well, he's ruined her too. She can't get much fun out of life, 
watching over him wherever they go. Incidentally, 1 think she was 
rather shocked by our rough island humor.” 

“Probably it was too unsanitary and not sexy enough for her.” 

“And then that fellow's stammer. I suppose on the Vienna stage 
you couldn't have an officer stammering—only a private.” 

“God, yes—that stammer . . . they kept it in—and the doorknob 
coming off as well. . . . But the gag at the end was new.” 

“Soimds as if you’ve seen the show before.” 

He was thoughtful. “Yes, I think I have.” 

“Not surprising. It's been played up and down everywhere for 
years.” 

“But more than that—more than seeing it before—I—I—” He turned 
to me with a curious abrupt eagerness. “Do you mind if we drive 
around for a while before going home?” 

“Of course not. . . . But what's happened? You look—” I stopped, 
but he cut in sharply; “Yes, tell me—what's the matter with me—how 
do I look?” 

I said, meeting his eyes and speaking with as little excitement as 
I could: “You look as you did when I first saw you staring at a moun¬ 
tain because you thought you recognized it—through the train win¬ 
dows that Armistice Day.” 

**Armistice Day,^ he repeated. Then he added, quietly, almost 
casually: “I was in hospital... I mean on that first Armistice Day— 
the first one of all. ^The real one.” He suddenly clutched my sleeve. 

I remember—I was ^t Melburyl” • 
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I said nothing, anxious not to break any thread of recollection Uv 
was about to unravel, and afraid of the tension in my voice were I 
to speak at all. 

“There were so many hospitals,” he went on. “1 was at Sennelagei 
first-then Hanover. Then they exchanged the shell-shock and t.b. 
cases through Switzerland. So back home—Birmingham for a time- 
then Hastings—and another place near Manchester . . . then Mol 
bury. That was the last of them. . . . Td like to go to Melbury.” 

I still couldn't answer; I was afraid of breaking some kind of spell. 
He seemed to read this into my silence, for he went on, in a kindly 
voice: “Do you mind? Or are you very tired?”* 

“No, Tm not tired.” My voice was all right, but 1 was still appre¬ 
hensive, and more so than ever when I realized he wanted to go to 
Melbury that very night, immediately. 1 added something about 
Hanson being probably tired, even if we weren’t—after all he’d 
driven us to Banford and back, and to ask him now to make anotlaM 
excursion into the distant suburbs . . . 

“Yes, of course—glad you thought of it.” He was always considerate* 
to servants. “We’ll drop him here and send him home by taxi, llu u 
ril drive—or perhaps you’d better if you think I’ve had too much to 
drink." He was already reaching for the speaking tube, and had given 
the new instructions before I could think of anything else to say at 
all, much less frame an objection. Hanson pulled up at the curb, 
showing no more curiosity than a good servant should. But it wiis 
still pouring with rain, and he must have thought it odd to choose 
such a night for a pleasure drive. 

Rainier moved next to me in the chauffeur’s seat; as 1 drove oil 
he said he hoped 1 knew the way. 

“Through Stepney and Stratford, isn’t it?” 

“Don’t ask me—I’ve never been there since—since the morning 1 
left.” 

“You remember it was a morning?^' 

He turned to me excitedly. “Did I .say morning? Yes, it was . . . 
and if I can only see the place again—” 

“You won’t see much tonight, Tm afraid.” 

“I didn’t see much last time, either—it was too foggy. God— that s 
something else. . .* , Just let me talk on anyhow. Dop’t feel you have 
to answer—I know it’s hard to drive these juggernauts on a wet night 
—why does my wu'fe always buy such monisters?—and we have four 
of them.” 

“Nothing to stop you buying a small car youijself if you wanted. 

“But I’ff) not interested in buying cars.”, • 



RANDOM HARVEST 


339 


I laughed and said: “Well, you can’t have it both vays. If you’re 
not interested in cars, you can’t blame Mrs. Rainier for buying the 
kind she thinks is suitable for a rich man who isn’t interosted in cars.” 

“True, true. . , The side issue had lowered the tei sion. 

We drove through the almost deserted City, past Aldgate and 
along the wdde, brilHant, rococo Mile End Road. It wi s midnight as 
we crossed Bow Bridge, five minutes past as we reached the fork of 
the road in Stratford Broadway; I had to drive slowly f ecause of the 
slippery tram rails. Once I stopped to inquire from sor ^e men drink¬ 
ing at a coffee stall; they waved us on into the deeper» ig hinterland 
of the suburbs. The slums here lost their sinister pictiir squeness, be¬ 
came more and more drably respectable: long vistas of amplit roads, 
with here and there a block of elementary schools rising like a fortress 
over the roof tops, and at every shopping center the same names in 
a different order—Woolworth, Maypole, Sainsbury, Home and Colo¬ 
nial, Lyons, We passed an old-fashioned church with a new-fash¬ 
ioned sign outside it, proclaiming the subject of next Sunday’s 
sermon—“Why Does God Permit War?”—and that set Rainier im¬ 
provising on the kind of sermon it would be—“very cheerful and 
chummy, proving that God isn’t such a bad sort when you get to 
know Him”; and then abruptly, in the tangental way so characteristic 
v.^hen he was inwardly excited, he talked again of his favorite uncle 
the archdeacon, ''He never preached a sermon on Why Does God 
Permit War?’ To begin with, 1 don’t suppose he ever thought about 
it, and if he had, he’d probably have answered Why shouldn’t He?' 
He took it for granted that the Deity minded His own business, and 
that ‘God’s in His Heaven’ was just Browning’s way of putting it. 
All this craze for bringing Him down to earth and appealing to Him 
at every turn would have struck my rmcle as weak-kneed as well as 
in appallingly bad taste. And yet, in his way, and on tlie outskirts of 
Cheltenham, he lived an almost saintly life. He would never kill in¬ 
sects that strayed into the house, but would trap them in match boxes 
and set them free in the garden. He approved of hunting, though, 
and thought the smearing of a girl’s face with fox blood after her 
first ride to hounds was a rather charming custom. All in all, I don’t 
suppose he was any more inconsistent than the modem parson who 
tries to combine jSaint Francis, Lenin, and Freud into one all-embrac¬ 
ing muddle.” 

We drove on through Leytonstone; there the tramlines ended and 
we could put on a little speed. It was just after one o’clock when 
we reached the maiket square in the center of Melbury; I pulled 
up and looked to him far further instructions. He wa? peering 
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through the window and after a moment I wound the window dov n 
on my side. The rain had increased to the dimensions of a storm, 
and a solitary policeman sheltering under a shop awning called out 
to us: “Looking for somewhere?*' 

Rainier turned at the sound of the stranger s voice. 

“Yes, the hospital," he answered. “Where's the hospital?” 

“You mean the new one or the old one, sir?” 

“The old one, I think.” Then in a sudden rush: “It's on a hill—has 
big gates and a high wall all around it.” 

The policeman looked puzzled. “That don't sound much like either 
of 'em.” Then, as I was about to thank him and drive oflF, he came 
towards the car, leaned in, and said, with a glance across me to 
Rainier: “You wouldn’t be meanin' the asylum, would you, sir?” 



PART FOUR 


He was so tired of stammering out to a succession of loctors all he 
knew about himself tliat eventually he jotted it dow i on a single 
sheet of notepaper for them to refer to at will. He had - ecently been 
transferred to Melbury from another military hosp tal, and the 
change had somewhat upset him, because it meant bet inning every¬ 
thing all over again—contacts with new doctors, nurses and patients, 
the effort to find another comer of existence where people would 
presently leave him alone. Besides, he didn’t like the place—it was 
too big, too crowded, and altogether too permanent-looking. Over¬ 
worked psycliiatrists gave him treatments that were supposed to 
liave done well in similar cases, but perhaps it was part of his own 
case that he didn’t feel any similar cases existed, though he admitted 
there were many worse ones; he also felt that the doctors—grand 
lellows all of them, he had no specific complaints—aimed at raising 
a statistical average of success rather than his own individual cure. 

That particular morning in November he began the regulation 
mile along the cinder paths, glad that the fog had kept most of his 
fellow victims indoors. Only alone did his various symptoms ever 
approach vanishing point, and amidst the fog this sense of aloneness 
was intensified so reassuringly that as he continued to walk he began 
to feel a curious vacuum of sensation that might almost be called 
contentment. Walking was part of the encouraged regimen at Mel- 
fniry; extensive grounds surrounded by a fifteen-foot spiked wall per¬ 
mitted it while an army greatcoat kept the cold air from penetrating 
liis thinnish hospital uniform. 

Suddenly, as he neared the main entrance where the name had 
been painted over (though it was still readable in burnt letters on 
brooms and garden tools—"Property of the So-and-So County Asy¬ 
lum”)—suddenly, as the heavily scrolled ironwork of the gates 
loomed through the fog, a siren screamed across the emptiness be¬ 
yond—a factory siren, already familiar at certain hours, but this was 
^mt one of them, nor did the sound stay on the single level note, but 
began soaring up afhd down in wild flurries. A few seconds later 
aflbther siren chimed in, aad then a third; by that time he*was near 
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enough to the gates to see two uniformed porters rush hatless out o{ 
the lodge, shouting excitedly as they raced up the shrouded drive¬ 
way. For the moment—and he realized it without any answering ex¬ 
citement—there was no one left on guard, no one to stop him as he 
passed through the lodge into the outer world, no one to notice him 
as he walJced dovm the lane towards the town. Behind his mute ac¬ 
ceptance of things done to him, there was a slow-burning inclination 
to do things for himself, an inclination fanned now into the faint 
beginnings of initiative; but they were only faint, he had no will for 
any struggle, and if anyone ran after him to say “Come back” he 
would go back. 

Nobody ran after him. The lane turned into the main road at the 
tram terminus; a small crowd was already gathering there in groups, 
chattering, laughing, greeting each newcomer with eager questions. 
Nor had the sirens stopped; they were louder now, and joined by 
tram bells, train whistles, a strange awakening murmur out of the 
distance. He walked on, still downhill, edging into the roadway to 
avoid people, glad that the fog was thickening as he descended. 
Soon he was aware of some approaching yortex of commotion, of 
crowds ahead that might cover all the roadway and envelop him 
completely; he felt as well as heard them, and a nagging pinpoint 
of uneasiness expanded until, to relieve it even momentarily, he 
turned into a shop at the comer of a street. 

The inside was dark, as he had hoped, revealing only vague shapes 
of counter, shelves, and merchandise; it seemed to be a small neg¬ 
lected general store, smelling of its own shabbiness. The opening 
door had tinkled a bell, and presently, as his eyes grew used to the 
dimness, he saw an old woman watching from behind the counter- 
thin-faced, gray-haired, rather baleful. He tried to ask for cigarettes 
and began to stammer. He always did when he talked to others, 
though he could chatter to himself without much trouble—that was 
one of the points he had noted for the doctors, though he suspected 
they didn't believe him, and of course it was something he couldn't 
prove. Just now, with all the extra excitement, his stammer was worse 
than ever—not a mere tongue-tie, but a nervous tic that convulsed his 
entire head and face. He stood there, trembling and straining for 
speech, at last managing to explode a word; the woman said nothing 
in answer, but after a long scrutiny began sidling away. He relaxed 
when she had gone, hoping she would just Return with the cigarettes 
and not oblige him to say more, wondering if she would think it odd 
if he stayed to smoke one of them in the shop. iViyhow, it was good 
to be aloife again. Then suddenly he realized he was not alone. 
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girl had entered, or else had been there all the time and he hadn’t 
noticed; she too was waiting at the counter, but now ^he turned to 
him and began urgently whispering. "She’s gone to fet jh somebody 
-she knows where you’re from.” 

He stared hard, trying to isolate her face from thi surrounding 
shadows. 

“You are, aren’t you?” 

He nodded. 

“She knows you’re not supposed to be out.” 

He nodded again. 

“Not that I’d blame anybody for anything today. Th war’s over— 
you know that? Isn’t it wonderful . . . ? And you cv rtainly don’t 
look as if you’d do any harm.” She smiled to soften the ohrase. 

He shook his head and smiled back. 

“Well, if you have given them the slip, I wouldn’t stay here, old 
boy, that’s all.” 

He smiled again, a little bewildered; somebody was talking to 
liirn normally, casually, yet personally too. It was a pleasant experi¬ 
ence, he wished it could go on longer, but then he heard the old 
woman’s footsteps returning from some inner room behind the shop; 
with a final smile he summoned enough energy to walk away. A few 
seconds later he stood on the pavement, blinking to the light, aware 
of the prevalent atmosphere as something pungent, an air he could 
not breathe, a spice too hot for his palate. Shouts were now merging 
into a steady sequence of cheers, and through the pale fog he saw 
a tram approach, clanging continuously as it discharged a load of 
yelling schoolchildren. He tunied away from the clamor into a side 
street where two rows of small houses reached upwards like flying 
buttresses astride a hill; presently he came to a house with a dingy 
brass plate outside—"H. T. Sheldrake, Teacher of Music,” He spoke 
the name, Sheldrake, to himself—he always tested names like this, 
hoping that some day one of them would fit snugly into an empty 
groove in his mind. No, not Sheldrake. There was the sound of a 
piano playing scales; he listened, calming himself somewhat, till the 
playing stopped and shrill voices began. That made him move on up 
the hill, but he felt tired after a short distance and held to a railing for 
support. Just thea the same girl caught up with him. 

"What’s the matter?” 

He smiled. 

"I followed you. Thought you looked a bit off-color.” 

He shook his head^valiantly, observing her now for the first time. 
Slii was dressed in a long mackintosh and a little fur hat fflee a fez, 
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under which brown straight hair framed a face of such friendly eager- 
ness that he suddenly felt it did not matter if she saw and heard his 
struggles for speech; rather that than have her think him worse than 
he was. He wanted to say: You should see some of the other fellows 
up there—what s wrong with me is nothing—just a stammer and not 
being able to remember things. 

While he was planning to say all this she took his arm. “Lean on 
me if you like. And talk or not, whichever you want. Don’t be nerv¬ 
ous.” 

After that he decided to say merely that he was not really ill, but 
only tired after walking further than usual; be began bracing him¬ 
self to make the effort, smiling beforehand to console her for the 
ordeal of watching and listening. Then a curious thing happened; 
it was like taking a rush at a door to break through when all the 
time'the door was neither locked nor even latched. He just opened 
his mouth and found that he could speak. Not perfectly, of course, 
but almost as easily as if he were talking to himself. It made him 
gasp with an astonishment so overwhelming that for the moment he 
expected her to share it. “Did you hear thatP'l wasn’t so bad then, was 

ir 

“Of course you weren’t. Didn’t I tell you not to be nervous?” 

“But you don’t know what a job I have, as a rule.” 

“Oh yes I do. I heard you in the shop. But that old woman would 
scare anybody. Where d’you want to go?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Well, this stieet doesn’t lead anywhere.” 

“I was just—walking.” 

“But weren’t you trying to get away?” 

“Not—not exactly. I hadn’t any real plans. 1 just came out because 
—well, because there was nobody at the gate.” 

“Do they look after you all right?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“I’ve heard they’re a bit rough with some.” 

“Not with me.” 

“All the same, you don’t really like the place?” 

"Not—not very much.” 

“Then you oughtn’t to be in it, surely?” 

“There’s nowhere else, until I get all right again.” 

“How can you get all right again when you’re not happy in ^ 
place?” 4 

He hackoften asked himself the same question, but he answerq^l, 
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parrying the idea: “Perhaps I wouldn't be very happy an 3 rwhere— 
just now.” 

“But the war's over—doesn't that make any differena ?” She came 
near to abrupt tears, then dashed a hand to her eyes j.nd began to 
laugh. "Silly, that's what I am—everybody's gone silly »oday. Seems 
an awful morning to end the war on, doesn't it?—I mean, you'd al¬ 
most think the sun ought to shine—blue sides—like a picture. . . 
She almost cried again. “Shall we stroll down?” 

She gripped his arm as they slowly descended the 1 11, His walk 
w as pretty good, and he was suddenly proud of it—jus^ the faintest 
shufile, nobody would nbtice. When they reached the pj mo teacher's 
house he hesitated. “I'd rather not get mixed up with riie crowd—if 
you don't mind.” 

“Righto—we'll keep well away.” She added: “So y< u don't like 
(Towds?” 

“Not very much.” 

“Or hospitals?” 

He smiled and shook his head. 

“Well, that's fine. If I keep on trying Ill really get to know you.” 

They both laughed; then she said: “There's a place where we 
could get some hot coffee, if you like that** 

The Coronation Caf 6 was a cheap little place along the Bockley 
Road, patronized mostly by tramway men on duty who stopped their 
vehicles outside and dashed in with empty jugs, leaving them to be 
lilled in readiness for the return trip. All day long these swift visita¬ 
tions continued, with barely time for an exchange of words across 
the counter. But today, the eleventh of November, 1918 , drivers and 
conductors chatted boisterously as if they were in no hurry at all, 
and passed cheery remarks to the couple who sat at the marble- 
topped table in the window alcove. They could see the man was a 
soldier by his greatcoat, and it was a good day for saying cheery 
things to soldiers, “Wonder 'ow long it'll take to git the rest of you 
hoys *ome, mate?” . . . “Maybe they'll march 'em to Berlin now and 
shoot the old Kaiser.” . . . “Seems queer to 'ave the war end up like 
this—right on the dot, as you might say,” . . . ‘'Wouldn’t surprise me 
if it's just a rumor, like them Russians cornin' through.” . . . “But it's 
^11 in the papers/ see—it sez the Germans 'ave signed a what's-a- 
name—means peace, don't it?” All this and much else in snatches of 
news and comment. The proprietor always answered: “You're right 
there, mister”—“That's just what I always said meself,” or, if the re¬ 
mark had been especfelly emphatic: “You 'it the nail straight on the 
that time, mister.” Towards noon the fog grew very fhick in- 
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deed and drivers reported crowds still increasing at the busy centers; 
workpeople had been sent home from oflBces and factories, as well 
as children from all the schools. Then the trams stopped running, 
impeded by fog and crowds equally, and as there were no more 
customers at the Coronation Caf6 the proprietor set to work behind 
his counter, polishing a large tea um till it glowed in the gloom like 
a copper sun. Presently he came over to the table. He was a little 
man, pale-faced, bald, with watery eyes and a drooping mustache. 

“Wouldn't you two like a bite o' somethin'?" 

The girl looked to her companion, saw him frame a word and 
then begin to struggle with it; she intervened quickly: “Sounds a 
good idea. What have you got?" 

“Eggs, that's about all. 'Ow d'yer like ’em—soft or 'ard?" 

Again she looked across the table before answering. “Oh, mid- 
dling'll do,” 

“That's the ticket. That's 'ow I like 'em meself. And two more 
coffees?” 

“Righto." 

“Keep yer Wcumed-up a day like this. War's over, tliey say, but 
anybody can die of pewmonia.” 

“That's a fact, so bring those coffees quick." 

He went away chuckling; then the girl leaned across the table 
and said; “Don't look so scared. He won't bite.” 

“I know. But I'm always like that with strangers—at first. And be¬ 
sides—I don't think I've enough money.” 

“Well, who cares about that? I have.” 

“But-” 

“Now don't start being the gentleman. You were telling me about 
yourself when that fellow came up. Go on with the story.” He stared 
at her rather blankly till she added: “Unless you’d rather not. Your 
mind's on something else, I can see.” 

“I’d just noticed that sign outside.” He pointed tlirough the win¬ 
dow to a board overhanging the pavement above the caf6 doorway 
—the words “Good Pull-Up for Carmen” were dimly readable 
through the fog. *'Carmen'* he muttered. “That gives me something 
—why, yes . . . Melba.'* 

“MelbaP Oh, you mean the opera?” She began^ to laugh. “And 
Melba gives me peaches. What is this—a game?” 

“Sort of. I have to keep on doing it, on^ of the doctors says— part 
of his treatment. You see, I've lost my memory about certain things. 
It’s like being blind and having to feel around ^r shapes and sizes.’ 

“I'm terribly sorry. I didn’t realize, or J wouldn't have laughe^. ' 
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‘‘Oh, that's all right—I'd rather you laugh. I wish everybody would 
laugh. . . . Now what was it you were asking me befor»i?” 

“Well, I was wondering why you had to be in a hospital at all, 
blit now of course I understand.” 

“Yes—till I get thoroughly better. I daresay I will—ev ntually." 

“And then your memory'll come back?” 

“That's what they think.” 

“But in the meantime what are you going to do?" 

“Just wait around till it happens, I suppose.” 

“Isn’t there some way of tracing any of your relative* and friends? 
Advertising for them, of something like that?” 

“They've tried. Some people did come to see me at the hospital 
once, but—I wasn’t their son.” 

“I’ll bet they were disappointed. You’d make a nice . on for some¬ 
body.” 

“Well, 1 was disappointed too. Td like to have belonged to them 
-to have had a home somewhere.” 

He then gave her some of the facts he had written out for the 
doctors—that he had been blown up by a shell during 1917, and that 
w hen he recovered consciousness he was in a German fiospital some¬ 
where, unidentified and unidentifiable. Later there had been an ex¬ 
change of wounded and shell-shocked prisoners through Switzer¬ 
land, and by this means the problem had been passed on to the 
English—but with no more success. He had been a pretty bad case 
at first, with loss of speech and muscular co-ordination, but those 
things had gradually returned—perhaps the memory would follow 
later. Altogether he had spent over a year in various hospitals, of 
which he liked the one at Melbury least of all. “Mind you,” he added, 
seizing the chance to say what he thought of saying before, “I'm 
miles better than some of the others. You’d think so too if you saw 
them.” 

“And that’s why you shouldn’t see them at all. Doesn’t exactly 
help you, does it?” 

“No, but I suppose all tlie hospitals are so crowded—there's no 
chance to separate us properly.” 

The proprietor, coming up witli the coffee and eggs, saw them 
break off their conversation suddenly. “Gettin' a bit dark in 'ere— 
11! give yer a light,” he murmured, to satisfy a dawning curiosity. 
Standing on a bench he pulled the chain under a single incandes- 
f ent burner in the middle of the ceiling; it sent a pale greenish glow 
over their faces. He ftared at them both. "You don't look so chirpy, 
mife. Peelin' bad?” • . * 
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“He's just tired, that's all.” And then, to get the fellow out; “Brng 
a packet of cigarettes, will you?” 

When he had gone she leaned across. “That's what you were try¬ 
ing to ask for in the shop, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes, but I didn't really need them.” 

“Oh, come, I know what you need more than you do yourself. 
Don't be scared of that little chap—he means all right.” 

The proprietor returned to their table with the cigarettes. “Looks 
to me as if 'e might 'ave the flu, miss. Lots o' flu abart 'ere. Dyin' like 
flies, they was, up at tlie 'orspital a few weeks ago.” 

When he had gone again she comforted: “There now, don't worry. 
If you don't like it here, let's eat and then we’ll be oflF.” 

“It isn’t that I don't like it, only—only I'd rather them not come 
after me, that’s all.” 

“Why should they?” 

“He mentioned the hospital. He knows I'm from there, just as you 
did when you first saw me. It's in my face—the way I look at people. 
I haven't a chance—even if I knew where to go. They come round 
the wards every night at six. If I get back by then there'll be no 
trouble.” 

“You really mean to go back?” 

“There's nothing else to do.” He smiled wanly. “You’ve been very 
kind to bring me here.” 

“Oh, don't talk like that.” 

“But you have. I'm grateful. Maybe Til be more satisfied now, 
because I shall know I'm not really well enough to be on my own 
-yetr 

They ate in silence for a few moments after that; then she went 
up to the counter and paid the bill. “One and tenpence, miss. Can't 
make it any more or I would. An' if I were you, I'd get your pal 
'ome pretty quick. 'E don't look as if 'e ought to be aht, an' that’s a 
fact.” 

A moment later the fog was curling round them in swathes, fanning 
the sound of cheers over distant invisible roofs. She took his arm 
again as they walked to the next comer, then turned through quiet 
residential roads away from the center of the town. But at one place 
jubilant householders were dancing round a bonfire, and to avoid 
passing through the blaze of light they made a second detour, along 
alleys that twisted more and more confusmgly till, with a sudden 
rush of sound, they were back in the main street, caught in a mad¬ 
der, wilder throng. Already the war had been o^er for several hours, 
and the flBfst shock of exultation was yielding to a hysteria that dis- 
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guised an anticlimax. The war was over . . . but now what? The 
dead were still dead; no miracle of human signature could restore 
limbs and sight and sanity; the grinding hardships of thv »se four years 
could not be wiped out by a headline. Emotions wen numb, were 
to remain half-numbed for a decade, and relief that might have eased 
tfiem could come no nearer than a fret to the nerves. \ few things 
were done, symbolically; men climbed street lamps to rear away the 
shades that had darkened them since the first air ra; Is in human 
history; shop windows suddenly blazed out with new g obes in long- 
empty sockets. The traffic center at Melbury was like a hundred 
others in and around London that day; the crowds, \e noise, the 
light, the fog. Beyond a certain limit of expression tfier* was nothing 
to say, nothing much even to do; yet the urge to say a 5 id to do was 
self-torturing. So, as the day and the night wore on, tlirongs were 
swayed by sharp caprices—hoisting shoulder-high some chance¬ 
passing soldier on leave, smashing the windows of tradesmen 
rumored to have profiteered, making a fire of hoardings that pro¬ 
claimed slogans for winning the now-extinct war, booing the har¬ 
assed police who tried to keep such fires in check. From cheers to 
jeers, from applause to anger, were but a finger touch of difference 
in the play of events on taut nerves. 

Presently a girl summoning help for a soldier in hospital uniform 
who had fainted provided a new tlirill—compassion; within a few 
seconds the crowd was entirely swept by it, pressing in on the two 
donors with cries of pity, indignation, and advice to do this and that. 

‘‘Give ’im air! Keep back there! Pick 'im up and carry *im inside— 
I got some whiskey—give the poor chap a nip. . . . No, 'e shouldn't 
ave no alco'ol, not without a doctor. . . . Phone the orspital, they'll 
send an amberlance. . . . Christ, I wouldn't let 'im go there if 'e was 
my boy—they kill 'em, that's what they do up there." 

Presently a few men carried the soldier from the pavement into 
a grocery, whose owner nervously unbarred his front door to re¬ 
peated knockings. Inside the shop the stream of advice would have 
continued indefinitely, but for the girl, who kept saying she would 
take him home. 

“Better 'ave a doctor first, miss." 

“I'll get a doctor when he's home." 

“Where's 'e live?" 

“Not far away." 

“Wounded badly, was 'e?” 

“No, he's all right^just fainted, that's all. See, he's coming round 
if I can get him hom»—" * . • 
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‘Tour usband, lidy?"’ 

“That make any difference?" 

“Come to think of it, I seem to ’ave seen your face before." 

“Maybe you have, old boy, but that doesn't mean I'll stand any of 
your lip. Come on now, and give me a hand. If I could get a cab—*' 

“Not much chance o' that, miss, not on a night like this.” 

But the shopkeeper, anxious to get them all off his premises, 
whispered to her, while the others were still arguing the point: “IVe 
got a van and my son'll drive you. Think your friend can walk to it?” 

“Oh yes, I'm certain he can. Let's try.” 

It proved to be a large van, smelling of miscellaneous foods and 
soaps; its driver was a thin youth who easily made room for them 
on the front seat. After he had inched his way out of the yard he lit 
a cigarette and began proudly: “You ain't supposed to drive these 
vans tin you're eighteen, but Dad don't tell nobody. Where to, miss?” 

“D'you know the Owl—the other side of Bockley?” 

‘Tou bet I do^. Biffer's place?” 

“That's it. But stop in the lane just before you get there.” 

“Right you are. Won't arf be a journey diough, in this fog. 'Ow’s 
the patient?” 

“Fine. You keep your eye on the road.” 

“That's all right. I could drive round 'ere blindfold. Aren’t you on 
at the Empire this week?” 

“If there's any show at all. They said there wouldn't be tonight.” 

“I saw the show in Bockley last week. Jolly good.” 

“Think so? I thought it was rotten. Look where you're driving.” 

“Sorry.” 

“Good of you to take us, anyhow, even if we do get killed on the 
way.” 

“Don’t mention it. Be in the army meself next year.” 

“Not now the war's over, will you?” 

“Won't they 'ave me because of that‘^” He looked puzzled and 
rather disappointed. 

“Maybe they will—if you live that long.” 

“Pretty quick, ain't you, miss? Reminds me of that scene you 'ad 
in the play, when you kept tellin' orf that fat old gent vdth the mus¬ 
taches. I could 'ave larfed.” 

“Why the devil didn't you then? You were supposed to.” 

“My dad'll stare when I tell 'im it was Paula Ridgeway. 'E didn't 
recognize you. Went to the show same as I did, only 'e don't see so 
well lately.” ^ 

They dkove on, slowly, groj^ingly, ch^Jtering meanwhile, avo#!- 
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ing the main streets as far as possible, and especially the road junc¬ 
tions and shopping centers where crowds were likely. Melbury and 
Bockley were adjacent suburbs, completely built over in a crisscross 
of residential roads that afforded an infinity of routes but once be¬ 
yond Bockley the rows of identical houses came to ai end with the 
abruptness of an army halted, and the wider highways ^larrowed and 
twisted into lanes. They pulled up eventually at the si ie of a hedge. 

“'Ere y'are, miss. The Owls just rahnd the cornei Sure I can't 
tike yer no further?” 

‘This'll do fine. We can walk now.” 

He helped them out. “Sure you know where y'are?” 

“Yes—and thanks.” She was fishing in her bag for a coin when he 
stopped her. “No, miss—you send me a signed pictir^e of yourself, 
that's what I'd rather 'ave. ... 'Is nibs feelin' better ' That's good. 
Well, it’s bin a pleasure. Good luck to both of you. Good night, miss.” 

She waved to him and he drove off, leaving tliem alone. 

“Where are we going?” 

“Home—at least it'll do for one.” 

“But—I—I have to get back to the hospital!” 

“We'll see about that tomorrow.” 

“But this place—I don't understand—” 

“It’s the Owl Hotel if you like the word. Call it a pub to be on the 
safe side. I know the landlord.” 

“Will he mind?” 

“The odds are he won’t even know, old boy, not in the state he'll 
be in tonight.” 

She guided him a little way along the lane, then through a side 
gate into a garden where the shapes of trees loomed up at regular 
intervals. “Lovely here when the summer comes—they serve teas 
and there's a view.” 

“What name was it he called you?” 

“Paula Ridgeway. It's not my real name, though. What's yours?” 

“Smith—but that's not real either.” 

Tou don't remember your real name?” 

He shook his head. 

“Well, Smith's good enough. Come on, Smithy.” 

As they found their way along a path, the silent blanket of fog 
was pierced by a murmur and then by a paleness ahead, the two 
presently merging into a vague impression of the Owl on this night 
of November the eleventh, 1918. A two-storied, ivy-clustered, steep- 
roofed building, ablate with light from every downstairs room, and 
already packed with shoutirtg celebrants of victory; a friendly pub, 
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traditional without being self-consciously old-world. Established in 
the forties, when neighboring Bockley was a small country town, it 
had kept its character throughout an age that had seen the vast 
obliterating spread of the ^burb s and the advent of motor traffic; 
it had kept, too, the sacred partitions between “private” and “public” 
bars—divisions rooted in the mythology of London life, and still ac¬ 
ceptable because they no longer signify any snobbish separation, 
but merely an etiquette of occasion, dress, and a penny differenct* 
in the price of a pint of beer. Even the end of a great war could 
not shatter this etiquette; but with the sacred partitions still between, 
the patrons of both bars found community in*songs that were roared 
in unison above the shouting and laughter and clatter of glasses. 
They were not especially patriotic songs; most were from the music 
halls of the nineties, a few were catchy hits from the recent West 
End revues. But by far the most popular of all was “Knees Up, Mother 
Brown,” a roaring chorus that set the whole crowd stamping into the 
beer-soaked sgwdust. 

On tlie threshold of the Owl, Smith felt a renewal of nervousness, 
especially as the girl’s entry was the signal for shouts of welcome 
from within. She pushed him into a chair in an unlighted corner of the 
lobby. “Stay there. Smithy—I wont be long.” A group of men pressed 
out of the bar towards her, dragging her back with them; he could 
hear their greetings, and her own in answer. He sat there, waiting, 
trying to collect his thoughts, to come to terms with the strange se¬ 
quence of events that had brought him to a noisy public house in 
company with a girl who was sometliing on the stage. A few people 
passed without noticing him; that was reassuring, but he suspected 
it was only because they were drunk. He decided that if anyone 
spoke to him he would pretend to be drunk also, and with the safe¬ 
guarding decision once made the waiting became easier. He 
watched the door into the bar, expecting her to emerge amidst a 
corresponding roar of farewells, but when she did come, it was 
quietly, silently, and from another direction. “I managed to get away, 
old boy, and believe me it wasn’t easy. Come on—let’s go before tlicy 
find us.” 

She led him through another door close by, and up a back staircase 
to the first floor, turning along a corridor flanked’by many rooms; 
she opened one of them and put a match to a gas jet just inside. 
It showed up a square simple apartmenf, containing an iron bed 
and heavy Victorian furniture. He stared around, then began to 
protest: “But how can I stay here? I can’t afford—” 

“Listerf, Smithy—the w^r stopped this •morning. If that’s possiWe, 
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anything else ought to be. And youVe got to stay somewhere.” She 
began to laugh. “Youre safe here—nobody s going to bother you. I 
told you I know the man who runs this place—Biffei Briggs—used 
to be a prize fighter, but don’t let that frighten you. . . It s cold, 
though—wish there was a fire.” 

She suddenly knelt at his feet and began to unlace Ir s boots. Again 
he protested. 

“Well, you must take your boots off—that’s only ci^ il, on a clean 
bed. ril come up again soon and bring you some tea.” 

He took off his boots as soon as she had gone, but Vie effort tired 
him more than he could have imagined. The day s strains and 
stresses had utterly exhausted him, in fact; he almost ished he were 
back at the hospital, because that at least promised the likelihood 
of a known routine, whereas here, in this strange plat e . . . but he 
fell asleep amidst his uneasiness. Wfien he woke he sau^ her standing 
in front of him, carrying a cup of tea. She placed the cup on the side 
table, then fixed the blankets here and there to cover him more 
warmly. She was about to tiptoe away when he reached out his hand 
in a wordless gesture of thanks. 

“Awake, Smithy?” 

“Have I been asleep?” 

“I should think you have. Four solid hours, and this is the third 
cup of tea IVe made for you, just in case. . . . God, Tm tired—tell 
you what, old boy. I’ve had just about enough of it downstairs.” 

“It’s late, I suppose.” 

“One A.M. and they’re still hard at it.” 

“Do you live here?” 

“Not me—I just know the Biffer, that’s all. I reckon everybodtjs 
living here tonight, though. Hope the noise won’t keep you awake— 
it’ll probably go on till morning.” 

“I shan’t mind.” 

“You sleep well?” 

“Sometimes.” 

“Lie awake thinking about things?” 

“Sometimes.” 

“About who you are and all that?” 

“Sometimes.” * 

Her voice softened with curiosity as she looked down at him. 
“Drink it up, Smithy. What does it feel like—to think of the time 
•before—before you can remember?” 

“Like trying to rem%mber before I \\as born.” ^ 

S(ie gave his han^ an answering touch. VWell, you’re born again 
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now. So"s everybody. So’s the whole world. That s the way to look at 
it. That’s why there's all this singing and shouting. That's why Fm 
drunk." 

“Are you?” 

“Well, not really with drinks, though I have had a few. It's just 
the thought of it all being over—I've seen so many nice boys like 
yourself, having a good time one week and then by the next . . . 
Oh well, mustn't talk about that—better not talk any more about 
anything; you’re too sleepy, and so am I. How about making a bit of 
room?" 

Without undressing, except to shp off h^r shoes, she lifted the 
blankets and lay down beside him. He felt her nearness slowly, lux¬ 
uriously, a relaxation of every nerve. “Tell you what, old boy, Fni 
just like a mother tonight, so cuddle up close as you like and keep 
warm. . . . Good night. Smithy." 

“Good night." 

“And Paula’s I^e name, in case you've forgotten that as well." 

But he felt no need to answer, except by a deeper tranquillity 
he drew from her, feeling that she was offering it. The crowd were 
still singing “Knees Up, Mother Brown" in the bars below. It sounded 
new to him, both words and tune, and he wondered if it were some¬ 
thing else he had forgotten. He did not know that no one anywhere 
had heard it before—that in some curious telepathic way it sprang 
up all over London on Armistice Night, in countless squares and 
streets and pubs; the living improvisation of a race to whom victory 
had come, not with the trumpet notes of a Siegfried, but as a 
common earth touch—a warm bawdy link with the mobs of the past, 
the other victorious Englands of Dickens, Shakespeare, Chaucer. 

Presently, as he lay hstening, he fell asleep in her arms. 

In the morning he had a temperature of 103. He didn't know 
it; all he felt was a warm, almost cosy ache of all his limbs, as well 
as a trancelike vagueness of mind. She didn’t know it either, but 
his flushed face and incoherent speech made her telephone for a 
doctor. A majority of the other occupants of the Owl on that first 
morning of Peace were also flushed and incoherent, though from a 
different cause. The Biffer himself, sprawling, disheveled, and half 
undressed, snored loudly on a sofa in the little room behind the pri¬ 
vate bar; Frank, the bartender, boastful of never having touched a 
drop, languished in sober but melancholy stupor on the bench in 
the public bar, watching the maids sweep ^wdust and broken 
glasses iifto heaps. Other, persons, including a second bartendej# a 



RANDOM HARVEST 


355 


waiter, and several dilatory patrons who had either dc^clined or been 
unable to go home, were not only fast alseep in vari ms rooms and 
corridors, but likely to remain so till many more hoars were past. 
It had been a night in the history of the Owl, as of th* world. 

The only doctor who heeded the call proved, on arrival, to be 
extremely bad-tempered. As she met him in the lobby he took a 
sharp look round, eyeing distastefully the prostrate figures visible 
tlirough doorways. "Daresay you know how busy I am -three Bockley 
doctors down with the flu—Tm trying to do the wotk of five men 
myself, so I hope you haven’t brought me here for n othing. I know 
Briggs—known him for* years—he drinks too much and IVe told him 
he’ll die of it—what more can I do? A man has a righf to die as well 
as live the way he chooses—anyhow, a doctor can’t stop him.” By 
this time she had led him upstairs and into the bedro< >m. He walked 
across to the bed, took one look, and swung round aagrily. "What^s 
the idea? Who is he?” 

"He’s been a soldier. He’s ill.” 

"But I thought it was Briggs. . . . You had no right to drag me 
out here—who are you?” 

"A friend of the Biffer-like yourself.” 

"Well, I’ve no time for new cases.” 

"But he’s ilh Can’t you see that?” 

"How much did he drink?” 

"Nothing. It isn’t that.” 

"How do you know?” 

"I was with him.” 

"You’re his wife?” 

"No.” 

"Well, what is he to you? And what’s he doing here? You call me 
away from my regular patients—you tell me it’s urgent—I hurry here 
because Briggs is an old friend—” But by this time he had drawn 
back the blankets. "Why, God bless my soul, the man’s in his uni¬ 
form. . . 

"I told you—he’s been a soldier.” 

“He’s stiU a soldier—he belongs to a hospital.” 

“Aren’t you going to help him at all?” 

“Can’t interfere in a military case—all I can do is notify the author¬ 
ities. What’s the fellow’s name? . . . Ah, here it is—” 

“But he’s terribly ill.” 

“Hell be sent for.” 

“But you can’t lejJv^e him like this!” 

'•“You don’t need to instnct me in my dyty.” 
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Smith half heard all this as he lay on tlie bed, his mind tremulous 
with fever and his body drenched in perspiration; he heard the door 
close and then saw her face coming towards him out of a mist. 

"I bungled that. Smithy. Tm afraid the old boy’s gone back to 
tell ’em you’re here.” 

He smiled. He didn’t care. She seemed to read that in his face. 
She went on: "Yes, you think it doesn’t matter, you’d just as soon 
go back—but would you, when you once got there? You don’t really 
want to be in a hospital again. . . Or do you?” 

He smiled again, more faintly. He was too ill to speak. 

"Well, if you die, it’ll be pretty hard to explain you being here, 
but if you weren’t going to die I wouldn’t be so pleased at having 
let you go. So you’d just better stay here and not die. Smithy.” 

He kept smiling as if the whole thing increasingly amused him. 
it happened that when, towards twilight, the doctor revisited 
the Owl, striding into the lobby in an even greater hurry and temper 
than before, she met him there with answers rehearsed and read). 

"Well, young lady. I’ve made arrangements about that man. The 
Melbiuy Hospital will send an ambulance this evening.” 

“But he’s gonel” 

^^Whatr 

She repeated: "He’s gone.” 

The doctor flushed and seemed on the verge of an outburst, then 
suddenly began to cough. She thought he looked rather ill himself. 
When he could regain breath he said more quietly: "You’d better 
do some explaining. Where has he gone? How did he get away?” 

She offered him a chair. "Maybe he wasn’t so ill. Perhaps he was 
just drunk, as you said.” 

"Nonsense! He’s a shell-shock case, if you know what that is— has 
delusions that people are against him. Men like that can be danger¬ 
ous-might have a crazy fit or something.” He began to cough again. 

"Now come on, don’t waste any more of my time. Tell me where he 
• >» 

IS. 

She was facing him steadily when all at once his coughing became 
worse; he struggled with it for a while and then gasped: "Where’s 
Briggs? Let me talk to him about this.” 

"He’s out.” 

"Well, I’ll call again later when I’ve finished my round.” He 
seemed to have a renewal of both energy, and anger as he stalked 
out of the room, for he shouted from A© doorway; "It’s all a pack 
of lies you’ve been telling—I know that much!” 

But he^did not call back later when he had finished his rou^d. 
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In fact he never did finish his round. He collapsed over the wheel 
of his car half an hour later, summoning just enough final strength 
to pull up by the roadside. It was a lonely road and tl ey did not find 
him till he was dead. The flu of 1918 was like that. 

Later in the evening a military ambulance drove ap to the Owl 
and drove away again after a few minutes. The Biffe* was emphatic 
in his assurance that there must have been some mistake—nobody 
on his premises was ill. But he called the driver and the two attend¬ 
ants into the private bar and hospitably stood them d links. 

The flu had other victims: Biffer Briggs himself, ifrank the bar¬ 
tender, Annie the maid; they recovered. But an ( id man named 
Tom who for decades had odd-jobbed in the Ovl garden died 
quietly, like ten millions more throughout Europe; mdeed the war 
during all its years had not taken so many. But bee iiise the larger 
claims were made without horror they were surrendered without 
concern, and the Owl was far less perturbed when three fourths of 
its occupants were ill and near to death than on a night some months 
before when a German air raider had dropped a solitary bomb in a 
meadow miles away. 

Meanwhile Lloyd George was organizing his khaki election; the 
world grew loud with promises; the ex-Kaiser was to be hanged; the 
losers must pay the whole cost of the war; the armies of the victors 
were all to come home and find work waiting for them; the new 
world was to be one of peace and plenty for Englishmen. Among 
all the promises a few things were real and immediate: a vote for the 
women, and gratuities to the men as they put off their uniforms— 
sums in cash that ranged from the field marshaFs fortune to the pri¬ 
vate sBldier s pittance. The morning these were announced Paula 
took the newspaper upstairs along with the breakfast tray, but said 
nothing till she was holding a thermometer to the light. "Well, 
Smithy, youre down to nearly normal, so I reckon I can tell you 
the other good news—the government owes you some money ” She 
read him the details and added: "So stop worrying—you 11 be able to 
pay for everything soon.” 

"But in the meantime?” 

^'Now what's bothering you?” 

“I hate to seem inquisitive, but—I mean—you—you probably aren't 
so well off as—as to be able to afford—to help me—” 

"Darling, Pm not well’off at all, but helping you isn't bankrupting 
me, either. And why should you hate to seem inquisitive?” 

She sat on the b®d waving the thermometer happily. “Tm afraid 
y#u're too much of a gentleman, 0I8 boy. After all, you ^on t know 
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what you are, do you? Maybe you re a lord or an earl or something. 
Can't you remember going to Eton? You talked a good bit lately 
while you were in a delirium, but it was all war stuff—not very help¬ 
ful. You've been pretty bad, incidentally—know that? This morning’s 
the first time you've dropped below a hundred.” She poured out 
a cup of tea. “All the others caught it too—good job I didn't.” 

“You've been living here?” 

“Living and lifesaving. The flu closed the theater so I’d have had 
nothing else to do, anyway.” 

“I still don't see how you can afford to help me like this.” 

“Darling, I'll let you into a secret—Tm not paying for your room, 
but if it makes you feel better, you can turn over anything yon like 
as soon as the government gives you the mone^y.” 

“That's another trouble. I can't be demobilized till I'm ofFieially 
discharged from hospital.” 

“Well, hurry up and get better, then they'll discharge you quick 
enough.” 

“But—in the meantime—don’t you see?—I can't /lirie—like this- in 
somebody else’s house!” 

“But you don't have to hide. I've talked to the Biffer about you 
already.” 

“You mean he knows I'm here—and where I come from?’' 

“Yes, and he doesn't mind. Doesn't give a damn, in fact. 1 kranv 
I could fix it.” 

“But—why does he tliink you're doing all this for me?’' 

“Well, why do you think I am?” She laughed. “It's just a hobby 
of mine. Now listen to this—it's the Biffer's idea, not mine. He says 
for the time being—when you've got over this flu and are strong 
enough—why don't you do a bit in the garden same as old Tom used 
to? If you like, that is. Might be good for you to have a quiet job 
in the fresh air—you wouldn't have to talk to people much. And it’s 
lovely here when the summer comes,” 

Something flicked against his memory. “You said that once before.” 
“Did I?” 

“The night we came here—as we walked through the garden in 
the fog. You said—It's lovely here when the summer comes.* ” 

“Well, it certainly is, but I don't remember saying it. And you’re 
the one who's supposed to forget things!” 

“That's why I'm always trying to remember them—things that have 
happened before.” 

The Biffer's not minding was a mild way of e^^nressing his willing¬ 
ness to co-operate. He was, in ti’uth, delisted to join in any outwit- 
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ting of authority, which he visualized as the same malign power that 
had placed so many restrictions on his wartime management of the 
Owl. Jovial, obese, and somewhat thick-witted after the hundreds of 
collisions his skull had withstood in years gone by, be remained the 
product of an early education that had taught him to read printed 
words with difficulty and to believe them with ease so that he did 
indeed believe the things he could read with least cdfflculty—which 
included the sporting pages of the daily papers, Old Moores pre¬ 
dictions, and ‘powerful articles*’ by the more down^writing journal¬ 
ists of the day. He had a few fierce hatreds (for su h things as red 
tape, government interference, and Mrs. Grundy) ai 1 a few equally 
fierce affections, such as for Horatio Bottomley, “g od old Teddy** 
(meaning the late King Edward the Seventh), ari»‘ Oxford in the 
Boat Race. He took pride in the oft-repeated claim that “there ain’t 
a more gentlemanly House than the Owl in all Lon<ion,” and that it 
should shelter a victim of the things he most hated added zest to a 
naturally generous impulse. “Pack of Burercratic busybodies,** he 
exclaimed, during his first meeting with the victim. “Just let ’em come 
ere, that’s all. I’ve still got strength to give ’em what I gave the Gun- 
nerl” What he had given the Gunner (at Shoreditch on May 17^ 
1902) was a straight left hook in the fourteenth round—this being 
the peak of his career, and one which, in money and fame, he had 
never aftemards approached. But he had bought the Owl with the 
money, and the fame, carefully husbanded too, had survived pretty 
well witliin a ten-mile radius of his own brass-bound beer engines. 

So Smith began to work in the garden of the Owl; and in the 
meantime President Wilson crossed the Atlantic to be cheered as a 
new Messiah in the streets of London, Rome, and Paris; English, 
French, and American troops held the Rhine bridgeheads; the first 
trains crept again through the defiles of the Brenner; and in the great 
cities of central and eastern Europe revolution and famine stalked 
together. 

It was the Biffer’s second-favorite boast that from the garden of 
the Owl you could see “the Palace” on a clear day—the Alexandra 
Palace, that was, seven miles west across the Lea Valley; in the other 
direction the trees of Epping Forest made a darkly etched panorama 
that grew brown, and then suddenly green, as spring advanced. 
There was only preparatory gardening to be done until that time, but 
then the grass grew long in a single week and a line of daffodils 
flowered in every window box. Hardly anyone visited the garden 
during the daytin^, and by evening, when a few already preferred 
Jp take their drinks out of doors. Smith was in bed and a^eep, except 



300 RANDOM HARVEST 

on Sundays, when Paula would generally pay a visit if her show 
were playing in or near London. 

Of course he knew she didnT come to see him only, but chiefly 
the Biffer and the crowd in the bar, who all seemed to be her friends 
and greeted her with vociferous cordiality; naturally she spent a good 
deal of the time with them, and it wasn't easy to get away for a 
solitary chat with a semi-invalid. She managed it, though, as a rule, 
meeting him in the garden and walking with him along the Forest 
paths as far as the big beech trees. He enjoyed such walks, because 
it was dark and he still shrank from meeting people; but he also 
shrank from the thought that he might be dragging her away from 
much livelier company in the bar. He tried to tell her this. 

"Don't you worry, Smithy. I won’t let you bore me.” 

"But you have such a good time with the crowd.” 

"I know—that s because I like people. Can’t help it. But don’t think 
so little of yourself—you’re included. Gives me plenty of fun to sec 
you getting better like this, week by week.” 

"Yes, I think i am getting better.” 

"You only think you are?” 

"1 still don’t like to talk to people, though.” He tried to explain. 
"It isn’t so much fear of them as a sort of uneasiness—as if I really 
oughtn’t to be alive, and everybody knows it and wonders why I still 
am. I know that’s foolish, but it isn’t enough to know—I’ve got to feel, 
before I can free myself.” 

"You will. Smithy. You’ll suddenly feel you’re free as air one of 
these days.” 

"If I do. I’ll have you to thank—chiefly. You’ve given me so much 
of yoiu* time.” 

“Oh God, don’t start being grateful. Listen, I’ll tell you something. 
If you oughtn’t to be here, neither should I, and I wouldn’t be, but 
for luck. A house I was living in was hit by a bomb—I was asleep 
in one room and two people were killed in the next. I wasn’t going 
to tell you that—thought it might upset you to be reminded of the 
war, but now maybe it’ll cheer you up to think we’re both like that. 
They did their best to finish us off, Smithy, but we managed to trick 
’em somehow or other. That’s the way to feel, and it’s easier now the 
war’s over and there’s a future,” 

"I’d like to feel that, if I could.” 

"You will. You’ll go on getting better, and then one night I’ll see 
you in the front row of the stalls, watching the show.” 

"Yes, I’d like to see you act.” ^ 

"Oh, doi^’t come for that reason. I dor^’t act—I’m just a comic ^ 
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“I will come, when Tm better.” 

“That’s a promise, now!” 

There wasn’t only the question of his reluctance to meet strangers. 
Any prospective employer, no matter how sympathy ^tic, would ask 
for details of his history, his army discharge papers md so on, and 
if it came out that he’d escaped from a mental hosp tal, the author¬ 
ities would certainly send him back there, at least f* r tests and ob¬ 
servation, and if he were sent back, even for a she it time, he felt 
terribly certain he would get worse again. There wi ^ nothing for it 
but to stay where he was and be thankful for such a sanctuary; it 
was really an astounding piece of good fortune eve: to have found 
it. So he stayed, pottering about the Owl garden aj-d gradually re¬ 
turning to the world of ordinary awareness. There c^me a day when 
he could open a newspaper and face whatever catiiMxophe the turn 
of a page might reveal; another day when he could pick up an ex¬ 
citing novel without perilously identifying himself with one or other 
of the characters. He was recovering. 

Sometimes while he was busy in the garden the kmdlord, puffing 
and sweating in his shirtsleeves, would bring out a couple of pints 
of beer. He took a naive, childlike interest in liis proteg^. “Easy does 
it, mate—don’t work your head off. Seen tlie paper? They ’aven’t 
anged the old Kaiser yet, but it looks like they’ll do for this chap 
Landru—supposed to have murdered twenty women—what d’you 
think of that?” 

Smith didn’t have to answer much, because the Riffer was always 
glad to talk, especially about his favorite diversion, which was a word 
competition in a well-known weekly paper. He usually sent in sev¬ 
eral entries; they consisted of some supposedly apt comment on a 
selected phrase. The prize-winning comment generally had wit, or 
at least a double meaning; but the Biffer could never grasp that, and 
his hard-wrought efforts were invariably trite, and just as invariably 
failed to score. But every night in the private bar he would discuss 
them with his regular customers, and in the daytime he was glad 
enough to add the new gardener to his list of consultants. The latter, 
encouraged to take a rest from work and study the weekly contest, 
soon developed an inkling of what might stand a chance, and from 
time to time made suggestions that the Biffer dutifully incorporated 
into his own efforts. Suddenly one of them won a prize of a hundred 
pounds, and never since his epic fight with the Gunner had anything 
happened to give the Biffer a greater feeling of elation. His first re¬ 
sponse was to insist on an equal split, paid over there and then in 
^ve-pound notes, for he ^lieved («fiore truly than he r^lized) that 
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the gardener’s emendation might have helped. But that was not all 
In the Owl bar that same evening, under stress of many drinks and 
congratulations, he could not withhold credit as well as cash from 
his collaborator. ‘^Qiiiet well-spoken sort of chap-stammers a bit- 
been shell-shocked in the war. Matter of fact, they ’ad ’im locked up 
in that big guv’ment hospital at Melbury till the poor chap got away. 

I reckon that’s a fine joke on them guv’ment busybodies—a feller they 
make out is off ’is chump goes and thinks up something that wins a 
hundred quid!” And the more the Biffer contemplated this extremely 
ironic circumstance, the more he repeated and elaborated it over a 
period of several hours and before changing qudiences. 

A few evenings later Smith was tidying up in the greenhouse; but 
it was a Sunday and there had not been much to do. It was hardly 
time for Paula to come yet, even if she did come; he knew she was 
at Selchester that week—perhaps it was too far away. The uncer¬ 
tainty as to whether she would come or not made a curious little 
fret inside him; it didn’t matter so much if she wasn’t coming pro¬ 
vided he hadn’t looked forward to it in advance. That brought him 
to a realization of how much he did look forward to her visits. Of 
course, now that he was getting better he' didn’t expect to see her 
so much; she had been kind while he was ill, he mustn’t trade on 
that. And another thing was curious—his memory of the night she 
had brought him to the Owl, every word she had said, little intima¬ 
cies of physical presence, details that swung like lamps amidst the 
background of fever and delirium. He could hardly believe that cer¬ 
tain things had happened at all, that she had so comforted him 
throughout that long night of Armistice. There had been no other 
nights like that, there never would be, neither in his life nor in the 
world’s. He could not expect it; and it was natural that their re¬ 
lationship, begun in such a wild vacuum of despair and ecstasy, 
should by now have become a more normal one. 

Suddenly the greenhouse door opened and she stood there in the 
sunlight, breathless. “Oh Smithy, you’ve got to go—immediately! 
Drop those things and don’t stay here a moment longer. I’ll pack 
your bag—m find where everything is—meet me in the Forest by 
the beech trees in half an hour! But go noti;—don’t waste any time— 

“But what’s the matter? What on earth’s happened?” 

“Two men from Melbury Hospital talking to Bifrer in the bar. 
They’ve come for you.” 

“For me?” He stared at her, bewildered at first, then enraged and 
indignant. “They want to take me back? They want to get me? 

She ran t^Q him, holding him, biying to stop his cries. “Don’t shout— 
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and don't argue—just go as I tell youl” She pulled liim out of the 
greenhouse and across the garden to the side gate. 'Wait for me— 
you know where—I shan't be long." 

They met again, under the trees. He was calmer; ?ie had waited, 
smoking cigarettes and thinking things out. The da} had been hot 
and pockets of warm air lingered amidst the fast-cool ag shades. The 
Forest was very beautiful, and something in him was beginning to 
respond to beauty, as to anger and indignation also He sprang to 
eagerness as he saw her approach, carrying bags an«^ parcels. They 
stood still for a moment, while she regained her breaM. “It's all right 
—nobody saw you—w^'re safe so far. The men have one—the Biffer 
got mad and said he'd give 'em what he gave th* Gunner. She 
laughed. “But of course that wouldn't help—they've got the law on 
their side—the law and the doctors. ... I didn t say much to Biffer. 
He means well, but as soon as he’s had a few drinks he tells all he 
knows, which isn't much as a rule, but it s too much just now. So he d 
better not know about us till he finds out." 

“Well, of course. We’re going together, aren t we.^^ 

“But how can—I mean—’’ 

“Are you being the little gentleman again?" 

“It's not that, but isn’t it time—" 

“Listen, Smithy, I'm only trying to help you— 

“I know that, but it's time I began helping myself." 

“What a moment to think of it!" 

“It isn't that I'm not grateful, but—’’ 

“I know, you feel independent. Well, go on your own then, but 
where will it take you? You haven t an idea. One place is as good 
as another, what’s wrong with Selchester then? I m there for the week 
and after I've gone you can do as you like. . . . Youve got those 
ten fivers in your pocket, haven’t you?” 

“Yes." 

“Then hand over half to me." 

He did so, willingly and seriously; she took them with a laugh. 
“Thanks, Smithy—you'll feel better now.” 

They reached Selchester late at night, after a confused journey 
by various trains and buses; but all the way he had been aware of 
a barrier rising between them, so that at Selchester Station she sum¬ 
moned a cab and did not suggest that he accompany her. ‘Tou'll be 
all right, Smithy—tjie town's full of pubs and lodgings—I reckon you d 
jsither choose one yourself. I lo^ with the compan)^ of course. 
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Well, good night-~you re safe here if you look after yourself, and 
you will, won't you?” She leaned up and gave him a sudden kiss—tlie 
first she had ever given him, but he knew it meant less than her hand 
touch the first time they had met. ‘‘Good night, old boy,” she re¬ 
peated. 

“Good night, Paula.” 

When her cab turned the comer and he was left alone with the 
crowd of strangers in the station yard, he felt suddenly, hopelessly 
lost. It was a sensation of sheer panic for the moment, but he con¬ 
quered it—as if he had seen a loathed insect and shudderingly 
ground it with his heel. He walked into a near-by hotel and engaged 
a cheap room under the name of Smith. They gave him a very small 
attic with dormer windows and a view over tire railway goods yard; 
throughout the night he kept waking up with a start whenever ex¬ 
press trains screamed by, but somehow he did not mind that kind 
of panic; it was the inner kind that paralyzed him—or rather, could 
not quite paralyze him any more, since he had fought it, alone and 
so terribly, after she had gone. How comforting, as well as fearful, 
that word alone was; he wanted aloneness, because it was the hard¬ 
est training ground for the kind of strength he also wanted; and yet, 
once he had that strength, he knew he would not wish to be alone. 
And he knew, too, that his feeling for Paula was no longer an eager¬ 
ness to submit, like a child; but sometliing positive, strong enough 
to demand equality, if there were ever to be any further relation¬ 
ship between them at all. He knew there probably could not be. 
That warm outpouring pity had saved his life, but he could only 
keep his life from now on by refusing it. Lying awake that night in 
the Station Hotel, he made up his mind that he would not try to 
see her in Selchester that week; she would be busy, no doubt, with 
rehearsals and performances; and he, too, ought to be busy—looking 
for a job if the town offered any, and if not, deciding where else 
to go. 

For five days he walked about Selchester alone. He visited the 
Cathedral, sat for hours in the Close under the trees, spent an after¬ 
noon in a very dull municipal museum, watched the trains in and 
out of the railway station, read the papers in the free library. None 
of these pursuits involved conversation, and—except to waitresses 
and the maid at the hotel—he did not utter a word for anyone to hear. 
Sometimes, however, during walks in the surroimding coimtry, he 
talked to himself a little—not from eccentricity, but to reassure him¬ 
self of the power of speech. There were a few f^ories also that he 
scouted around, wondering if h^ should ask for a job, but sooner (jt 
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later he always found a door with a notice “No Hands Wanted.” He 
knew that subconsciously he was glad, because he still feared the 
ordeal of cross-examination by strangers. 

One rainy afternoon he sat in the refreshment room at the rail¬ 
way station, drinking a third cup of tea that he die not want and 
staring at an old magazine that he was not readinj;. Curious how 
one had to simulate some normal activity or purpo e in life, even 
if one hadn’t one, or especially if one had a secret one; in a town 
caf^ he could not have stayed so long without attra :ting attention, 
but at the station it was merely supposed he was waiting for a train. 
Trains were things people waited hours for; one did not, unless one 
were peculiar, wait hours for a desire to clarify itselt. But that was 
what he was waiting for. It was Saturday; he had be» n in Selchester 
almost a week. He had a definite desire to go to ^he theater and 
see the show, but he could not decide until he felt t ertain what his 
desire signified. If it were weakness, an ufge to go bat k on his pledge 
to himself, he would not give way; he could endure plenty more of 
the aloneness, it would not break him. But, on the other hand, sup* 
posing it were not weakness but strength—supposing it meant that 
lie could now walk into a theater as normally as into a library or 
museum, could face the crowd and the lights and the excitement 
without a qualm? 

He had walked past the tlieater several times and had judged 
the kind of show it was from bills and photographs; nothing very 
uplifting, but probably good entertainment, and it would be inter¬ 
esting to see what she was capable of. Thus, he made his desire 
seem casual, normal, almost unimportant, until suddenly he decided 
he was strong and not weak enough to go. He got up and walked 
briskly to the counter to pay for the tea. “Gettin' tired of waitin’?” 
remarked the girl, with mild interest. “The Winton train’s late today.” 

“Yes,” he said, smiling. “I think I’ll get a breath of fresh air.” 

He left the station and walked through the rain to the center of 
the city, feeling more and more confident. 

It was an odd thing, this loss of memory; he could not remember 
personal things about himself, yet he had a background of experience 
that gave him a certain maturity of judgment. He had probably been 
to many theaters before, just as he had probably been to schools 
and received a decent education. There were things he knew that 
he could only have picked up from schoolbooks, other things that he 
could only have learned from some forgotten event. It was as if his 
memory existed, b|it was submerged; as if he could lower a net and 
(jfag something up, but^only bhndfold, haphazardly, without the 
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power of selection. He could not stare into the past; he could only 
grope. But by some kind of queer compensation, his eyes for the 
present were preternaturally bright; like a child’s eyes, naive, ingen¬ 
uous, questioning. 

In such a mood he sat in the third row at the first house of the 
Selchester Hippodrome that night and looked upon a show called 
Salute the Flag, described on the program as “a stirring heart-grip¬ 
ping drama, pulsating with patriotism and ht by flashes of sparkling 
comedy.” Actually it was a hangover from wartime, having begun 
in 1914 as a straight melodrama with no comedy at all, but with 
many rousing speeches that audiences in those days had hked to 
cheer, llien, as the war progressed and the popular mood changed 
from that of Rupert Brooke to that of Horatio Bottomley, the pa¬ 
triotic harangues were shortened to make room for the writing in 
of a comic part, which speedily became such a success that by 1918 
the show had developed into a series of clowning episodes behind 
which the dramatic structure of what had once been a very bad play 
appeared only ^intermittently. Nobody knew the authorship of the 
original, or of any of the later accretions; successive actors had added 
a gag here and a gag there; every now and then the show became 
too long, and the parts left out were naturally those tliat elicited 
neither laughs nor cheers, no matter how essential they were to the 
original plot. But nobody minded that—least of all the audiences who 
paid their ninepences and shillings in the few remaining small-town 
English theaters that had so far escaped conversion into cinema 
houses. Salute the Flag had certainly helped to preserve the very 
existence of such a minority; it had also made a great deal of money 
for a great many people. Probably, in the aggregate, it had been 
more profitable than many a better-known and well-advertised West 
End success. 

Smith found it endurable, even before the moment when Paula 
appeared. Her part in tlie play was trivial, that of an impudent girl 
at a hotel desk who got people’s bedrooms mixed up, but in one of 
the other scenes she stepped out of the part for a few impersonations 
in front of the drop curtain; he thought them pretty good, not from 
any definite competence to judge, but because of die warm vitahty 
that came over the footlights with them, her own rich personality, 
full of giving—even to a twice-nightly audience. Evidentiy the audi¬ 
ence too were aware of this, for they cheered uproariously, despite 
the likelihood that few had seen the originals, which included Gerald 
du Maurier, Gladys Cooper, Mrs. Pat Campbell, and the ex-Kaiser. 
They cheeped so much that she came on a^ain to give an impress!^ 
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of a society woman telephoning her lover, all smiles and simperings, 
in the midst of grumbling at her maid, all scowls and snarls—a bit 
of broad unsubtle farce that demanded, however, a sure technique 
of changed accents and facial expressions. She did n »t appear again 
till the final scene in the last act, when the heroine, a nurse, un¬ 
folded a huge and rather dirty flag in front of he^ and with the 
words “You kennot fahr on helpless womankind'* d( :ied the villain, 
who wore the uniform of a Germany army officer, -intil such time 
as the entire rest of the company rushed on to the stage to hustle 
him off under arrest tind to bring down the curtain \<ith the singing 
of a patriotic chorus. . 

Smith was halfway down the aisle on his way ouJ of the theater 
when an u^fier touched him on the arm. “Excuse me sir, one of the 
artists would like you to go behind, if you’d care to She says you'd 
know who it was." 

He hesitated a moment, then answere#: “Why, ol ^.;ourse.” 

“This way, sir.'’ 

He was led back towards the stage, stooping under the brass rail 
into the orchestra, stepping warily amidst music stands and instru¬ 
ments, then stooping again to descend a narrow staircase leading 
under the stage into an arena of ropes and canvas. The usher piloted 
him beyond all this into a corridor lined by doors, on one of them 
he tapped. “The gentleman s here, miss." A moment's pause. “I ex¬ 
pect she’s dressing, sir—you'll excuse me, I’ve got to get back." 

Again, after the usher had left him, he felt the beginnings of panic, 
but it was different now—an excitement that he fought only as much 
as he wanted to fight it. And the door opened before he could either 
yield or conquer to any extent. 

“Oh, Smithy—Smithy—you kept your promise!” 

She dragged him into the room with both hands and closed the 
door. It was a shabby little dressing room, with one fierce light over 
a mirrored table littered with paints and cosmetics; playbills and an 
old calendar on the wall; clothes thrown across a chair; a mixture 
of smells—grease paint, burnt hair, cigarettes, cheap perfume, Lysol. 
She wore a dressing gown over the skimpy costume in which she 
was soon to appear again. 

“I didn't see^you till the end—glad I didn't—I'd have been so ex¬ 
cited I'd have ruined the show." 

He said, smiling: “I enjoyed it very much—especially your part." 

“Oh no, Smithy, you don't have to say things like that. . . .Tell 
me how you are! JBetter, I can see—or you wouldn't be here. But 
^hat have you been doinig with yoBrself all week?" ^ 
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“Oh, just looking around. Have to find some sort of a job, vou 
know.” 

“Any luck?” 

“Not so far. I somehow don’t feel Selchester’s a very good place 
to try.” 

“We re going on to Rochby next week. More chance in a place like 
that, maybe.” 

“I daresay Fll get something somewhere.” 

“And you feel better?” 

“Oh yes—fine.'’ 

The call boy shouted through the door, “Five minutes, miss.” 

“iTiat means IVe only got five minutes.” She paused, then 
laughed. “I do say intelligent things, don’t I?” 

He laughed also. “They keep you pretty busy—two shows a night." 

“Yes, but this is Saturday, thank heaven. You’d be surprised what 
a rest Sunday is, even if yell spend most of it in trains.” 

“You leave in the morning?” 

“Ten o’clock.” 

“But it isn’t far.” 

“About three hours. We have a long wait at Bletchley. Somehow 
that always happens. I seem to have spent days of my life waiting 
at Bletchley.” 

‘T don’t tiiink I know Bletchley.” 

“Well, you haven’t missed much. There’s nothing outside the sta¬ 
tion except a pub that never seems to be open. Oh God, what are 
we talking about Bletcliley for? . . . I’ve got some money of yours, 
you know that? Or did you forget?” 

“No, but—” 

“Well, I’d better give it back since I’m off in the morning.” She 
began to fumble in her dress. “I carry it about with me—doesn’t do 
to leave fivers lying loose.” 

“Oh, but you mustn’t—” 

“Well, you don’t think I’m going to keep it, do you?” 

“I—I—never thought about it, but—” 

“Did you think I was going to keep it?” 

‘Well—I don't know—it would have been quite fair—after all, 
you’d done so much—” 

“Listen, you little gentleman—I kept it because I thought I'd have 
to help you again, and I thought you'd feel Better if I was spending 
your own moneyl But now you are better, thank God, and you don’t 
need my help, so here you are!” She pushed the nttes into his pocket. 
“I've got tor go on again in two^’minutes, ^o don’t make me angi;j|l 
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You'll need that cash if you're looking for a job. . . . What sort are 
you looking for?" 

"Any kind, really—” 

"Outdoor or indoor?" 

"I'm not particular about that, provided—well, yo i know some of 
the diflBculties—" 

‘^You're scared they'll ask you too many questio is? What you’d 
really like is for someone to stop you in the street .md say—T don't 
know who you are, or what you've been, and I don’t care either, but 
if you want a job, come with me.’ Isn't that the idea 

He laughed. "Yes, that's exactly the idea, if anyon would.” 

"You wouldn’t mind what the job turned out to b< though?^’ 

"I think I could do anything that I'd have even th faintest chance 
of getting.” 

"Figures? Keeping books?” 

"Oh yes." 

"A bit of talk now' and again—even to strangers- jn that charming 
way you have?" 

"I wouldn’t choose that sort of job, but of course 

"You mean you're still bothered about meeting people?” 

He hesitated. She went on; "Well, leave that out. What about a 
bit of carpentry mixed up with the bookkeeping?” 

"Why carpentry?" 

"Why not? , . . Back at the intelligent conversation, aren't we?” 
The call boy knocked again. "Well... I suppose it's got to be good¬ 
bye till we meet again—unless you want to see the show through 
twice—you'd be a fool if you did." 

"Perhaps I could meet you somewhere afterwards?” 

"We always have supper together on Saturday nights—all the com¬ 
pany, I mean—it’s a sort of regular custom, wherever we are. Of 
course I could take you as my guest, but there'd be a crowd of 
strangers." Abruptly her manner changed. "Smithy, would you really 
come?" 

"Do you want me to come?" 

“Z wouldn't mind a bit, it's what you want that matters. You're 
free as air now—that’s how you always hoped to be. And they can 
be a rowdy gang sometimes. So please yourself, I'm not inviting you 
anywhere any more . . . but if you are coming, say so now, then 
I can tell them." 

He felt suddenly bold, challenging, almost truculent. "I’ll come, 
and I don't care h^w rowdy they are." 

^ She flashed him a smi|p as she slipped off the dressii^ gown and 
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put final touches to her make-up. "Number 19, Enderby Road—tbat’s 
near the cattle market—about eleven-thirty. You don t need to hang 
around here for me—just go straight to the house at the time. I’ll 
come sharp—ahead of the others. See you then.” 

The rain had stopped; he took a long walk in the washed evening 
air, then sat on a seat in the Cathedral Close and smoked cigarettes 
till the chime of eleven. He could not quell his nervousness at the 
thought of meeting so many strange people for the sort of evening 
party that was a weekly custom of theirs—that in itself made liim 
an outsider. He half wished he hadn’t said he would go, and it oc¬ 
curred to him that of course he didn’t have to—if he failed to tiim 
up, that would be the end of it. But the reflection, though tantalizing 
up to a point, had the stinging afterthought that he would then not 
see her again. 

Enderby Road was a quiet cul-de-sac of Edwardian houses, most 
of them let to boarders; Number 19 looked no different from the 
others, but had a gas lamp outside the front gate. He waited there, 
watching for her after the Cathedral clock chimed the half-hour; it 
was comforting to reflect tliat nobody knev/ him yet—he was just an 
anonymous man standing under a lamppost. Presently she turned 
the comer, her walk breaking into a scamper as she saw him. "On 
time, Smithy—I mean you are, Vm not. But I hurried to be ahead 
of the others—I didn’t even stop to clean off the make-up.” 

She led him into the house. "Wait in the hall while I go up and 
finish.” 

He waited about ten minutes; the hall was dark and smelt of floor 
polish with an added flavor—which he took practically the entire 
time to detect—of pickled walnuts. Near him stood a bamboo hall 
stand overloaded with hats and coats; the staircase disappeared up¬ 
wards into the gloom with thin strips of brass outlining the ascent. 
Voices came from a downstairs room. He wondered what he should 
say if anyone came out of one of the rooms and accosted him, but 
when the thing happened it turned out to be no problem at all; 
the voices stopped, a thin old man with a high domed forehead 
suddenly emerged through one of the doors, collided with him, mur¬ 
mured "Pardon,” and disappeared along the passage. After a mo¬ 
ment, he returned; collided again, murmured “Pardon” again, and 
re-entered the room. Then the voices were resumed. 

Soon after that she came down the stairs two at a time, to whisper 
excitedly: "Now I’m ready.” 

They entered the room, in which—despite th^ voices—there was 
only one peirson, the thin old dome-headed man; he was sitting ^ 
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the dining table with a large book open before him, propped against 
the cruet. The domed head rose over the book as from behind a 
rampart. 

‘'Mr. Lanvin—this is Mr. Smith.” 

“A pleasure to meet you, my dear sir.” He smile 1 , but did not 
offer to shake hands. Then he closed the book slo^idy, and Smith 
could see it was a Braille edition. Somehow that ga' e him peculiar 
confidence; Lanvin could not see him, could only ju Ige him by his 
voice; so for the time being he had only one thing to s concentrate on. 

Lanvin was placing the book exactly in its place or* a shelf; it was 
clear he knew by touch and feeling every inch of tf o geography of 
the room. “So you are to join tlie weekly celebratic 1, Mr. Smith?” 

“That seems to be the idea. I hope you don t mind 

“Mind? Tm a guest like yourself, though IVe been one before. I 
warn you—they’re a noisy lot—though no noisier than I used to be in 
my young days. If they weary you later on, come over and talk to 
me. 

Smith said he certainly would, and Mr. Lanvin began to talk about 
Shakespeare. It seemed he had been reading The Merchant of 
Venice, taking the various parts in various voices. “I used to be quite 
a good Shylock, though I say it myself—and of course it’s a fine acting 
part, and the trial scene has wonderful moments. But taking it all 
in all, you know, it’s a bad play—a bad play. Why do they always 
choose it for school use? The pound of flesh—gruesome. The Jewish 
villain—disgustingly anti-Semitic. And a woman lawyer—stark fem¬ 
inism. . . . Oh, a bad play, my dear sir. You’re not a schoolmaster, 
by any chance?” 

‘Tm afraid not.” 

“Because if you were, 1 should like to . . . but never mind that. 
Since my eyes compelled me to retire from the stage I’ve spent a 
great deal of my time reading, and do you know, the Braille system 
gives one a really new insight into literature. You see, you can’t skip 
—you have to read every word, and that gives you time to think for 
yourself, to criticize, to revalue—” 

Meanwhile the door had reopened and a heavily built, red-faced, 
pouchy-eyed man stood in the entrance, waiting tifl he was quite 
sure he had been seen before stepping further into the room. Even¬ 
tually he did so, exclaiming: “Paula, my angel, so this is the friend 
you spoke of!” 

She completed the introduction; the red-faced man’s name was 
Borley. He lost no ^me in dominating the scene. “Fine to have you 
with us, old chap.” Apd then, dropping l\is voice to an albiost secret 
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to unveil something: “I don’t know if you’ve ever noticed, but the 
food in English boardinghouses is always in inverse proportion to the 
size of the cruet. The larger the cruet, that is, the worse the food. 
Now this is a perfectly enormous cruet.” He gave it a highly dra¬ 
matic long-range scrutiny, “You’d think it ought to light up or play 
music or something—it’s really more like a municipal bandstand than 
a receptacle for Mrs. Gregory’s stale condiments.” 

Just late enough to miss these remarks the landlady entered with 
a trayful of small meat pies. Smith had to be introduced to her also, 
and it was Mr. Borley who made haste to do this. “Mrs. Gregory, I 
was just remarking on the quality of your food, and I perceive from 
yonder succulent morsels that all I have said will soon be amply 
demonstrated!” Whereupon Mr. Borley delivered a portentous wink 
all round the room while Mrs. Gregory bounced the tray on the table 
without much response. She looked so completely indifferent to the 
bogus compliment that Mr. Borley’s joke was somewhat dulled. 
“Glad to serve you all,” she muttered. “I do my best, as the saying 
goes—consequently is, I keep my reg’lars.” ' 

“You not only keep us, Mrs. Gregory, but we keep t/ow—and proud 
to do it!” 

She shuflJed out of tlie room, leaving Mr. Borley to proffer tlie 
dish of pies with an air of controlled distaste. “Well, the risk’s yours. 
Smithy. Don’t mind if I call you Smithy, do you? That’s what she 
calls you,” 

Rather to his surprise, after all this. Smith found the pies excellent. 
He said so to Mr. Borley, adding that he was even hungry enough 
to have another. 

“Right you are, then—and fortified by your example I’ll even try 
one myself.” Mr. Borley then began eating and hardly stopped 
throughout the entire rest of the evening. He added, with his mouth 
full: “But if you’re a hungry man, God help you at Mrs. Beagle’s!” 

Smith did not see how the food at Mrs. Beagle’s, whoever and 
wherever she was, could be any concern of his, but he had no time 
to explore the point because another member of the party had just 
arrived—a young man in tweeds, pufiBng at a pipe, almost like a mag¬ 
azine advertisement'of either the tweeds or the pipe;iie had a pink, 
over-handsome, rather weak face to which only premature dissipa¬ 
tion had begun to lend some interest. Once again Mr. Borley 
ofiBciated at the introduction, and while he was still performing two 
other persons entered, one a paje thin girl with* a large nose and 
spotty com^’exion, the oth^r an elderly sflver-haiyed man of sudt 
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profoundly sorrowful appearance that the beholder <x)uld not keep 
back a first response of sympathy. Mr. Borley had to summon all his 
technical powers to hold attention against such comj etition, but he 
did his best by shouting the further introductions. 

The silver-haired man smiled and bowed, while tl <3 girl marched 
on Smith, delivered a crunching handshake, strode to the window, 
stared out for a moment as if deeply meditating, then swung round 
with husky intensity. ‘‘Oh, Mr. Smith, hasn't it been a v/onderful day? 
Tm yure you’re a rain lover hke me!” 

Smith felt somewhat cheered by a feeling that in this encounter 
all the others were standing round to see fair play, i specially when 
the tweedy youth nudged him in the ribs. “Don't wc xy about her— 
she's always like that. Why Tommy married her nobo ly can imagine 
—not even Tommy any more . . . can you, Tommy?” 

Here a sharp-nosed, jockey-sized man with bloodshot blue eyes 
iuid straw-colored hair came across tlie room to be introduced, shook 
hands wordlessly and continued to do so while he glanced around 
with concentrated exprcssionlessness. Presently, turning his eyes on 
Smith, he whispered: “What made you first take an interest in slum¬ 
ming?” He went on, before Smith could tliink of any reply: “We re 
just a low vulgar crowd. Rogues and vagabonds, they called us in 
Shakespeare's time—am I right, Lanvin? We have no homes, we live 
in dingy lodginghouses in every middle-sized town in England, we 
know which landlady counts the potatoes, which theater s full of 
fleas, and which has a roof that leaks on the stage when it rains. 
None of your high-class West End stuff for us—we lure the coppers, 
the orange peel, and the monkey nuts, and we spend our one-day- 
a-week holiday chewing stale sandwiches in Sunday trains.” 

Mrs. Gregory then came in with what was evidently the main dish 
—quantities of fried fish, chip potatoes, and hot peas; meanwhile Mr. 
Borley had been out and now reappeared carrying a crate of bottled 
beer. The party began to find places at the table while the sorrowful- 
looking man, whose name was Margesson and whom one would have 
expected to speak like an archbishop, boomed across the table, quite 
unsorrowfuUy and with the zest and accent of an auctioneer: “Ladies 
and gentlemen, may I remind you that we shall soon be at the mercy 
of Mrs. Beagle.” Here followed a chorus of groans and catcalls. “So 
I’m not going to keep you from the really serious business of the 
evening, which is to eat the last decent meal we shall have for a 
week. Before we begin, though, and speaking as the senior member 
of this company,—fear Lanvin, who’s a permanent resident,—may I 
oier you a welcome, Mn Smith, and Ijeg you to tak^no further 
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notice of that truncated nitwit Tommy Belden, nor of that moon¬ 
faced stewpan, Richard Borley, nor of . . He had an insult for 
each of them, culminating in the arrival of a fat over-powdered 
woman with a large smile she bestowed upon everyone from the 
doorway, whereupon Margesson turned on her and exclaimed; 
"Now, Miss Donovan, you old bag of bones, don't stand there ogling 
the men—come and meet our guest, Mr. Smith, commonly called 
Smithy—” 

And so it went on. Not till weeks later, when he had got to know 
them as human beings, did he realize that they had behaved with 
extra extravagance that evening in order to put him at his ease, and 
that the insults were a convention in which they took particular pride 
—the more horrific and ingenious, the warmer the note of friend¬ 
liness indicated. A climax came when Margesson, at the end of din¬ 
ner, rose to make an appeal on behalf of an actor whom they had 
formerly known and who had fallen on bad times. Margesson’s 
speech began: and gentlemen, if such there still are among 

this depraved and drink-sodden gathering—some of you, even in 
your cups, may remember Dickie Mason, .one of the dirtiest dogs 
who ever trod the boards of a provincial hippodrome—” 

The party lasted till after three in the morning, and was only then 
dissolved at the energetic request of Mrs. Gregory, who said the 
neighbors were being disturbed. Towards the end of it, Margesson 
took Smith aside and said: "Well? Can you stand us?” 

Smith answered with a laugh; "I think so. Tm having quite a good 
time, anyhow.” 

“The train's at ten tomorrow morning.” 

‘Tes, Paula told me.” 

“Some people sleep late, that's all.” 

That seemed another odd remark, but he didn't begin to grasp 
its significance till later on when several people shook hands or 
clapped him on the back with the remark; “See you tomorrow, 
Smithy.” 

Paula walked with him to the comer of the road. He said: ‘Tm 
really glad I came—they're a warmhearted lot, and it's nice of them 
to expect me to see them ofi in the morning.” 

“I'd better tell you what else they expect. They think you're com¬ 
ing with us—to Rochby and all the other places.” 

“But-” 

“Now don't begin to argue. Maybe I've bungled again—you've only 
got to say so, and the whole idea s dropped, Bdt there's a job for 
you if you ^ant it. In fact it's just about hundreji jobs rolled in«> 
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one—youTl find that out, if you take it on, and if you don’t like it or 
something better turns up, then you’re free to go like i shot.” 

He said quietly: “What did you tell them about me 

“Just part of the truth. I said you’d been ill, that y m were better 
now, that you were a friend of mine, and that you wai ted a job. . . . 
But all that didn’t get it for you—don’t worry.” 

“What did, then?” 

She laughed in his face. “I may as well go on te ling the truth, 
even if you hate me for it. I think it was probabh because they 
could all see you were such a gentleman.” 

Afterwards he realized the meaning behind the ren ark. The other 
members of the company were not gentlemen, nor 1 idies either, in 
the restricted sense of the word. They could act tht part, success¬ 
fully—even terrifically; no duke or baronet ever wore an opera cloak 
or swung a gold-knobbed cane with such superb nonchalance as Mr. 
Borley—indeed, it is extremely probable that many a duke and bar¬ 
onet never possessed an opera cloak, or swung a gold-knobbed cane 
at all. And that, of course, was the point. The gentlemen in Salute the 
Flag lived up to the ninepenny-seat idea of gentlemen; they were 
much realer than the real thing. So also in speech and accent no¬ 
body could approach Paula for aristocratic hauteur: when, in her 
impersonation of a duchess, she exclaimed to a footman, “Do my 
bidding, idiot!” tlie blue blood became almost as translucent in her 
veins as in those of Mr. Borley when the latter addressed the German 
officer—“You contemptible hound—you unmitigated cur—you spawn 
of a degenerate autocracy!” 

In private life, so far as members of a second-rate touring company 
could enjoy any, they tended to keep up the manners and moods of 
their professional parts, combining them with a loud geniality ex¬ 
pressed by a profusion of “old boys” and hearty backslappings; yet 
behind all that they well knew the difference between the real and 
the too real, and how the same difference was apt to be recognized 
by others. Hence the usefulness of Smith. He had a way with him, 
despite—or perhaps because of—his shyness, diffidence, embarrass¬ 
ments, hesitations. Where Mr. Borley’s loud and overconfident 
“Trust me till the end of the week, old chap” failed to impress a 
country tradesman, Smith could enter a shop where he wasn’t known 
and ask for what he wanted to be sent to his hotel without even 
mentioning payrneiit. And wliere even Mr. Margesson could not, 
all his sorrowful glanges, persudde small-town edi^r to print 
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as news a column of disguised and badly composed puffery, Sm^th 
cot4d rewrite the stuff and have the newspapers eager for it. 

No doubt it was for somewhat similar reasons that Nicholas 
Nickleby became a success with the company of Vincent Crummies 
—except, of course, that Nicholas graduated as an actor. Smith did 
not aspire to that, but he speedily became almost everything else 
—advance press agent, scene painter, bookkeeper, copy writer, 
toucher-up of scenes that were either too long or too short or not 
wholly successful, general handy man, odd-jobber, negotiator, public 
representative, and private adviser. He was always busy, yet never 
hurried; always pleasant, yet never effusive; always reserved, yet 
never disdainful. In short, a perfect gentleman. 

There certainly could not have been devised a more likely cure for 
all that remained of his mental and temperamental difficulties. The 
constant meetings vvith strangers, the continual handling of new 
problems and thinking out of extempore solutions, the traveling from 
one town to anqther, the settlement in new lodgings—all combined 
to break down the pathological part of his shyness; yet shyness still 
remained, and with it there developed an almost ascetic enjoyment 
of certain things—of rainy hours on railway platforms with nothing 
to do but watch the maneuvers of shunting in a goods yard, of read¬ 
ing the numbers on houses in a strange town late at night, knowing 
that one of them hid a passing and unimportant destiny. His work 
also brought him into contact with average citizens of these man> 
provincial towns—the barber, the tobacconist, the stationmaster, the 
shopkeepers who were given a couple of free seats in exchange for 
a playbill exhibited in their windows, the parson who sometimes 
preached a sermon attacking the show as indecent (good publicity 
if you could get it), sometimes the parson who came himself with 
his wife and children, but most often the parson who neither at¬ 
tacked nor patronized, but just passed by in the street with a preoc¬ 
cupied air, recognizing the smartly dressed strangers as ‘‘theatri¬ 
cals” and therefore in some vaguely opposite but no longer warring 
camp. One of these clerics, with whom Smith got into conversation, 
commented that the Church and the theater were now potential 
allies, being both sufferers from the same public indifference—“Your 
leaky roof and my'leaky roof are the price paid for*the new cathe¬ 
drals of Mammon.” Whereupon he pointed across the street to a new 
cinema advertising a film which, so it turned out after further con¬ 
versation, they had both of them recently enjoyed. 

Smith saw a good deal of Paula during these ffusy days and even 
busier evenings, but somehow their relationship di^ not seem to p^- 
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gress to anything warmer or more intimate. Outwardly he became 
just as friendly with a few of the others, especially w^ th young Pon- 
derby, the tweedy youth, whom he grew to like. Por ierby was not 
much of an actor; his job depended entirely on the possession of 
astoundingly conventional good looks. In Salute the } lag all he had 
was a couple of lines; he rushed into the general’s hes Iqiiarters with 
the cry: “The enemy are attackingl Give the order to advancel”— 
whereupon the general, who was a spy in disguise, w is supposed to 
look sinister while Ponderby backed towards the dooi delivering his 
sec'ond line as an exit: “Or if you don’t, sir, then, by he; wen, I will my- 
selfl” This was designed to bring a round of applause, ind by careful 
attention to timing and movement Ponderby usually got one, Mar- 
gesson, who managed the company, was very strict about everyone 
getting his “round.” There was a technique about such things: you 
stood in the doorway, hand on the doorknob, staring h.u:d and throw¬ 
ing your voice up to the farthest comer of the gallery -if the “round” 
didn’t come, or came too sluggishly, you rattled th(‘ doorknob and 
repeated the final line with greater emphasis. 

One Saturday, in the town of Fulverton, Ponderby spent the morn¬ 
ing drinking in an attempt to destroy the effect of too much drinking 
the night before; by midaftemoon, when he and Smith happened 
to be alone together in the lodginghouse, it was clear that he could 
perform in the evening only with extreme hazard, if at all. He had 
done this sort of tiring several times before, so Smith neither believed 
nor disbelieved a story of bad news from home; but he felt some 
sympathy for the youth, especially as he knew this latest offense 
would probably cost him his job. Ponderby knew this too, and as 
the hour approached for tire first show he took quantities of aspirin 
and pick-me-ups, all of which only added to his symptoms of phys¬ 
ical illness. By six o’clock he was begging Smith to take over his part, 
as the only way by which Margesson might be placated; after all, 
provided the show wasn’t interfered with, Margesson might not care 
—the part was so small, and tire clotlies would fit too. Smith was 
reluctant to agree; he didn’t feel he would be any good as an actor, 
even in the least possible part; but then Ponderby wasn’t good either, 
so that argument didn’t carry far. And it was undoubtedly true that 
the part, though small, was structurally important, so that a last- 
minute cut would be extremely awkward; and Saturday, also, was 
the best night for Fulverfon audiences. Everything forced him to an 
eventual consent, subject to Margesson’s approval; but he still did 
not like the idea. ** 

4Ie went to the theater earlier than usu^l and found Mfirgesson in 
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the midst of some trouble with scene shifters; when he said that 
Ponderby was ill and he himself could take his part, Margesson 
merely answered in a hurry: “Had too much to drink again, I sup¬ 
pose. . . . All right then—mind you get your round.'* 

He did not have any chance to tell Paula about it, but the news 
tliat he was taking Ponderby's part caused little surprise; he was 
such a handy man, and the part was only two lines—there seemed 
nothing very remarkable about the arrangement. 

He was a trifle nervous as he changed into the uniform of a British 
second lieutenant, but not more so than he often was at times when 
people would never guess it. Quite a natural nervousness too; he 
knew that many actors and public speakers were always like that, 
it was really abnormal not to be. Something in the look of himself in 
the mirror struck a half-heard chord in his submerged memory; he 
did not come on till the middle of the last act, so he had time to 
smoke cigarettes and try to catch the chord again, but that was 
stupid; the mor^ he stared at himself in the mirror, the less he could 
remember anything at all. Then suddenly, with a frightening stab of 
panic, he asked himself what Ponderby*s lines were—he had never 
thought of memorizing them, because he assumed he knew them 
so well; he practically knew the whole show by heart, for that matter 
—they all did. But now, when he sought to speak them to himself, 
what tlie devil were they? He tried to visualize that part of the play : 
the general at his desk, twirling his mustaches and muttering **Hein' 
under his breath—that was to show he was a spy in disguise; then 
Ponderby rushing in—“The enemy are attacking! Give the order to 
advance!” Now why should a second lieutenant tell a general what 
to do? Never mind—that was part of the play. Anyhow, Ponderby 
backed across the stage—not too quick, though—give the general 
time to give some more twirls and look suspicious; then on the exit— 
“Or if you don't, sir, then, by heaven, I will myself!” That was it; and 
wait for the round. . . . He said it all over again to himself: “The 
enemy are attacking—give the order to advance—or, if you don't, sir, 
then, by heaven, I will myself!” Twenty words—the smallest part in 
the show. Saying them over a third time, he heard the call boy's 
“Ready, sir.” 

He went out into the wings, standing where he could see the 
general at his desk. The general (little Tommy made up with comic 
mustaches) was rifling drawers with a terrific amount of noise (ex¬ 
actly as a spy wouldn't do), glancing through piles of paper in search 
of a stolen treaty—even if it were there, he was ^ing through them 
so fast that Re couldn't possiJbly find it; but^that aga^n had to be d<ym 
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or nobody would get the point—anything else was what Margesson 
called “this damsilly West End pansy-stuff where ynu come on the 
stage and light a cigarette with your back to the aud ence and call it 
acting.” Smith stood there, waiting for the cue, whic i was the word 
"Hein** He felt a little queer; he was going to do so oetliing he had 
never done before; it would be awful if he did it badly, or didn’t get 
his round; the only comfort was that Ponderby did it pretty badly 
himself. 

Suddenly he heard the general say “//ein.” It electrified him, like 
a word spoken inside his own head; he felt his feet .s items of lug¬ 
gage that didn’t belong to him as he marshaled them for the forward 
rush. His first impression was of a dazzling brillia ice and of the 
curious fact that there was no audience at all; then, as he stared to 
verify this, faces swam out of the darkness towards him: row upon 
row, stalls, boxes, circle, balcony, all were returning his stare from 
tens of thousands of eyes—quizzically, he thought at first, as if they 
were aware that tliis was the supreme moment of all drama and 
were anxious to compare liis performance with previous ones by 
Irving, Coquelin, and Forbes-Robertson . . . but then, with a flash 
of uneasiness, he saw malevolence too, as if they hated him for not 
being Irving, even for not being Ponderby. He knew' he had to con¬ 
quer this uneasiness or it would conquer him, just as he knew he 
had to rush up to the generals desk and say ‘The enemy are attack¬ 
ing—give the order to advance!” He saw Tommy eyeing him watch¬ 
fully—that was part of the play, but Tommy’s eye held an extra 
watchfulness, as if he were hating him too—for not being somebody 
else. 

And then a very dreadful thing happened; he began to stammer. 
It was the old, the tragic stammer—the one that made his face twist 
and twitch as if he were in a dentist’s chair; he stood there, facing 
the general, facing the audience, facing God, it almost seemed, imd 
all he could do was wrestle with the words until they came, one after 
another, each one fighting to the last. Tlie audience began to titter, 
and when he crossed the stage to struggle with the rest of the words 
tliey were already yeUing with laughter. “Or if y-y-you d-d-don’t, sir, 
then, b-b-by G-G-God, I w-w-will m-m-myself!” The laughter rose to 
a shriek as he still stood there, waiting, trembling, with lips curving 
grotesquely and hand fumbling at tlie door; and when he finally 
rattled at the knob till it broke off and rolled across the stage into 
the footlights, the whole house burst into hilarious shouting while the 
lads in the gallery Jtamped their feet and whistled through two fin- 
for over a minute. • * ^ • 
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He got his "round” all right. 

He left the stage in a daze, somehow finding himself in the wings, 
passing faces he knew without a word, yet noting for agonized recol¬ 
lection later that some looked anxious, others puzzled, a few were 
actually convulsed with laughter. Alone at last in the dressing room 
he closed the door, locked it, and for several minutes fought down 
an ancient resurrected hell of fear, mental darkness, and humiliation. 
Several knocks came at the door, but he did not answer them. Later, 
when the wave had passed over and he knew he was not drowned 
but merely swimming exhausted in an angry sea, he summoned 
enough energy to change his clothes. By that time the play had 
reached the final scene in which all the company would later be on 
the stage—he waited for the cue, "You cannot fire on helpless wom¬ 
ankind,” followed by the cheers and rough-and-tumble of the rescue 
party. Backstage would be deserted now; he unlocked his way into 
the corridor and escai^ed through the stage door into an alley by 
the side of the fire staircase. As he turned the corner he could see a 
long queue already forming for the second performance, which re¬ 
minded liim that Ponderby’s part must be played by someone else in 
that; Margesson would have to arrange it; anyhow, that was a trifle 
to worry about, a mere pinhole of trouble compared with the abyss 
of despair that he himself was facing. 

Of course he must leave; they would not wish him to stay; he 
could offer no explanation, because there was none that would not 
repeat his humiliation a hundredfold. 

Hurrying across Fulverton that night, across the brightly lit Market 
Street full of shoppers, through the side roads where happy people 
lived, it seemed to him that someone was always follovdng, footsteps 
that hastened under dark trees and dodged to avoid street lamps; 
an illusion, perhaps, but one that stirred the nag and throb of count¬ 
less remembered symptoms, till it was not so much the ignominy of 
what had happened tliat weighed him down as the awareness of 
how thinly the skin had grown across the scar, of how near his mind 
still was to the chaos from which it had barely emerged. He hurried 
on—eager to pack his bag and be off, away from Fulverton and the 
troubled self he hoped to leave by the same act of movement; for 
surely place and self had some deep association, so that he could 
not now think of Melbury without. . . and then the renascent fear in 
his soul took shape; they were still trying to get him back to Melbury 
—they had been trying all the time, while he, falsely confident dur¬ 
ing those few weeks of respite, Jiad gone about Vith an increasing 
boldness until that very night of self-betr 2 pyal. An<} such stupid, 
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necessary self-betrayal before a thousand onlookers among whom 
was one, perhaps, who did not laugh, but rose from his seat and 
quietly left the theater, taking his stand on the pave ment where he 
could watch every exit. . . . Suddenly Smith began to run. They 
should not get him—never again. He stox)ped abruptly in the next 
patch of darkness, and surely enough the footsteps that had been 
following at a scamper then also stopped abruptly, fie ran on again, 
dodging traffic at a corner and almost colliding with several passers- 
by. It was man to man, as yet—the enemy were att..eking, give the 
order to advance! He turned into the short cut tha^ led directly to 
his lodgings—a paved passageway under a railway v iduct. Then he 
saw there was a rope stretched across the entrance a) d a man stand¬ 
ing in front of it. 

‘*Sorry, sir—can’t get by this way tonight/' 

‘'But—1—what s the idea? Why not?” 

“Can t be helped, sir—it s the law—one day a year we have to keep 
it closed, otherwise the railway com^Dany loses title/ 

“But I must go—Tm in a hurry!” 

“Now come on, sir, Tm only doing my duty—don’t give me no 
trouble—” 

Suddenly he reiilized that there was more tlian one enemy; this 
man was another; there were thousands of them, everywhere; they 
probably had the district surrounded already. . . . 

“Come along, sir, act peaceable—” 

**Peaceable? Then why are you cariying tliat gun?” 

**GtinP Why, you're off your chump—IVe got no gun! Dyou 
mean this pipe?” 

But he wasn't taken in by that, any more than by the nonsense 
about the railway company and its title; he jumped the rope, hurling 
the fellow aside, and ran along the passageway; in a couple of min¬ 
utes he had reached the lodginghouse, whereas it would have taken 
ten by the road. 

He had hoped to have the place to himself, knowing that on Satur¬ 
day nights most landladies did their week-end shopping. But he had 
forgotten Ponderby, who shouted a slurred greeting from the sitting 
room as he passed by to climb the stairs. “Hello, Smithy—get along 
all right? Knew you would—nothing to it—damn nice of you, though, 
to help me out. ...” 

He heard Ponderby staggering into the lobby and beginning to 
follow him upstairs, but the youth was very drunk and made long 
pauses at each ste\9, continuing to shout meanwhile: “Was Margie 
w;jJ4? ni bet he would ha¥e been but fo^ you. Why don^ you come 
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down and have a drink with me—you deserve it. . . . Friend indeed 
and a friend in need—that’s what you are—no, Tm the friend in need 
and you re the ... oh well, never could understand the thing prop¬ 
erly. What’re you doing up there? Not going to bed yet surely? What 
time is it? Maybe Td better go to bed, then they’ll all know I’ve been 
ill. . . . What’s that? Can’t hear what you say. . . 

Smith repeated: "No, don’t come up, I’m coming down.” 

"All right, Smithy—I’ll go down too and get you a little drink. Must 
have a little drink—you deserve it.” 

By this time Smith had packed; he was naturally a tidy person, 
and having to do so regularly had made htrn expert and the job 
almost automatic. As he descended the stairs he felt calmer, readier 
to do battle with the forces arrayed against liim; and that made 
him feel a little warm towards the weak healthy boy who never did 
battle at all, but just drank and debauched himself in a bored, zest 
less way. He turned into the sitting room, where Ponderby la\ 
sprawled again,on the sofa, head buried in the cushions. 

"Hello, old boy—was just mixing you a drink when this awlul 
headache came on again. Don’t mind me-^sit down and give me all 
the news.” 

Smith did not sit down, but he took the tumbler, which was almost 
half full of neat wliiskey, poured most of it back into the bottle, 
and sipped the remainder. He did not usually drink, but he hoped 
now it might help to steady his nerves, might give him greater calm¬ 
ness for the journey, wherever that was to be. 

"Tell me all the news, Smithy. Don’t mind me—I’ve got an awful 
head, but I’m listening.” 

Smith said there was no particular news to tell. 

"Oh, I don’t mean the theater—damn the theater—I mean 7 iexvs. 
Heard the paper boy in the street an hour ago—shouting sometliing 
—went out and bought one—there it is—couldn’t read it, though— my 
eyes gave out on me. What’s been happening in the world?” 

Smith stooped to pick up the paper with momentary excitement; 
was it possible that already . . . no, of course not—an hour ago was 
actually before the thing happened, apart from the time it would 
take to make a report and get it printed. He glanced at the head¬ 
lines. "Seems those two fellows have flown across the Atlantic—Al- 
cock and Brown.” 

"Flown across the Atlantic? That’s a damn silly thing to do—but 
I’ll tell you what, it’s better than being an actor. Well, drink a toast 
to ’em, old boy—what d’you say their names are?* 

"Alcock and Brown.” 
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"Alcock, Brown, Smith, and Ponderby—drink to the lot of us. 
Sounds like a lawyer's oflBce—that s the job I used to have—in a law¬ 
yer s oflBce. Damn good lawyers, too—wouldn't touch anything dirty. 
That's why they got so they wouldn't touch me. R ide health like 
mine in a lawyer's office—out of place, old boy—sheer bad taste— 
frightens the clients. So one fine day I did a skedadole from all that 
messuage. Know what a messuage is? Lawyer's wore . . 

Smith said he must go, if Ponderby would excuse him. 

“Go? Not yet, surely—wait till the others come— lon't like to be 
left alone. Smithy.” 

“I'm sorry, but I really must go now.” 

Then Ponderby raised his head and stared. 

“Right you are, then . . . but good God, what's tl e matter? Been 
in a fight or something?” 

“I've got to go. Good night, Ponderby.” 

“Nighty night. Smithy. And don’t think I'll ever forget what you've 
done.” 

You won’t and neither will anyone else. Smith reflected, picking 
up his bag and hat in the lobby and walking out of the house. No¬ 
body saw him. The night was warm and dark. He wondered why 
Ponderby had asked if he had been in a fight, and at the first shop 
window he stopped and tiled to catch his reflection in the glass. He 
smiled—he had forgotten to comb his hair; it showed even under his 
hat, rumpled as if—well, yes, as if he had been in a fight. That was 
easy to repair, since he carried a pocket comb, and at the same time 
he took out his handkerchief to wipe the perspiration from his fore¬ 
head. Then he did more than smile, he actually laughed, because of 
the color of the handkerchief afterwards. He had forgotten to clean 
off the make-up. All the way across Fiilverton, then, he must have 
been looking like that—if anyone had seen him, but nobody had— 
until Ponderby. Oh yes, there was the man with the gun—but it had 
been very dark just there, under the viaduct. He wiped off the make¬ 
up and threw the handkerchief over a fence. 

He knew they would go to Fulverton Station first of all, especially 
for the night train to London; but he was not such a fool as to do 
anything so obvious. There was a station about twelve miles away, 
on a different * line—Crosby Magna it was called; if he walked 
throughout the night he would be near the place by dawn and 
could take the first train wherever it went. He did not feel particu¬ 
larly tired; the whiskey had fortified him, and a certain rising exulta¬ 
tion as he left the? outskirts of Fujverton kept him tramping at a 
s^dy three milciS an hohr. It must be^ust about the close of the 
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second performance by now; they would be taking curtain cj\11s, 
then chattering in the dressing rooms, looking forward to the usual 
Saturday supper at the lodginghouse. A decent crowd; he had been 
happy with them. He began to look back upon that life with a certain 
historic detachment; it was all over, and it would have had to be 
over soon, anyway, for a reason that now, for the first time, he ad¬ 
mitted to himself. He had been growing too fond of that girl; gradu¬ 
ally but insidiously the feeling had been growing in him, so that soon 
the only freedom he could have found would have been either away 
from her or with her altogether; it would soon have become impos¬ 
sible to keep on seeing her continually and nieaninglessly in trains, 
dining rooms, theater backstages: impossible much longer to have 
suppressed the anxieties he had already begun to feel about all the 
chance contacts of their daily lives—whether she would be in or out 
at a certain hour, or would happen to sit next to him here or there, 
or who the man was who met and talked with her so long after the' 
show. Such things had not mattered to him at first, partly because 
he had been so humble about himself—why should she bother about 
him at all, what had he to offer? She loved life, she loved people 
—be honest about it, she loved men. He had even, at first, experi¬ 
enced a sardonic pleasure in seeing her warm to the chance encoun¬ 
ters that fill the spare moments of stage life—his look, as he said 
good night to her when he was going home to bed and she to a party 
somewhere, had often contained the message—Have a good time, 
youVe done all you can for me, the rest I must do myself; so thank 
you again and good luck. 

That was his message to her now, as he walked from Fulverton 
to Crosby Magna and heard the chime of midnight from a distant 
clock. But he knew that it could not have been so had he stayed 
with the company, so that actually his leaving was well-timed, an 
escape from bondage that would soon have become intolerable. 

He reached Crosby Magna towards dawn—a small deserted coun¬ 
try station on a single line. There was a time-table pasted up from 
which he discovered that the first train was a local to Fellingham at 
ten minutes past five. He had over an hour to wait, and spent it 
leaning against his bag on the station platform. He felt rather 
drowsy; it was pleasant to rest there, with the sunrise on his face. 
Presently he realized that a man was staring down at him. 

“Waiting for the train, sir?'" 

“Yes.” 

“It’s due in now. Til get you a Jicket. Where to,*sir?” 

“Er . . . Bellingham . . ./single . . • , 
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He dragged himself to his feet and followed the man into the small 
booking hall. 

"Fellingham, there you are, sir. Not traveling wi h the company 
this time?” 

^*Whatr 

“Couldn’t help recognizing you, sir~I was at the theater in Ful- 
verton last night. Very funny indeed you was, sir—fi aniest bit in the 
whole show. Well, here’s your train, sir.” 

He insisted on carrying Smith’s bag and choosing a compartment 
for him, though the train was practically empty. It was, indeed, one 
of those trains that seem to exist for no reason at all except to wander 
through the English countryside at hours when r ) one wants to 
travel, stopping here and there at places where nc one could pos¬ 
sibly have any business, especially on a Sunday morning, and all 
with an air of utter vagrancy, like that of cattle browsing or a woman 
polishing her nails—a halt here for several minutes, then an interval 
of movement, even a burst of speed, then a slow-down to hardly a 
stop at all, and so on. FelUngham was only forty-odd miles from 
Crosby Magna, but the journey, according to the time-table, would 
take over two hours. But it was pleasant enough to look out of 
the window on field and farmstead in the early morning, the lonely 
roads disappearing into a hazy distance, a stop for the guard to throw 
out a parcel to a man who stood by a crossing gate waiting for it, 
long maneuvers of shunting in and out of sidings to detach various 
empty wagons. No sound when the train stopped save that of the 
brakes creaking off the wheels and the breeze rippling the grasses 
in near-by fields. Whenever he put his head out of the window at a 
station, another head, red-haired and a boy’s, was leaning out three 
coaches in front, and this somehow began to suggest that he and 
the boy were alone on the train—final survivors of something or else 
first pioneers of something else. 

Presently the horizon began to show a long, low-lying cloud, but 
a few further miles revealed it as a line of hills—rather high hills, 
they looked, but he knew they could not be, because there were no 
high hills in that part of England. 

Of course he would not go all the way to Fellingham; that would 
make the^rail too easy, especially after the porter at Crosby Magna 
had recognized hllai--*iinfortunate, that had been. He would get out 
at some intermediate station and make his way elsewhere across 
country. 

The train had shopped again by Jthe time the hills became clear— 
£^%tation called Worling.*He thought this would do as well as any 
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other, and was just about to jump down to the platform when his bag 
flew open, spilling some of the contents on to the compartment floor; 
by the time he had them repacked the train was oflE again. But it 
did not really matter; one place was as good as another. 

The train cantered on, like horses now more than cattle, steadily, 
at a good pace, as if anxious to reach some friendly stable; the track 
wound more closely into the uplands and soon entered a long shal¬ 
low valley under a ridge that rose rather steeply at one point into 
two rounded summits; you could not tell which was the higher, but 
neither was very high—maybe seven or eight hundred feet, with a 
saucer-shaped hollow between. Just under the hill the roofs of a 
village showed amongst the trees, but the train turned capriciously 
away from it, choosing to stop at a station called Rolyott that was 
nothing but a shed in the middle of fields. He got out there, hand¬ 
ing his ticket to the solitary porter, who stared at it for a moment 
and then said something about Fellingham being three stations fur¬ 
ther on; Smith §miled and said that was all right, and as the train 
moved off again the redheaded boy who was always looking out of 
the window saw him smiling and smiled back. That made him feel 
suddenly cheerful. And besides, the air was warm, blended with 
scents of hay and flowers, and the tree-hidden village looked tempt¬ 
ing even at the end of a long road; he set out, walking briskly. A 
few hundred yards from the station, withdrawn into a hedge so that 
no one could see it save by search or chance, a broken signpost 
pointed to the ground, and he had to climb through nettles to de¬ 
cipher its stained and weather-worn letters: “To Beachings Over, i 
Mile." 

He walked on, murmuring the name to Irimself, as he always did 
with names—Beachings Over, Beachings Over; and then Beachings 
Over came into view—a group of gray old cottages fronting a stream 
over which slabs of stone made bridges. There was a square-towered 
church as well, a public house called for some undiscoverable reason 
the “Reindeer"—a ledge in the stream where the water sparkled as 
it curled over green reeds. And beyond the village rose the sunlit 
ridge—one hill now quite clearly higher than the other, but only a 
little higher, and between them tliat gentle turfy hollow. 

He crossed one of the stone bridges. A man coming out of a house 
stared with friendly curiosity and said “Good morning." A fluff of 
wind blew a line of hollyhocks towards him. An old man was clip¬ 
ping a yew hedge along the vicarage wall. A sheep dog stirred in the 
shade and opened a cautious eye^as he passed. He felt; This is home; 
if they will let me stay here, I shall be at*peace. He turned off 
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road by a path towards an open field that climbed steeply. Near at 
hand was a cottage, with a buxom elderly woman ttmding the gar¬ 
den. “There’ll be a nice view from the top this morning,” she said 
knowingly as he came near. “Five counties they say /ou can see, on 
a clear day.” He smiled and then she said: “Leave } )ur bag here if 
you like—itll be quite safe.” 

“Good idea. . . . Thanks very much. And could I perhaps—trou¬ 
ble you for a glass of water?” 

“Water if you like, sir, but cider if you prefer.” 

“Well, yes indeed, if it’s no trouble.” 

“No trouble at all, sir—Til just have to go round o the stillage.” 

**StillageF* 

“That’s where we keep it, sir, being that cool off ^ he stone, you’ll 
be surprised.” 

She came back with a pint-sized mug, wliich he drained grate¬ 
fully. 

“Glad you’re enjoying it, sir—it’s good cider, that 1 do say, though 
1 brewed it myself.” 

He wondered if he should offer to pay her, but she saw his look of 
hesitation and added with swift tact: “Don’t you worry, sir—you’re 
very welcome. Maybe when you’ve climbed up and down again 
you’ll feel like some cold beef and pickles and a nice raspberry tart— 
we serve meals, you know, all day on Sundays.” 

“You get many visitors?” 

“Hardly a one, but we’re ready for ’em if they come. Gentleman 
once told me this was the prettiest village in all England.” 

“Certainly it might be. . . . Well, thank you again—perhaps I will 
want that meal.” 

He resumed the climb, feeling glowingly free after the drink and 
without his bag. The sky was dappled with clouds hke sails, the smell 
of earth and grass rose in a hot sweetness. He walked steadily, 
stopping only to look back when a chime floated upwards from the 
church tower; Beachings Over, its gardens and roofs, lay in the fold 
of the valley as if planted there. He climbed on till the ridge was 
close at hand, beyond the next field and the next stone wall, the 
two hills curvin^g against the sky. After a little time he reached the 
saddle between, and there, hidden till the last moment, lay a pool 
of blue water, blown into ripples under passing cloud shadows. It 
looked so cool he took his clothes off and bathed—there in sight of all 
the five counties, so it amused him to think. Then he lay in the sun 
tiJS^he was dry, feeling tBe warmth of #un and cider soaking into 
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every nerve. Presently he dressed, found a shady spot under a tr^e, 
and closed his eyes. 

The sun on his face woke him; it had moved round the sky but 
was near the horizon and no longer hot. His glance followed the 
curve of the hill and came to rest on the already graying pool; he 
was surprised to see a girl there, perched on a jutting rock and 
paddling her feet. He watched her for a moment, quietly fitting the 
picture into his mind before recognition came, and with it a curious 
mounting anger because he suddenly knew why it was he had grown 
so desperately in love with her; it was because she had made him 
so, because she followed him about everywhere, because, from the 
moment of their first meeting, she had never let him go—despite all 
acting and casual behavior and false appearances. And she had fol¬ 
lowed him even to Beachings Over. 

Aware that he was watching her, she turned and then came to¬ 
wards him, high-stepping barefoot over the grass. 

“Smithy—you’je really awake? Why did you run off like that? 
Were you ill? What’s been the matter? . . . The woman at the cot¬ 
tage said you were here—said you’d left your bag, so you'd have to 
come down, but I didn’t want to wait, and yet I have waited—hours— 
while you’ve been asleep, . . 

“I'm—I’m—sorry.” 

“For keeping me waiting? It's my fault—I could have wakened 
you any time, but you looked so tired and you hadn't shaved—1 
guessed you’d been out all night somewhere.” 

“But I'm so terribly sorry-no, not for that—for what happened 
before then—at the theater—” 

“Oh, that? Darling, you shouldn't ever have taken it on, but it 
didn't matter—got the biggest laugh in the whole show—Margie even 
said he'd change the part if Ponderby could do it that way, but he 
was afraid he couldn’t. Anyhow, he's going to keep in the bit where 
the doorknob comes off—that's good for a laugh any time.” 

“But do they think I did it deliberately?^ 

“I told them you did—I swore you fixed the whole thing with 
Ponderby just for a gag; Ponderby said you had too, I made him— 
they all thought it was marvelous, but then they think you are mar¬ 
velous, anyhow.” 

""Marvelousr 

"Well, you know—unpredictable. One of those shy ones who sud¬ 
denly blaze out and startle everybody and then go shy again. What’ll 
you do next? Maybe fly the Atlantic like those rtvo fellows. Maybe 
murder somebody or elope®with a duchess. It's ajl part of beingppa 
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gentleman. Youre privileged—like the boys on Boat Race Night.*’ 

"Paula—why do you talk like that?” 

“Well, it’.s true, isn’t it?” She bent over him. “The e’s such an in¬ 
definable je ne sais quoi about you, darling.” 

“What did you follow me here for?” 

“To bring you back, of course.” 

“But Tm not coming back.” 

“Oh, it’s only Sunday evening—there’s no show t 1 six tomorrow 
night in Polesby—you don’t have to make up your mi d till tomorrow 
afternoon.” 

“I’m not coming ba-ck. 1 carit go back. Don’t yo i realize how 1 
felt—” 

“I know—don’t try to tell me —1 saw you on the !:age and I was 
the only person who knew for certain you weren’t acting—because 
I’d seen you like that before, in the shop at Mclbmy. Remember?” 

He said grimly; “It wouldn’t be very easy to forget—any more 
than last night.” 

“Except that you’re not hound to go on the stage, ever again, so 
what does it matter? Whereas at Melbury you wen* like that all the 
time—except with me.” 

“Yes, except with you.” 

“Maybe there’s something about me too—so far as you’re con¬ 
cerned.” , 

He moved restlessly. “There was something then, but there’s a 
barrier between us now, compared with how we were in those days.” 

“There’s only this between us, Smithy —1 remember when you 
needed me, and I’m sure I’m not going to hang around when you 
don’t need me any more. But I thought you might need me today— 
that’s why I’m here.” 

“/ feel just the opposite—you were so generous when I did need 
you I’ve hated to feel you could still do things out of pity as you’re 
doing now/’ 

“That’s not just the opposite—it’s the same.” 

“It’s why I’ve kept away from you, anyhow, because I can do 
without you, I know I can, I mustr 

“Oh God, don’t boast, I can do without you too, for that matter. 
Let’s be independent as hell. Let’s each fly in diflFerent directions 
and wonder why for the rest of our lives.” She* began to pull on her 
stockings. “Aren’t you hungry?” 

“Now you mention it.” 

“Let’s go d<pwn.*The woman at the cottage said she could give 
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He interrupted, laughing: 'T know. Cold beef and pickles and 
raspberry tart.” 

“I said we'd have it.” 

“YouTe right about that.” 

He helped her to her feet and they stared about them for a moment. 

"Smithy, how did you manage to find such a heavenly place?” 

"As so many things happen—pure chance. My bag flew open as 
I was going to get out of the train somewhere else. How did you 
find I was here?” 

"Darling, it was so easy. I asked at Fulverton Station, and they said 
you hadn't been there, so of course I thought of Crosby Magna—’ 

"Of course? Why of comse?'’ 

"Well, it was pretty obvious you'd think it wasnt so obvious—and 
then the porter there remembered you, and the guard remembered 
you'd walked towards the village, and the woman at the cottage said 
you were up here staring at the five counties,-~it is five, isn't it?— 
everybody remejnbered you, old boy. You aren't terribly good at 
making people forget you.” 

"They certainly won't forget my performance last night.” 

"Back again on the same old subject? I told you they all thought 
it was marvelous.” 

"Then why did tliey think I didn't stay for the second show?” 

"I told them it was because you suddenly got scared of how Margie 
would take it—I said it was just like you, to put on a gag like that 
and then get scared about it,” 

"Seems to me you thought of everything.** 

They began the descent amidst the gathering twilight, striding 
down upon Beachings Over as from the sky. A curl of blue smoke 
rose from the huddle of roofs, the church bell was ringing for evening 
service. Something in tlie calm of that darkening panorama kept tliem 
silent till they were within sight of the cottage; then she said: "Oh, 
by the way—I told the woman you were my husband.” 

"Why?” 

"Because she'd have thought it queer for me to be chasing up 
a hill after any man who wasn't.” 

"Is there anything else you've told anybody about me?” 

"There isn't yet. Smithy, but there might have to he. Tm always 
ready.” 

She took his arm as he unlatched the gate that led through an 
avenue of hollyhocks to the cottage. It was small and four-square, 
with windows on either side of the front door; ^t oae side of the 
porch a boaAl announced “^ood Accommodation for Cyclists.” Tfce 
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woman who had given him the cider led them smilingly into a room 
that opened off the flagged lobby; it was evider>tly the parlor, 
crowded with old-fashioned furniture, pictures, an 1 photographs. 
A yellow piano with a fretwork front lined with fade d silk occupied 
most of one wall; an oval mahogany table stood in he center. The 
single window was tightly closed, yet the room nelt fresh and 
pleasant. He opened the piano and struck a few of t le yellow keys; 
the strings twanged almost inaudibly. Inside the losed space of 
the room they felt embarrassed to begin a con vers tion, especially 
while the woman kept chattering in and out as si 3 prepared the 
table. She told them lier name was Mrs. Deventer a d that her hus¬ 
band had been a sailor, so badly injured at Jutlai 1 , poor man, it 
was a mercy he died. ‘"But there, there, that’s all ove now and never 
no more, as the saying is. . . . Youll take some nic e ripe tomatoes 
with your beef, perhaps, sir? And how about a cb( p of something 
to drink—there’s my own cider, but if you’d prefer anything else 
my girl can run over to the Reindeer and fetch it. . . . ’Tain’t far, 
you know-nothing’s very far in the village—that s what I always 
feel when I go into Clielt’nam—that’s our nearest hwn, you know— 
I go there oncet a year, or maybe twice—it’s a wonderful place, but 
iny, it does so make you tired walking through all them streets—we 
ain’t got only the one street here, and that’s plenty when you’re 
gettin’ old. . . .” 

She talked and talked, bringing in everything she could think of 
till the table was crowded with tomatoes, lettuce, cheese, a huge loaf 
of bread, a pot of tea in case they wanted it, and a jar of chutney, 
her own special make. At length there could not possibly be anything 
else to bring in, and she left them reluctantly, with a slow smile 
from the doorway. 

He said: “Well?” 

‘‘Well, Smithy?” 

“You look thoughtful, that’s all.” 

“Darling, I was just wondering what you had against me.” 

But the door opened again—Mrs. Deventer bringing in a lighted 
lamp. “I thought you’d maybe want it. Longest day of the year, 
round about, but it still gets dark. . , . Maybe you’ll be stayin’ the 
night? You’ve missed the last train either way by now, I suppose you 
know that. Of course there’s rooms at the Reindeer, but mine’s as 
good, I always say, and cheaper too.” 

The yellow Jamplight glowed between their faces after she had 
g^e. t ^ • 
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“Possessive woman,” he remarked. cider, my girl, rny chrt- 
ney, my rooms.” 

“Room, she said. Didn’t you see the notice outside—‘Good Ac¬ 
commodation for Cyclists’? But I don’t suppose one has to be a cy¬ 
clist.” 

He said, after a pause: “I don’t know why you should wonder 
about me like that. How could I have anything against you? Except 
for the same reason that I couldn’t.” 

“Too subtle, darling, unless you tell me what the reason is.” 

‘T love you.” 

Her voice leapt to the reply: “Smithy, you do? You do really? 
I’ve loved you ever since I first set eyes on you- as soon as I saw 
you in that shop I tliought—there’s my man. Because I’m possessive 
too—my man, my chutney, my room—all mine.” And suddenly she 
took his hand and leimed down with her cheek close to it. “I could 
have killed you, though, while you lay on top of that hill, fast asleep. 
Killed you. . . . Oh, God, I’m so happy. . . . What’s the name of this 
place?” 

“Beachings Over.” 

“Beachings Over. . , . I’ll get us from forever. Remember 
the game you used to play with names?” 

Later, in a room so consecrated to cyclisrn that even the pictures 
were of groups of pioneer freewheelers, he asked her if—when he 
had fully recovered—if he did fully recover, of course—and if he 
found a job that could support them both—if and when all those 
things happened—would she marry him? 

She said she would, of course, but without the delay. “I think it’s 
only two weeks they make you wait.” 

“But—” He seemed bewildered by her having stolen, as usual, the 
initiative. Then he said, slowly and with difficulty: “I’m not right 
yet. Tm not even as near to it as I thought I was. For half an hour 
last night I felt the return of everything bad again—black—terrifying. 
I’m better now, but less confident.” 

She said she didn’t mind, she would look after him, because she 
had just as much confidence as ever. 

“And there’s another thing—” 

Another, Smitliy?” She was trying to mock liim out of his mood. 

“Wouldn’t they ask me a lot of questions at the registry office?” 

“You mean questions about yourself that* you couldn’t answer?” 

“Yes.” 

“They might ask you one question 1 never have-%5ind that is if 
you've been Inarried before.” * 4 ^ ^ 
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“Of course I haven't/’ 

“How can you be certain, old boy, with that a vful memory of 
yours?” 

He pondered to himself—yes, how could he be ce tain? He hadn’t 
any logical answer, and yet he felt fairly certain. V hen people had 
visited him in those hospitals, relatives of missing nen who hoped 
he might turn out to be someone belonging to ther , he had similar 
hopes, but only ol finding a home, parents—never wife. Did that 
prove anything? 

She watched the look on his face, then added wit a laugh: “Don’t 
worry—I’ll take a chance on it if you will.” 

Eventually it was agreed that they should go to dolesby the next 
day, announce their plans to the company, and ask for a few weeks’ 
holiday. She was sure Margesson would agree, if hey approached 
him fairly and squarely; he liked f)oth of them, and the slack season 
was on. They rose early and took a walk to the ( ud of the village, 
discussing a future of which Beachings Over seemt cl already to have 
become a part. “Oh, Smithy, isn’t it beautiful? 1 didn’t see it like this 
yesterday—1 was so worried about finding you—but it’s just the sort 
of place I’ve always dreamed of. I know that’s sentimental—but stage 
people are—they love the sweet little cottage idcii, tliough most of 
them would be bored to death if they ever got one?-mercifully they 
don’t, as a rule—they either die in the poorliouse or save enough to 
buy a pub on the Brighton Road. . . 

She chattered on, and soon it was time to walk back to the cottage 
for Mrs. Deventer’s excellent breakfast, pay their bill, and assure her 
they would return soon for a longer stay. The old lady was delighted, 
keeping up the farewell greetings all the way down the avenue of 
hollyhocks to the front gate. By the time they passed the post office 
the morning papers were just being unloaded; Smith bought one 
and scanned the front page during the mile-long tramp to the rail¬ 
way station. Mostly about Brown and Alcock, he told her, summa¬ 
rizing the newly announced details of the first Atlantic ffight in his¬ 
tory. Not till they were settled in the train did she glance at the 
paper herself. Then, after a few moments’ desultory reading, she 
looked up with a suddenly changed expression. **Smithyr 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I don’t want it to come as a shock to you, but there’s something 
here that looks as if—” she hesitated and then gave a short laugh— 
“as if they oame up to you ... for being crazy.” 

.,^“Who can't?” ♦ • » 
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‘Brown and Alcock/’ 

“But I don’t know what you mean.” 

“Better read this—and don’t let it upset you—probably it’s not any¬ 
thing serious.” 

She handed him the paper, pointing to a small paragraph on 
an inside page. It was headed “Assault under Viaduct—Fulverton 
Man Injured,” and ran: - 

That he was assaulted by an unknown man was the story 
told to the Fulverton police last night by Thomas Atwill, rail¬ 
way policeman, who was found unconscious pnder the Marshall 
Street viaduct at a late hour. Taken to the Cottage Hospital, 
Atwill stated tliat he had been on plain-clothes duty to prevent 
pedestrians from using the footpath under the viaduct, it being 
necessary to do this for one day each year in order to preserve 
the company’s legal title to the right of way. Shortly after nine 
o’clock a man endeavored to break through the temporary bar¬ 
rier erected for this pitr]:x)se, and when Atwill sought to remon¬ 
strate with him, he received a severe, blow on the head. 
Describing his assailant as young, rather tall, and clean-shaven, 
Atwill said he was a gentleman, not a “rough.” The police are 
investigating the unexplained disappearance of a member of a 
local theatrical touring company. 

He put aside the paper, stared at her for a momemt, then let his 
head fall slowly into his hands. When he looked up he was very 
pale. The train was stopping at Worling, where a crowd of farm 
workers waited on the platform. She had only time to say: “Darling, 
if anyone gets in, don’t look like that.” 

Nobody got in, and his controlled features relaxed. 

“Oh, Smithy . . . you don’t remember?” 

“I remember jumping over—it wasn’t a barrier—just a rope. And 
if I hit the fellow, it was accidental—a push that made him fall, 
maybe with liis head on the pavement—I didn’t look back, I was 
running.” He added, leaning forward with both hands on her knees: 
“I do want you to know that I’m not a homicidal maniac rushing 
about committing crimes and then forgetting about them. When I 
said that last night for half an hour I felt the return of all the bad 
things, I meant things in my owm mind—fe&rs that I had to fight 
down . . . but they were in my own mind, and I did fight them 
down, I never lost control. I want you to believe thiit—matter who 
else disbelieves it.” . * ♦ ^ 
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“I believe it. Smithy. But there are—as you say-people who 
wouldn’t.” 

“I know that.” 

‘‘We mustn’t go to Polesby.” 

“/ mustn’t. You can. You’re in no danger—on your o vn.” He cried 
out, with sharp bitterness: “Perhaps you’ll stay clear of ne after this.” 

Ignoring that, she said: “Probably the man isn’t se ously injured 
if he recovered consciousness so soon—” 

“You don’t need to comfort me.” 

“But it’s true—the whole thing’ll blow over if he’s n* t badly hurt— 
and also if we don’t go to Polesby. London’s a belt r idea. If we 
change at Saxham we can get a London train from tl ‘re. We’ll find 
somewhere to stay—where no one will know who wt are. London’s 
the best place for that. We both have enough monr' ' to last for a 
time.” 

“But what about you—your job? They’ll expect v )u at Polesby 
tonight. They’ll know we’re together.” 

“They’d be fools not to know that, anyway. 1 swore I’d never come 
hack unless 1 brought you with me. . . . Darling, don’t look so 
anxious. 7 believe you. This is just bad luck—it somehow doesnt 
count. . . She took his troubled head in her arms and rocked it 
gently against her. “I can’t help laughing, though, at one thing.” She 
picked up the paper and reread, crooningly, as to a child: “‘Atwill 
said he was a gentleman, not a rough.’ That s you all over, Smithy— 
1 always said so.” 

They left the train at Saxham, but had just missed tlie best London 
train of the day; four hours to wait for the next. The interval was 
pleasantly spent in strolling about the ancient town. The second 
London train came in late, and they were told to change again at 
Santley Junction—“but it all helps,” she said, “if anyone were trying 
to follow us.” They reached Santley towards dusk and had to cross 
a platform crowded with waiting passengers. When the next tain 
came in, also late, it was already so full that only tussling and 
scrimmaging could make further room; but eventually this was ac¬ 
complished and they found themselves in a compartment occupied 
by an uncountable number of shouting children, all in nominal 
charge of an elderly, shabby, but bright-eyed clergyman who ges¬ 
tured apologies for his own inability to subdue the din. “It’s been 
their great day,” he explained, forcing a way for the newcomers. 
Then he helped them, quite unnecessarily, to put up their bags 
and parcels on^he»rack, adding with a smile: “Not hostile—only 
heil^less.” As soon as the train restm*ted ^the children sl^outed >vith 
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renewed abandon, leaning out of the windows, jumping on the seats, 
breaking into song choruses that were taken up by other children 
in adjacent compartments until the whole train, nearing London, be¬ 
came one long pandemonium streaking through suburb after suburb, 
over bridges across blazing highways, through smoke-filled tunnels, 
past rows of back gardens from which shirt-sleeved householders 
watering their flowers looked up to wave good-humoredly, along¬ 
side commons where lovers did not stir as the sudden crescendo en¬ 
gulfed them. At short range, however, it was harder to ignore, a sheer 
wall of sound behind which three adults, lips to ear and then ear to 
lips, could only contrive an intermittent mouthing of words. 

"It’s their annual outing,” said the parson, still feeling some need 
to apologize. "We aim at discipline but—” He gave a little winkled 
smile. 

Smith nodded, and Paula, from the other side, whispered loudly 
in his ear: "If this bothers you, let’s get out at the next station and 
find another compartment.” 

"No, no, it’s all right.” 

And later, from the parson: “I hope you don’t find their high 
spirits too exhausting.” 

**They don’t, evidently,” she answered. 

"I know—amazing, isn’t it? Don’t believe I ever shouted like that 
when I was a boy. Terrificr 

"Good thing you keep a sense of humor about it.” 

"Oh yes. 1 don’t mind the row so much, but I’m scared when they 
lean out like that—I’ve warned them over and over again but I can’t 
make them listen.” 

Smith suddenly intervened: "Do you think I could? Perhaps com¬ 
ing from someone else—a stranger? . . . Now boys, supposing you 
stand away from those windows 1” 

The different voice, pitched over the wall of sound, somehow 
reached its goal; the swarming clusters turned, sharply disconcerted, 
nonplused, ready for rebellion but sensing control; then the different 
voice continued, releasing them a little: "That’s right, sit down- 
plenty of room for all of us. What about another song?” 

From further along the train came the chorus of ‘‘Keep the Home 
Fires Burning”; they joined in it, one by one, a gradual deafening 
surrender, while the stations flashed by more frequently and the 
suburbs merged into the slums. She whispered in his ear exultantly: 
“Smithy, how marvelous! And to think I was afaaidJhev were both¬ 
ering you!”«- 



RANDOM HARVEST 


397 

The parson was also pleased. ‘*1 really am extremely obliged to 
you, sir.” 

“Not at all.” 

"Astonishingr 

“Jirst as much to me, I assure you. 1 didn’t know I ( )uld deal with 
’em.” 

“You must have a knack. ... 1 haven’t any—with c hldren. You’re 
going to London?” 

“Yes.” 

“In a great hurry when you arrive?” 

“Not particularly.” • 

“I wonder whether you could spare, then—say fivt* minutes? I al¬ 
ways have trouble with them at railway stations, an the Mission’s 
only across the street. If you would . . .” 

“Certainly—if I can. The magic may not work tht second time.” 

“Let’s have faith that it will.” 

At the terminus it was as if the whole train burst open, a human 
explosion on to the platform, yells and bangings of doors while the 
parson watched Smith bring gradual order out of the chaos. Then 
began the slow marshaling of two hundred youngsters into line, their 
realization that a new personality was in command, and their ac¬ 
ceptance of the inevitable—truculent at first, then indifferent, finally 
quite cheerful. But the operation took considerably more than five 
minutes; it was over a quarter of an hour before the cliildren had 
all been escorted through the busy station precincts to a side street 
whence they could be safely dismissed to their homes. 

The parson stood beaming on the pavement. “I really cannot ex¬ 
press my gratitude. I hope you haven’t been too much delayed.” 

“Oh no.” 

“You mean you had no plans for—the evening?” 

“Well—er—nothing special.” 

“Then I wonder—if you really have nothing else to do—it would 
give me great pleasure if you’d botli dine with me—” 

It was Paula who answered, in the instant way in which she de¬ 
cided everything: “Why, yes, we’d be glad.” 

The parson wrinkled another smile and began fumbling his way 
through a passage running by the side of the Mission building into 
an unkempt garden; beyond it stood a large ugly soot-black tliree- 
story house. He unlocked the front door, admitting them into a lofty 
hallway totally unfurnished down to the bare boards of the floor. 
"I don’t think is«am<Js are at all important,” he said, ushering them 
fipiiyj>er into a room, “but mine is Blampie^d.” • 
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“Smith,” said Paula. 

He offered them chairs, following their glances round the room 
with a perverse pride. “Isn’t tliis a terrible house? It was built in 
1846 , when parsons were supposed to live in style. Twenty rooms— 

I only use five. Kitchen, bathroom, bedroom, this, and my house¬ 
keeper s. This is the best. We live in squalor punctuated by small 
simple meals of excellent quality—onion soup tonight, if you hap¬ 
pen to like it.” 

Meanwhile an elderly gaunt-faced woman was preparing the ta¬ 
ble, showing neither surprise nor any other emotion at the presence 
of guests, and needing no instructions from, the parson. Presently 
the three were sitting down before big bowls of tlie soup; there was 
nothing else but cheese, he warned them, but they could have more 
soup if they wanted. It was so good that they did, and asked for it 
with enthusiasm. Meanwhile the parson chattered on, a cordial, in 
creasingly inquisitive host. 

“You two people have much further to go?” 

Smith said: “No, not very far.” 

“You live here in London?” 

“Er . . . yes.” 

“Don’t let me keep you, but don’t go till you want to.” 

She said: “Oh, there’s plenty of time.” It was as if she were re¬ 
luctant to leave. 

“Yes, the buses and trams run late. I expect you can get to your 
home that way.” 

“I—I think so.” 

“You only think so?” 

“Matter of fact, we haven’t got a home—yet. We’ve got to look 
for one.” 

Smith flashed her a warning glance, but she went on: “I don’t 
suppose it’ll be very hard.” 

Tlie parson’s curiosity seemed to become less rather than more as 
he responded: “If it’s the slightest help to you, please stay here for 
the night. My housekeeper can find you bedding, and there are fif¬ 
teen rooms to choose from.” 

“That’s awfully kind of you, but—” 

“Just as you please, of course. Only I thought your husband looked 
tired.” 

“He’s not my husband—yet.” 

The parson smiled. “To be sure . . . but after all—fifteen rooms? 
Enough—one would think.” • 

Then suddenly she said: “Maybe, as yo«’ve got a sense of huqjjjit 
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you can help us. . . . We want to get mairied, but it has to be quiet 
—we don't want anyone to know—” 

''Runaway?” 

"Yes, that's it . . . maybe you know of a registry ofi ce somewhere 
near?” 

"There's an office neaily across the street, but for sneer quietness, 
why don't you allow me to .marry you in my own church? Hardly 
anyone ever comes to any of the services—it would l:e the most un¬ 
noticed marriage I could possibly imagine. ..." 

So they were mamed at St. Clements, Vale Street, i-.ondon, N.W., 
and as they left the church after the ceremony newsbc ys were racing 
down the street offering extra editions—"Peace Tr» aty Signed at 
Versailles.” It was June 28 , 1919 . Tlie bridegroom bm ght one of the 
papers on his way with his bride to their home further along Vale 
Street—a tall Victorian house that possessed the initial advantage of 
being owned by a deaf old woman who lived in the basement and 
offered the higher floors for rent. She had agreed to let them have 
two big furnished rooms, plus bath and kitchenette, for a pound a 
week; there was also an oblong walled garden they c ould share with 
other tenants, but of course they never did. After several weeks of 
living in the house they still hadn't said more than "Good morning” 
and "Good evening” to the people who occupied the floors above 
and below; and an especially odd thing was that the man who 
lived above was a policeman. 

But they were happy. It was strange, in a way; they had hardly 
any money and so far no jobs, and they were half scared of every 
knock on the door, because a daily visit to the newsroom of the free 
library revealed that the police were still probing what had already 
attained some small renown as "the Fulverton case.” The victim was 
said to be "still improving,” but that began to seem almost ominous, 
since anything short of recovery showed how seriously he had been 
hiut; and one morning there was an even worse sound in the news 
item: “Hospital authorities at Fulverton report no change in the 
condition of Thomas Atwill, who is still suffering from head injuries 
as a result of an assault by an unknown man imder a railway viaduct 
three weeks ago ” 

The unknown man felt sincere remorse over the fate of the inno¬ 
cent Atwill, but even that could not dim the joys of a partnership 
that was half fun, half fear, so that every falling asleep was like an 
gnspoken prayed fot safety and every waking up a miracle of sur- 
Sometimes they would hear^Ae policeman cluiAping down 
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the stairs and back again in his heavy boots, and she would run to 
the window to look out and come back saying—‘TTs all right. Smithy 
—its there—go to sleep.” That was a joke between them, because 
they had once agreed that nothing in the world could be more re¬ 
assuring than a London policeman, half-dressed, going downstairs 
at midnight to put out an empty milk bottle on a front doorstep-a 
symbol that no harm would come, that God was somewhere over the 
policeman's roof and theirs. 

They felt their chief danger might come from a chance recognition 
in the streets, and for this reason they avoided the better-known 
parts of London where country visitors might be expected to sight¬ 
see; they also kept indoors most of the day, discovering almost with 
surprise how quickly the time passed and how little the restrictions 
bothered them, provided they were together. They would do most 
of their shopping late at night, economy combining then with pru¬ 
dence, for just before closing time in those unfashionable districts 
the butcher and green-grocer and fishmonger would sell off cheap 
what was left of their days supplies. While she was bargaining 
Smith would often stop to listen to some street-corner orator ha 
ranguing the multitude—the multitude consisting, as a rule, of a fc'w 
apathetic onlookers, workingmen with one hand round the bowl ot 
a pipe and the other in a trouser pocket. ‘‘The typical English al¬ 
titude,” Blainpied commented afterwards, “good-humored, tolerant, 
vaguely skeptical—skeptical just as much of the truth as of lies. What 
a lot it will take to move men like that, but when they do move-// 
they ever move—what a cataclysm!” 

They were beginning to feel a friendly intimacy with tlie parson, 
all the friendlier because his attitude was such a quaint mixture of 
particular inquisitiveness and general incuriosity. He could put the 
most intimate questions—once he asked: “Are you and your wife so 
united that you could use the same toothbrush?” Yet he never men¬ 
tioned or fished for information about Smith's background or parent¬ 
age, until one day, when they were having dinner with him as they 
had come to do rather often, he suddenly asked: “What shall I say 
if somebody traces you here and questions me about you?” 

Tliey stared at him with such disconcerted blankness that he 
added: “Didn't you say it was a runaway marriage?” 

They knew him sb well by then that they did not particularly 
mind having betrayed themselves by tfie startled stare; and the fact 
that his later remark gave them an easy cue for evasion tempted 
them all the more to tell him nothing but the frutk. Paula looked 
across the table to Smith, capght and exchanged a glance, then beg^ 
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‘Tes, it was certainly runaway, but probably not tlte kind you’re 
imagining. We aren't likely to be troubled by objecting parents. Mine 
are both dead, and his are . . She looked again at S nith. 

Blampied nodded, as if satisfied, but Smith address ^d him with a 
smile: ‘‘There wouldn’t be much point in deceivir ^ you, would 
there?” 

“Depends what you want .me to do. If you want r e to lie about 
you to others, at least you must tell me the truth a *out yourself.” 

“That sounds a rather unusual standpoint—for a cle: gyman.” 

“Perhaps I’m a rather unusual clergyman.” 

“Well, here’s an unusual story.” 

“Good ... go ahead.” 

Smith then spoke briefly of his war injury and re ultant lack of 
memory. He called it a lack now, not /o.S‘S—“because 1 don’t feel any 
loss. It doesn’t really lK)tlier me any more—there are (jays and nights 
when I never even think about it . . . but there it is, all the same. 
Perhaps I ought to have told you when you married us.” 

“Why?” 

“Well, signing my name in the register. Smith may not be the true 
one.” 

The parson, sitting at the head of the table, half rose and extended 
his arms over their shoulders. “But it was yoa I married,” he said, 
“not your names.” 

“So it doesn’t matter?” 

“Not a bit. And it’s perfectly legal and binding. Is that all you 
have on your conscience?” 

“Not quite all.” Encouraged by a further look from Paula, Smith 
went on to relate the incongruous mishap to Thomas Atwill under 
the railway viaduct. Blampied Ustened with increasing interest; once 
or twice his face twisted into a smile; they were so accustomed to his 
taking the oddest possible view of things that it did not surj)rise, 
although it considerably relieved them when at the end of the re¬ 
cital he began to laugh. “It’s the idea of a railway company having a 
right of way that tickles me! Know anything about rights of way?” 

This seemed a side issue, but most of Blampied’s conversations 
avoided anything in the direct line of argument. Smith said no, not 
very much. 

“They’re trying to close them all over England. You must come 
with me sometime on one of my crusades. I make a nuisance of my¬ 
self on village greens every now and again—just by way of a holiday 
from London. Mnfftrm the villagers of their ancient heritage—the 
conjyions and the pastures^ and the path^ across the fiefds that the 
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landlords have stolen and will go on stealing, whenever they get the 
chance. A clerical predecessor of mine, John Ball by name, made a 
similar nuisance of himself six hundred years ago or thereabouts—but 
I think he must have been much more of an oratorical spellbinder/’ 
He added, coming back to the point, “So thafs why you two children 
are in hiding? You re afraid that if anything should happen to 
Thomas Atwill—” 

“Oh, he’ll get better all right,” Paula intervened hastily, “but even 
when he does it could be troublesome if we were traced because 
—because—” She looked across the table, adding: “WeVe told you so 
much we may as well finish—don’t you think so. Smithy?” 

Smith said: “I mentioned that the war injury affected my memory. 
It also—at one time—had other effects. They sent me to Melbury-^- 
the big hospital for shell-shock cases. 1 was on their dangerous list." 

“You mean liable to die?” 

“Well no—liable to live—but dangerously.” 

Again Blampjed laughed. “I see. I really begin to see.” 

They both joined him in laughing, glad to ease tlieir embarrass¬ 
ment by so doing. Then the parson came behind Smith, putting his 
arm affectionately round the young man’s shoulders. “You needn’t 
worry. The reputation of crank and misfit gives me a certain free¬ 
dom of reply. If, for instance. I’m asked if I know anyone named 
Smith, and I say I never heard the name before, it’ll merely give 
rise to an extia legend. ...” 

The more they came to know Blampied the more they realized 
his remarkableness and the less they felt they completely under¬ 
stood him. At their first meeting in the train he had seemed just the 
timid, unworldly parson of fiction, almost of caricature, bearing his 
cross in the form of Mission boys he could not control and summer 
outings he must have loathed. Later he showed himself more per- 
plexingly as a mixture of ascetic and gourmet—only onion soup for 
dinner, but how good it had to be. Later still, when he described 
“crusades” that had sometimes led to rough-and-tumble fights on 
village greens and once at least to his own imprisonment, he almost 
became the conventionally unconventional “fighting parson” And 
beyond that, but by no means finally, there was the visionary, tlie 
mystic. It was not easy to analyze or estimate the sum total, and 
many persons with whom he came into contact had long since given 
up the task as either hopeless or unprofitable. But one could not 
meet and talk to him for ten minutes, in any one\)f TKs moods, with¬ 
out an impression of stattire—mental, nforal, psychic, or pertatps 
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some blending of all three. And he had also (as Smith found out 
when he came to work for him) an astoundingly va ious collection 
of intimate friends. 

Most of these friends lived abroad, so that occasions for personal 
meetings were rare; but he corresponded, regular! ^ and volumi¬ 
nously, and it was this task that had lately made him . ware of failing 
eyesight, and so of the need for someone to help hin with it. Smith 
gladly volunteered, and it became a habit that two or hree mornings 
a week Blampied would dictate slowly while the oth* c took down in 
a longhand that soon developed into a private sho diand, marked 
by ciurious abbreviations and a general meaninglessi ess to the out¬ 
sider. Afterwards, at his leisure. Smith would rewr te or type the 
letters in full. They went to most of the comers of the world—a hotel- 
keeper in Yokohama, a university professor in Idal 0 , a train con¬ 
ductor on the Orient Express, an Austrian soldier l>iiig wounded in 
a hospital in Salzburg, an editor in Liverpool, a rubber planter in 
Jchore, a woman head of an advertising agency in Brisbane . . . 
these were a few out of the twenty-odd. All, it appe ared, were peo¬ 
ple whom Blampied had met at one time or another. ‘1 used to 
travel a good deal, before the war put an end to it, iuid now, I fear, 
I have neither the zest nor the money to resume. But for a few shil¬ 
lings’ worth of stamps each week, 1 can almost achi(*ve the same ob¬ 
ject. . . . This morning, for instance, I shall write tc> M sieur Gaston 
Auriac, Rue Henri Quatre, Antananarivo, Madagascar. We met only 
once—on a steamer between Capetown and Durban, but we talked 
for long enough to make the discovery of each other. Maybe you 
were surprised when 1 asked you whether you and Paula could use 
the same toothbrush? You see I have never married, so 1 don t know 
whether physical oneness goes as far as that—but I do know that in 
the realm of mental and spiritual things there can be a similar one¬ 
ness—the knowledge that yours and mine are no longer yours and 
mine, but ours for every possible use. And this awareness, once ac¬ 
knowledged by both parties, lasts forever. Gaston and I may disa¬ 
gree about this and that, but because our thought processes are in 
the same world, there’s a sense in which we can use each other’s 
minds. We’re both impervious to sentimentality and mob opti¬ 
mism, and both^of us also, if I may so express it, are accustomed to 
think proudly. . . . We found that out during our three-hour talk 
seven years ago, and though we have never met since, we both know 
that it must still be true, despite all the changes that have taken 
place in the wdtld^about us. . . . \uHt now, we’re in the midst of 
an argument as to the ri^t way to tre%t Germany now the war’s 
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over. Gaston thinks the Allied armies should have pushed on to Ber¬ 
lin, even at tlie cost of an extra year of fighting, and then have broken 
Germany into fragments, acting with ruthless severity on the lines 
of delenda est Carthago. ... I, on the other hand, would have of¬ 
fered terms of simply astounding generosity—lifting the blockade the 
day after the Armistice, forbearing to ask for meaningless and un¬ 
collectable reparations, and inviting all the defeated countries into 
an immediate conference on equal terms to discuss the disarma¬ 
ment and rehabilitation of Europe. As you can imagine, we’re enjoy¬ 
ing as violent a discussion as the somewhat intermittent mails to 
Madagascar will permit. But the point is: both of us are still thinking 
proudly. Gaston is no frenzied sadist wishing to destroy for the sake 
of destroying; I am no milk-and-water humanitarian yearning over 
a defeated enemy merely because he is defeated and has been an 
enemy. Both of us have the same aim in view—the cure of the thou¬ 
sand-year-old European disease; both methods have succeeded at 
various times throughout history—his, I admit, more often than mine. 
Either might succeed today. But what will not succeed, and what 
we both know will not succeed, is the unhappy mean between the 
two—the halfway compromise between sentiment and vengeance— 
the policy of saje men playing for safety/' He added, smiling: “So 
you see, Mr. Smith, why it did not shock me the other day to hear 
that you had been classed at one time as a dangerous man. All my 
friends are dangerous men,” 

Smith came to enjoy the work of transcribing these letters, and 
sometimes also he helped with Church and Mission activities, espe¬ 
cially those for which Blampied had little ability, such as children’s 
organizations. He found that his experience on the train had been 
no fluke, but the result of an apparently inborn aptitude for handling 
youngsters. Even the most stubborn, and from the worst slum homes, 
responded to his instinctive offering of ease and discipline; in fact 
it was the most stubborn who liked him and whom he liked the most. 
He began holding classes in the Mission building, classes that did 
not invade the religious field (which he did not feel either tlie incli¬ 
nation or the authority to enter), but touched it variously and from 
neglected angles—classes on civics, on local history, on London and 
English traditions! He was so happy over all this thJit it came to him 
with a sense of retrospective discovery that he must like children-' 
not sentimentally, but with a simple, almost casual affection. “You’d 
have made a good schoolmaster,” Blampied once said, and then, 
when Smith replied he wasn’t suj-e he’d care to splfend^ll his time with 
children, the other added: irExactly. Good schooltnasters don’t, ^teny- 
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how, you can help to make up for the fact tliat Tm a bad parson.” 

‘‘Do you really think you are?” 

“Oh yes. Ask anylx)dy round here. People don't take to me. I 
haven't an ounce of crowd magnetism. And then i'm lazy. Only 
physically, I think, but tlien that’s the only kind o^ laziness most 
people recognize.” 

“I think you're old enough, if you don’t mind my tying so, to be 
forgiven a certain amount of physical laziness.” 

“Yes, but I’m not lazy in the forgivable ways. If 1 went to Lord’s 
to watch the cricket they’d think I was a sweet )ld clergyman 
who deserved his afternoon off, but as I'm only laz> enough some¬ 
times to go without a shave—” 

Smith laughed, knowing what he meant, for wdiile ;t could not be 
said that the parson neglected his professional duties, t was certainly 
true that he made no effort to make himself either a \vorldly success 
or a beloved failure—the two classifications that claim a rouglily equal 
number of adherents among the clergy. Nor, despite the fact that 
he inclined to Fligh Church fashions, did he join the fanatical 
brotherhood of those who systematically disobey their bishops; his 
own disobediences wxtc personal, casual, almost careless—where¬ 
fore his bishop disliked him all the more. So did various influential 
parisliioners to whom he refused to toady; while th(‘ poor, to whom 
he also refused to toady, rewarded him with a vast but genial in¬ 
difference. A few devoted lay workers ran the adjacent Mission, 
but they were not devoted to hUn, and when they pushed on him 
such tasks as the supervision of the annual outing it was with the 
knowledge and hope that he w^ould have a bad time. Nor did they 
care for his church services, which they tliought cold and forrfial; 
they realized, coiTectly, that he was not tlie kind of cleric to “drag 
the people in,” and from time to time they plotted, more or less 
openly, to have him supplanted by some energetic slum parson who 
would unite both Church and Mission into a single buzzing hive. 
But it is by no means easy to dislodge a parson of the Church of 
England, and Blampied had suffered no more than a gradual reduc¬ 
tion of dues and stipend during his twelve years of office. 

He was, in fact, though he hardly realized it because his wants 
were so few, vefy close to the poverty line. He wore the shabbiest 
clothes; he lived on the simplest and cheapest of foods, though al¬ 
ways well-cooked; he paid cash to tradespeople, but owed large sums 
to local authorities for taxes and bills of various kinds. About a month 
after his first nT^tiiSg with Smith, lys housekeeper fell suddenly ill 
andjdied within aJFew da)^; he was a good deal upset f)y that, but 
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admitted that it had saved liim from having to get rid of her, siTice 
he could no longer afford the few weekly shillings for her part-time 
services. It was then he suggested to Smith and Paula that they should 
move into the house and live rent-free in return for similar help; 
tliey were glad to consent, since their own money was rapidly dwin¬ 
dling. 

Out of the unused fifteen they chose two large attic rooms with a 
view over roof tops northward as far as Hampstead and Highgate, 
and it was fun to begin buying the bare necessities of furniture and 
utensils, searcliing the Caledonian Market for broken-down chairs 
that could be repaired and reupholstered, discarded shop fittings 
usable as bookshelves, an old school desk that showed mahogany 
under its coating of ink and dirt. Gradually the rooms became a 
home, and the entirely vacant floor lieneath encouraged a kinship 
with roofs and sky rather than with tlie walls and pavements of the 
streets. 

Towards thejcnd of September Blampied received a quarterly pay¬ 
ment which he chose to devote to a crusading holiday rather than lo 
paying arrears of his borough council rates; having invited Smith 
and Paula to join the expedition, he took them for a week into rural 
Oxfordshire “making trouble wherever we go,'' as the parson put it, 
though that was an exaggeration. The question of country footpaths 
was, he admitted, his King Charles's Head—every man, he added, 
should have some small matter to which he attaches undue impor¬ 
tance, always provided that he realizes the undueness. Realizing it 
all the time, Blampied would puzzle over ancient maps in bar par¬ 
lors, inquiring from villagers whether it was still possible to take 
the diagonal way across the fields from Planter's End to Marsh Hol¬ 
low, and generally receiving the answer that no one ever did—it was 
much quicker to go round by the road, and so on. “I reckon you 
could if you tried, mister, but you'd 'ave a rare time gettin' through 
them nettles.” A few more pints of beer would perhaps elicit tlic 
information that “I remember when I was a kid I used to go to school 
that way, but 'twouldn't be no help now, not with the new school 
where it is.” Yet those, as the parson emphasized, drinking his beer 
as copiously as the rest, were the paths their forefathers had trod, 
the secret short ciits across hill and valley, the ways by which the 
local man could escape or intercept while the armed stranger 
tramped along the highroads. All of which failed to carry much 
weight with the Oxfordshire men of 1919 , many of whom, as armed 
strangers, had tramped the higljroads of other cbuiThries. They obvi¬ 
ously regarded the parsork as an oddity,•but beipg country p«ple 
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they knew that men, like trees and unlike suburbaji houses, were 
never exactly the same, and this idea of unsameness as the pattern 
of life meant that (as Blampied put it) tliey didn’t t link there was 
cinything very odd in anyone being a little odd. 

Several times the parson spoke on village greens tc small, curious, 
unenthusiastic audience^s, most of whom melted awa when he sug¬ 
gested that there and then they should march ir the ancient 
ground, breaking down any barriers that might ha\ ? been erected 
during the past century or so; but in one village tli< re was a more 
active response, due to the fact that the closing of a certain path 
had been recent and resented. It was then that Blan pied showed a 
certain childlike pugnacity; he clearly derived enon oiis enjoyment 
from leading a crowd of perhaps fifty persons, many >f them young¬ 
sters out for a lark, through Hilltop Farm and up Ivcng Meadow to 
the gap in the hedge that was now laced with fres!i barbed wire. 
Smith found he could best be useful in preventing tlie children from 
destroying crops or tearing their clothes; he thought the whole ex¬ 
pedition a trifle silly but pleasingly novel. Actually this particular 
onslaught had quite an exciting finish; the owner of the property, a 
certain General Sir Richard Hawkesley Wych-Furlough, suddenly ap¬ 
peared on the scene, backed by a menacing array of servants and 
gamekeepers. Everything pointed to a battle, but all that finally de¬ 
veloped was a long and wordy cirgument between the General and 
the parson, culminating in retirement by both sides and a final shout 
from the General: “What the hclFs it got to do with you, anyway? 
You don’t live here!” 

“And that,” as Blampied said afterwards, “from a man who used 
to be Governor of so many islands he could only visit a few of them 
once a year—so that any islander might have met his administrative 
decisions with the same retort—‘What’s it got to do with you? You 
don’t live here!’ ” 

The notion continued to please him as he added: “I was a mis¬ 
sionary on one of those islands—till I quarreled with the bosses. 1 
always quarrel with bosses. . . .” 

Gradually Smith and Paula began to piece together Blampied’s 
history. Bom of* a wealthy family whom he had long ago given up 
no less emphatically than they had him, he had originally entered 
the Ghurch as a respectable and sanctioned form of eccentricity for 
younger sons. Later, even more eccentrically and with a good deal 
more sincerity, life Ifed served as a nriissionary in the South Seas until 
his iwuployers discovered •him to be not» only heretical^ but a bad ^ 
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compiler of reports. After that he had come home to edit a religious 
magazine, resigning only when plunging circulation led to its bank¬ 
ruptcy. For a time after that he had dabbled in politics, joining the 
early Fabians, with whom he never quarreled at all, but from whom 
he became estranged by a widening gulf of mutual exasperation. 
“The truth is, Srnitli,” he confessed, “1 never could get along with all 
the Risers-to-Second-That and the On-a-Point-of-Orderers, If I were 
God, rd say—Let there be Light. But as Fm not God, Td rather spend 
my time plotting for Him in the dark than in holding committee 
meetings in a man-made blaze of publicityl” 

He formed the habit of talking with the two of them for an hour 
or so most evenings, especially as summer lagged behind and coal 
began to bum in a million London grates. To roof dwellers it was a 
rather dirty but strangely comforting transition—the touch of smoke¬ 
laden fog drifting up from the rive;r, the smell of smoldering heaps 
in parks and gardens, the chill that seemed the perfect answer to a 
fire, as the fire was to the cliill. For London, Blampied claimed, was 
of all cities in tlie world the most autumnal—its mellow brickwork 
harmonizing with fallen leaves and October sunsets, just as tlie 
etched grays of November composed themselves with the hght and 
shade of Portland stone. There was a charm, a deathless charm, 
about a city whose inhabitants went about muttering, “The nights 
are drawing in,’' as if it were a spell to invoke the vast, sprawling 
creature-comfort of winter. Indeed no phrase, he once said, better 
expressed the feehng of curtained enclosure, of almost stupefying 
cosiness, that blankets London throughout the dark months—a sort 
of spiritual central heating, warm and sometimes weepy, but not 
depressing—a Dickensian, never a Proustian fog. 

Those were the happy days when Smith began to write. As most 
real writers do, he wrote because he had something to say, not be¬ 
cause of any specific ambition to be a writer. Pie turned out count¬ 
less articles and sketches that gave him pleasure only because they 
contained a germ of what was in his mind; but he was never fully 
satisfied with them himself and consequently never more than 
slightly disappointed when editors promptly returned them. He did 
not grasp that, because he was a person of no importance, nobody 
wanted to read his opinions at all. Presently, by sheer accident, he 
wrote something that fitted a formula; it was promptly accepted and 
—even more important for him at the time—paid for. 

After he had worked all morning he would often set out in the 
afternoop with Paula on a planless excursiom diMjided by some 
chance-met*bus; or sometimes fhey would tramp haphazardly^rst 
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to the left, then to the right, mile after mile, searching for books or 
furniture in old, gas-lit shops, and returning late at light through 
the narrow defiles of the City. They liked the City, tlte city with a 
capital C, and especially at dusk, when all the teash< ps filled with 
men, a curious democracy within a plutocracy—silk hatted stock¬ 
brokers buying twopenny cups while at the same tabl two-pounds- 
a-week clerks drank similar cups and talked of wire less or motor 
bicycles or their suburban back gardens. And afterw rds, as Paula 
took his arm on the pavement outside, they would bt' caught in the 
human current sweeping along Old Broad Street in a single east¬ 
ward stream, then crossing Liverpool Street like a floo I tide into tlie 
vast station delta. He loved to see those people, so i irposeful and 
yet so gentle, so free and yet so disciplined, hurryin ^ towards the 
little moving boxes that would carry them home to st Tet suburbs— 
secret because they were so unknown to one another, so that a bus 
shuttling all day between Putney and Homerton gave one a mystical 
curiosity about all the people in Homerton who had never seen Put¬ 
ney, and all the people in Putney for whom Homerton was as strange 
as—perhaps stranger than—Paris or New York. There was something 
fantastic, too, in that morning and evening migration, huger in man 
miles than any movement of the hordes of Tamerlane, something 
that might well be incomprehensible to the urban masses of the fu¬ 
ture, schooled to garden cities and decentralization. But there could 
never be such romance as in the pull of steam through the Bishops- 
gate tunnels, or faces that stared in friendly indifference as trains 
raced parallel out of Waterloo. 

He wrote of such things, and he wrote as he saw—a little naively, 
as if things had never been seen before—like the line drawings of a 
child, with something of the same piercing simplicity. It probably 
lielped him, as Blampied said, to have forgotten so much about him¬ 
self, because into that absence came an awareness far beyond the 
personal reach—the idea of the past as something to be apprehended 
in vision rather than explored in memory. He wTOte, too, of the 
countryside as he had seen it: of the men in the pubs with their 
red faces shy over mugs of beer—old couples outside their cottages 
on summer evenings, silent and close, yet in that silence and close¬ 
ness telling all there is in the world—a peddler unlatching a gate with 
slow steps towards a lonely house—farm workers at midday, asleep 
under trees—a little road over the hill, curving here and there for no 
reason at all . . . scene after scene, as a child turns pages in a loved 
picture book, yet^beAind the apocalyptic wonderment of it ifU there 
was «methin§ to vyhich ta)ks with Blampied had added shape and 
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quality—the vision of a new England rooted far back in the old, draw¬ 
ing its strength from a thousand years instead of its weaknesses from 
a hundred. 

“Follow that vision,” Blampied once said. “Follow it wherever it 
leads. Think it out. Write it down. Td say preach it if the word 
hadn’t been debased by so many of my own profession.” 

“I couldn’t preach, anyhow. No more public appearances for me 
after the last one.” 

“But preaching doesn’t need a pulpit. All it needs is what you 
have—a faith.” 

“Is yours the same faith?” 

“You have your vision of England, 1 have mine of the world—but 
your England wall fit into my world.” He added, after a pause: “Does 
that sound arrogant? Maybe. We mustn’t be afraid of a secret arro¬ 
gance. After all, w'e are spies of God, mapping out territory lost to 
the enemy when faith was lost.” His eyes twinkled as he touched his 
collar. “It isn’t this, you know, that makes me say so. Religion’s onl\ 
one of the things that can die without faith. Take another, for the 
sake of something you may feel I’m more impartial about—take the 
League of Nations. It’s sickening now of that deadliest of modern 
diseases—popular approval without private faith; it will die because 
it demanded a crusade and we gave it a press campaign, because 
it’s worth our passion and we deluge it with votes of confidence and 
acts of indifference. It might have sprung alive out of the soul of a 
saint; it could only be stillborn out of a clause in a treaty. It should 
have been preached until we were all aflame with it; instead of 
which it’s been flattered and fawned upon till most of us are alread\ 
bo/ed with it. Sometimes I’ve even thought we should have given it 
ritual—a gesture to be made whenever the name’s mentioned, like 
the sign of the Cross for the faithful, or—for the faithless—blowing 
out the match after the second man’s cigarette.” As if reminded 
by that he pulled out his pipe and began to fill it as he continued: 
“This is a good moment to say how much I hope you’ll stay with me 
here—both of you. That is, if you’re happy.” 

“We’re very happy. But I have to think of how to make a living. 

“Life’s more important than a living. So many people who make a 
living are making death, not life. Don’t ever join them. They’re the 
gravediggers of our civilization—the safe men, the compromisers, the 
money-makers, the muddlers-through. Politics is full of them, so is 
business, so is the Church. They’re popular, successful—some of them 
work h^rd, others are slack, but all of them can 4ell a good story. 
Never were* such charming gra^ediggers^in the world’s historynand 



RANDOM HARVEST 


411 


part of their charm is that they don’t know what they are, just as 
they don’t know what we are, either. They set us c!own as cranks, 
oddities, social outsiders, harmless cranks who can’t be lured by riclies 
or placated by compliments. But a time may comt when we, the 
dangerous men, shall either be killed or made kings- because a time 
may also come when it won’t be enough to love Enj land as a tired 
businessman loves a nap after lunch. We may be call d upon to love 
her as the Irish love Ireland—darkly, bitterly, and w th a hatred for 
some who have loved her less and themselves more.” 

After another of their talks he told Smith of a ^ iend of his in 
Liveipool, editor of a.provincial paper with a smal but influential 
circulation. Apparently Blampied, unknown to Smith had sent some 
of his literary work for this man to see; and now had come a request 
to see not only more of the work, but the writer ot it. “So I hope 
you’ll pay him a visit, because whatever project he las in mind, or 
even if he hasn’t one at all, I know you’ll like him pe rsonally.” 

‘‘Another dangerous man?” Smith queried. 

Blampied nodded with tm answering smile. 

Smith was eager to go as soon as possible; after lurtlier communica¬ 
tion an appointment was made for just after Christmas. Paula and 
he .spent the intervening week in a glow of anticipation, culminating 
in a Christmas dinner in their own attic room, with Blampied as a 
guest. They decorated tlie place like children and found him like a 
third child in his own enjoyment of the meal and the occasion. Later 
in the evening he gave them, to their complete astonishment, an 
almost professional display of conjuring tricks; after which Paula 
offered some of her stage impersonations, including one of a very 
prim Victorian wife trying to convey to her equally prim Victoi\ian 
husband the fact that she rather thought she was going to have a 
child. Towards midnight, when Blampied had drunk a last toast 
with them and gone down to his rooms below, they sat on the hearth¬ 
rug in the firelight happily reviewing the events of the evening, and 
presently Smith remarked that her impersonation of the Victorian 
wife was new to him—he didn’t remember her ever doing it on the 
stage, but he thought it would have gone very well if she had. 

“But it wasn’t written then,” she answered. “I write all my own 
sketches—I always did—and I wrote this one last night when you 
were downstairs talking to Blampied. I suppose It was on my mind— 
the subject, I mean—because I’m in the same position, except that 
I’m not going to be prim about it.” 

He took her inio iis arms quietly, sexlessly, as they sat before the 
fire.^.Jhose were the happyJiours. * ^ * 
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The next day, as if their happiness were not enough, Blampied 
brought them news of another kind. It was now many weeks since 
they had last seen any mention of the Fulverton case, and though 
tliey felt easier about it they still opened newspapers with a qualm. 
But that morning Blampied had been searching old papers for some¬ 
thing he wished to trace and by sheer accident had come across 
something else. *Tt seems that your Thomas Atwill left hospital more 
than a month ago, and though of course that doesn’t mean the case 
is closed, I daresay the news will be a load off your mind.” 

It so definitely was that tlie idea occurred to them to celebrate 
by doing things they had been nervous of for .so long—a regular eve¬ 
ning out. They asked Blampied to join them, but he excused himself 
on the score of work; before they left the house, however, he shook 
hands with Smith and wished him a pleasant trip, for it had been ar¬ 
ranged that he should leave that night for Liverpool. Even though it 
would only be for a few days, the impending separation added spice 
to the evening. They went first to the Holborn Empire to see Little 
Tich, then for supper to an Itahan restaurant in Soho. When they 
emerged, still with a couple of horus until train time, he saw a han¬ 
som cab swinging along Coventry Street, temptingly out of place on a 
cold December night, but for that very reason he waved to it, telling 
the man to take them anywhere, just for the ride. Unde^r the windy 
sky the blaze of Cliristmas still sptukled in the shops as they drove 
away, jingling north and west along Regent Street, through Hanover 
Square and past Self ridge’s to Baker Street, with ghosts of Londoners 
stepping out of their tall houses (“And if I mistake not, my dear 
Watson, here is our client just arriving”), bidding them Godspeed 
intgj the future; and because they both had faith in that future they 
were drenched in a sort of wild ecstasy, and had the cabby drive 
them round and round Regent s Park while they talked and laughed 
and whistled to the parrots every time they passed the Zoo. 

Those were the happy moments. 

Later, on the platform at Euston, walking up and down beside 
the train, she said she wished she were going with him, though she 
knew they couldn't afford it, the little money he was beginning to 
make by writing wasn't nearly enough for such unnecessary^ jaunts. 
“I know that, darling, but I still wish I were going.with you, and if 
you were just to say the word, like the crazy man you are. I'd 
rush to the booking office and buy a ticket^which would be stupid, 
I don't really mean it—Smithy, I'm only joking, of course. But I'm 
part of you—I'll only be half alive while you're ciwuiy—we belong to 

the same wbrld, as Blampied sa^^s about his friends—” 

• • 
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‘1 know that too. There's something right about us—about our 
being together here. And Blampied wants us to stay.'" 

“Td like to stay too. I love that old ugly house.” 

“So do 1. And d’you Icnow, I don't want to reme nber anything 
now—anything IVe ever forgotten. It would be so—^ > unimportant. 
My life began with you, and my future goes on w h you—there's 
nothing else, Paula.” 

‘'Oh, what a lovely thing to tell me! And by the \ ay, he said he 
hoped you wouldn't remember.” 

“Blampied?” 

“Yes, He's devoted to you.” 

“I should be proud to think so, because I'm ecpi lly devoted to 
liim.” He kissed her laughingly. “Must we spend th<' e last few sec¬ 
onds talking of someone else?” 

“But he isn’t altogether someone else. He’s part ol is—part of our 
happiness—don’t you feel that?” 

“Darling, I do—and 1 also love yon!” 

“1 love you too. Always.** 

“The whistle's going—I’d betten* gc‘t inside. Good-hve, Paula.’' 

“Good-bye, old boy.” 

“That’s the first time you've said ‘old boy’ for w(*eks!” 

“I know. I’m dropping it. Now I’m not a touring-c ompany actress 
1 don’t have to talk like one. 1 can impersonate anybody, you know 
- evem the vdfe of a writer on a secret errand to an editor in Liver¬ 
pool. . . .” The train began to move. “Oh, (Jarling—comc back soon!” 

“I will! Good-bye! ” 

He reached Liverpool in the early morning. It was raining, and in 
hurrying across a slippery street he stumbled and fell. • 



PART FIVE 


Rainier began to tell me most of this during the drive back from 
Melbury that night; a few minor details, obtained afterwards from 
other sources, I have since fitted in. We drove to his Club, because 
Mrs. Rainier was at Stourton; after perfunctory greetings to a few 
members in the lobby he ordered drinks to be sent up to the suite he 
usually lived in when Kenmore was not in use. 

He had talked rapidly during the car journey, but now, in quieter 
surroundings, he seemed to accept more calmly the fact that there 
was much to tell that he could at last quite easily recall. Once, when 
I thought he was growing tired and might remember more if he 
rested for a while* he bnished tlie suggestion aside. “You see I want 
to tell you all I can in case 1 ever forget it again, and it I do, yon 
must remind me—you mm'f—understand?” 1 promised, and he con¬ 
tinued: “Not that 1 think I shall--it’s too clear in my mind ever to he 
lost again. I could find Blampied s old house in Vale Street now if 1 
tried—Number 73 , 1 think it was—or maybe 75 —that much I }uivc 
forgotten, but I suppose I can't expect memory to come back without 
the normal wear-and-tear of years. Or can 1? Has it been in a sort 
of cold storage, with every detail kept fresh?” 

^e laughed, glad of an excuse tt) do so, and 1 said it raised an 
interesting point which I wasn't expert enough to decide. He then re¬ 
sumed: “Because I actually feel as if it all happened only the other 
day, instead of twenty years ago. That house of Blampied s, for in¬ 
stance—it had four dreadful bay windows, one on each side of the 
front door and two others immediately above in the room that wasn’t 
occupied—the attics hadn't got any bay windows. There was a pretty 
grim sort of basement, too, where the housekeeper lived—she didn't 
have to, she chose it because she was crazy enough to like it. She 
was a queer woman altogether—God knows where piampied picked 
her up or how long she'd been with him, but he cried when she 
died, and looked after her cat—which waj? also a queer animal, an 
enormous tabl^y—spent most of its life sleeping, probably because 
of its weight—it had won a prize as the bigg^t^at north of the 
Thames.” He added, smiling: *1 daresay you think I’m inv^ing 
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this—that there aren't prizes for big cats. But some newspaper ran a 
competition as a stunt—two first prizes, for North and South London— 
and Blampied s housekeeper's cat won one of them.” 

No, I thought—you're not inventing; you're just e^ joying yourself 
rather indiscriminately, as a child frolics in the sand when he 
first reaches the seashore; I could see how, in tl e first flush of 
recollection, the mere placement of the past, the as embling of de¬ 
tails one after the other, was giving him an intense p 3asure, and one 
by no means discoimtenanced by his use of words ike '*grim'' and 
“dreadful.” 

He went on like that for some time, going back ovc his story, pick¬ 
ing out details here and there for random intricate e amination; and 
carefully avoiding the issue that was foremost in my ‘houghts. Then, 
once again, 1 saw that we had talked till dawn and well past it, 
for there was already a pale edge to tlie window. I witched off his 
bedroom light and pulled the curtains; far below us the early morn¬ 
ing trams were curving along the Embankment. We watched the 
scene for a moment; then he touched my arm affec tionately. “Time 
for an adjournment, I think. 1 know what's in your nund, it's in mine, 
too, but it's too big to grasp—I'm collecting the small things first. 
You've been good to listen to me. What have we on Monday?” 

My thoughts were so far away I could not give an immediate 
answer, though of course I knew. He laughed at my hesitation, 
saying he hoped I should not lose my memory just because he had 
regained his. By then 1 had remembered and could tell him: “Anglo- 
American Cement—ten-thirty at the Cannon Street Hotel.” To which 
he replied, almost gayly: “The perfect closure to all our conversa¬ 
tion. . . » 

“Don’t you want me for anything tomorrow?” 

“No, I'll sleep most of the day ... at least I hope so. . . . Good 
night.” 

If this is a difficult story to tell, it may be pleaded in partial de¬ 
fense that the human mind is a diflBcult territorv to explore, and 
that the world it inhabits does not always fit snugly into any other 
world. I must admit that I found the fitting a hard one as, some 
thirty-six hours later, I watched the sunlight stream through stained- 
glass windows to dazzle the faces of Anglo-American Cement share¬ 
holders. From the report afterwards sent out with the dividend I 
find out that Rainier spoke as follows;— 

“You will be ^ad to know that pur sales have continued to in- 
creeflo throughout^ the year, after a somewhat slow beginning, an^. 
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that prospects of continued improvement aie encouraging. The gov¬ 
ernment's national defense preparations during the September crisis 
of last year led to additional consumption of cement throughout the 
country, and this, at prices we were able to obtain, resulted in gen¬ 
erally satisfactory business. During the year we opened a new plant 
at Nottingham which we expect to enhance production very consid¬ 
erably dturing the coming year. Your directors are constantly watch¬ 
ful for any opportunities of further economies, either by technical 
developments or by the absorption of competing companies, and 
with these aims in view, it is proposed, in addition to the usual 
dividend of 10 per cent, to issue new shares at forty-two shillings 
and sixpence in the proportion of one to five held by existing share¬ 
holders.*' (Loud applause.) 

We had had no chance for private conversation on our way to 
the meeting, for the secretary of the company had driven with us; 
and afterwards there was a directors* hotel lunch that did not dis 
perse until almost three o’clock. As I went to retrieve our hats at the 
cloak room I overheard comments on how Rainier had been in grand 
form, looking so much better; wonderful year it had been; wonder¬ 
ful the way he’d pulled the Anglo-American out of its earlier dol- 
dnims—remember when the shares were down to five bob?—nice 
packet anyone could have made who’d helped himself in those days 
—well, maybe Rainier did, why not?—after all, he'd had faith in him¬ 
self, faith in the business, faith in the country—that’s what was 
wanted, pity more people didn’t have it. 

Later, as we were driving away, 1 repeated tlie compliments to 
Rajnier, thinking they might please him. He shook his head somberly. 
“Don't call it faitli. I haven’t had faith in anything for years. That 
artist fellow, Kitty's young man, told me that when he was drunk— 
and he was right. Faith is something deeper, more passionate, less 
derisive, more tranquil than anything I've ever felt in board rooms 
and oflBces—that's why peace won't come to me now. . . . God, I'm 
tired." 

“Why don't you go home and rest?” 

He stared at me ironically. “So simple, isn't it? Just go home and 
rest. Like a child. ... Or like an old man. The trouble is. I'm neither. 
Or else both.” He sviddenly patted my arm. “Sorry—don't take any 
notice of my bad temper.” 

“I don't think you’re bad-tempered.” 

“By the way,” he said smiling, “I've just thonigkt of something— 
it's a queer •Coincidence, don't you thinkS—two of my best fri^ds I 
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first met quite accidentally on trains . . . Blampiod and your¬ 
self. . . 

“Tm pleased you should class me with him.'’ 

“Why not? He talked to me—you listen to me—evei when I want 
to talk all night. That’s another thing I ought to apolo ;ize for—” 

“Not at all—in fact if it helps you now to go on talkii 5—to continue 
the recollections—” 

“I don't think iVe much more to say, unless there’s nything you'd 
particularly like to know?” 

There were many things 1 wanted to know, but f »r the present 
I felt I could only mention one of them. “Those artic es you wrote, 
some of which were published—” 

“Yes?” 

“What papers did they appear in?” 

“The Northern Evening Post took two or tliree—t le worst. The 
others—don’t know what happened to them. Maybe they fell in the 
gutter when the car hit me.” 

“You were carrying tliem—thenP** 

“Yes, I was on my way to see the editor.” 

“A pity you hadn’t taken copies.” 

“It was before the days I bothered about carbon paper. You see, 

I never behaved like a full-dress author. I used Blampied’s type¬ 
writer because he had one, but I didn’t card-index anything or call 
the room where I worked a study or self-consciously burn any mid¬ 
night oil. Matter of fact, I was in bed by ten on most nights, and 
I wrote if and when I felt like it. I never thought of the word 
‘inspiration’ as having anytliing to do with me—it was a continual 
vision of life that mattered more than words in print, but if I did 
get into print I had more ambition to be alive for half a day in a 
local paper than to be embalmed forever between covers on a li¬ 
brary shelf.” 

“All the same, though, those articles might have been collected 
in book form.” 

“Blampied thought of that, and Paula and I once made a choice 
of what we thought were the best—but I wasn’t very keen on the 
idea, and it certainly wasn’t likely any publisher would have been 
either. I remember it chiefly because the evening we were choosing 
them Blampied came in and found us huddled together on the floor 
with the typed pages surrounding us. He asked, ‘What are you two 
planning—the book or your future?’-and Paula laughed and an¬ 
swered ‘Both.’ ” * * 

• • 

Wcahad entered Palace Yard, passing the saluting policeman and, 
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a swarm of newsboys carrying posters about Hitler. As we left the 
car a few seconds later Rainier added: “It's odd to reflect, isn't it, 
•that at that very moment a few hundred miles away a man whom 
we had never heard of was also planning a book—and our future.” 

We crossed the pavement and entered the Gothic doorway; the 
House, as always, seemed restful, almost soporific, on a summer after¬ 
noon. 

“And you've never written anything like those articles since?” I 
queried, after a pause. 

“I've been too busy, Sir Hawk, as the lady called you, and possibly 
also my prose style isn't what it used to be.. I did wilte one book, 
though—or perhaps Sherlock would have called it a monograph—the 
title was Constructive Monetary Policy and an International Cartel 
—I hope you've never heard of it.” 

I said I had not only heard of it but read it. 

“Then I hope you didn’t buy it when it first came out, becaiise 
I came across it the other day on a barrow in the Farringdon Road, 
marked ‘Choice'^ and going for fourj^ence.” 

I smiled, recognizing the familiar self-ridicule by which he worked 
himself out of his moods. We walked on tlirough cool corridors to 
the Terrace and found a table. As nearly always, a breeze blew ovea 
the parapet, bringing tangs of the sea and of wharves, a London 
mixture that added the right flavor to tea and buttered toast and 
the special edition of the Evening Standxird. More bother about 
Danzig; Hitler had made another speech. Some Members came 
along, stopped at our table to exchange a few words of greeting; one 
of them, seeing the headlines, exclaimed: “Why don't they let him 
have it, then maybe we'll all get some peace?”—but another retorted 
indignantly: “My dear fellow, we can't let him have any more, that's 
just the point, we've got to make a stand—eh, Rainier?” Rainier said: 
“We've got to have peace and we've got to make a stand—that's ex¬ 
actly the policy of the government.” They passed on, uncertain 
whether he had been serious or cynical (and that uncertainty, now 
I come to think of it, was part of the reason why he hadn't climbed 
the higher rungs of tlie Parliamentary ladder). 

He looked so suddenly exhausted after they had gone that I asked 
if he had been able to sleep at all during the previous day and night. 

“Not much, A few hours yesterday morning after you left. The 
rest of the day I devoted to an investigation.'' 

“Oh?” 

“I w^t to Vale Street to look for Blampied'* oid house. It's dis¬ 
appeared—been pulled down t6 make r<8om for one of thos^J^uge 
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municipal housing schemes. All that part of London seems to be 
changed—and its certainly no loss, except in memoiies. I couldn't 
even find anybody who remembered Blampied.” 

“That’s not very surprising.” 

“Why not?” He stared at me sharply, then added “D'you mean 
you don't believe he ever existed?” 

“Oh, he existed all right. But he died such a long ti) le ago.” 

“Whenr 

“In 1920.” 

“Good God! Within a year—of~of my—leaving—like that.” 

“Not only within a year. Within a month. Janumy 1 >20.” 

“How do you know all this?” 

“I also spent part of yesterday investigating. I sea^ ohed the obit¬ 
uaries in newspaper files and found this.” 1 handed urn a sheet of 
paper on which I had copied out the following from the Daily Ga¬ 
zette of January 17, 1920: — 

We regret to announce the death at tlie age of seventy-four 
of the Reverend John Sylvester Blampied, for many years Rec¬ 
tor of St. Clement’s Church, Vale Street, North London. Pneu¬ 
monia following a chill ended a career that had oiten attracted 
public attention—particularly in connection with the preserva¬ 
tion of ancient footpaths, a cause of which Mr. Blampied had 
been a valiant if sometimes tempestuous champion. His death 
took place in Liverpool, and funeral services will be held at 
St. Clements on Friday. 

Rainier stared at the paragraph long enough to read it several 
times, then handed it back. His face was very pale. **LiverpcolP 
What was he doing there?” 

“It doesn't say.” 

“I—I think I can guess. He’d gone to look for me.” 

“We don't know that.” 

“But isn't it probable?” 

“It's—it's possible. But you couldn't help it. You couldn't help find¬ 
ing out who you were.” 

“I can't help comparing what I found with what I lostl” 

“You didn’t lose permanently. You've got it all back now.” 

“But too late.” He waved his arm with sudden’ comprehensive em¬ 
phasis. **Isrit it too late?T'm down to ask a question in the House 
shortly, but not that question, yet it’s the only one worth asking or 
answering . . . isrft Everything too late? I should have stayed in that 
Lon/^n attic. There were things to do in tjiose days if on?? had vision^ 



RANDOM HARVEST 


420 

to do them, but now there’s neither time nor vision, but only this 
whiflF of putrefying too-lateness. It was almost too late even then, 
.except that by a sort of miracle there came a gap in long-gathering 
clouds—an incredibly last chance—a golden shaft along which Eng¬ 
land might have climbed back to glory.” 

"Xess lyrically, you mean you’d like to set the clock back?” 

‘Tes, set it back, and set it right, and then wind it up, because 
it’s been running down ever since Englishmen were more interested 
in the price of things on the market than what they could grow in 
their own gardens.” 

‘T see. A back-to-the-land movement?” 

‘*Back anywhere away from the unrealness of counting able- 
bodied men as a national burden just because they’re listed as un¬ 
employed, and figures in bank ledgers as assets just because tliey’rc 
supposed to represent riches. Back anywhere from the mood in which 
poor men beg me for jobs in Rainier factories and rich men for tips 
about Rainier shares.” 

“All the same, though—and you’ve often said it yourself— the 
Rainier firm gives steady employment to thousands—” 

“I know, 1 know. But I know too tliat the way that made Rainiei s 
rich was the opposite of the way to make England strong.” 

“Yet if war comes, won’t the riches of Rainier have been of some 
benefit? After all, the new steelworks you were able to build two 
years ago, and the mass-production motor plant—” 

“True—and what a desolate irony! But only half true, because 
strength is only half in tanks and steel. The other half is faith, wis¬ 
dom—” 

A House servant approached and said something in his ear; he 
answered, consulting his watch: “Oh, yes. I’ll come at once.” Then 
he added to me: “It’s time for that question.” 

We left the table and walked through the Smoke Room to the 
Lobby; then we separated, he to enter the Chamber, I to watch and 
listen from the Strangers’ Gallery. 

Again, as earlier at the Cement meeting, I was in no mood for 
correct secretarial concentration; from where I sat the main thing 
that impressed me was his strained pallor on rising to speak; in the 
green-yellow glow that came on as dusk fell his face took on a curi¬ 
ous transparency, aS if some secret hidden self were flooding out¬ 
wards and upwards. But that, I knew, was a mere trick of artificial 
light; the House of Commons illumination flatters in such a way, 
often giiding with spirituality a scene which if flbt, in itself, very 
remarkable—a few Memtyers going through thp formality «ihich 
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would later entitle them to boast of having “raised the matter on 
the House,” than which, except for writing letters to the Tunes, 
fortunate generations of Englishmen were never caled upon to dcr 
more. That afternoon the benches were thinly pop dated, nothing 
important was expected, and 1 find from newspaper i ?ports that the 
following took place: — 

Mr. Charles Rainier (Conservative: West I ythamshire) 
asked whether a consignment of trade catalogues c spatclied by 
a business firm in his constituency had been confi.^ :ated by the 
port authorities at Balos Blanca, and whether this vas not con¬ 
trary to Section 19 of the recent Trade Convent m signed at 
Ainazillo. 

The Right Honourable Sir George Smith-Jorda] (Conserva¬ 
tive: Hougliley), replying for the Government, said he had been 
informed by His Majesty’s Consul at Balos Blanca that the re¬ 
ported confiscation had been only partial and temporary, affect¬ 
ing a certain section of the catalogues about which there 
appeared to have been some linguistic misunderstanding, and 
that the greater part of the consignment had since been de¬ 
livered to the addressees. As to whether the action of the port 
authorities had or had not been an infringement of any clause 
of the Amazillo Trade Convention, he was not in a position to 
say until further information had been received. 

Mr. Jack Wells (Labour: Mawlington) asked whether, having 
regard to the general unsatisfactoriness of the incident. His Maj¬ 
esty’s Government would consider the omission of Balos Blanca 
from the scheduled list of ports of call during the proposed 
Good-Will Tour of the British Trade Delegation in 1940. 

The Right Honourable Sir George Smith-Jordan: No, sir. 

Immediately after that, Rainier picked up his papers and walked 
out, leaving the Mother of Parliaments to struggle along with barely 
more than a quorum till after the dinner hour. Meanwhile I left the 
Gallery, in which a small crowd of pro\incial and foreign visitors 
had been defiantly concealing their disappointments at the proceed¬ 
ings below, and met him in the Lobby; he was gossiping with stran¬ 
gers, but behind the fa9ade of casualness I saw how haggard he 
looked, his face restlessly twitching in and out bf smiles. Seeing me 
approach he made a sign for me to wait while he detached himself 
from the crowd—they were constituents, he explained later, and 
constituents had'*foT)e humored, especially when one’s majority had 
bee:i»only twelve Jast timl. “They’re soiproud because they hear^ 
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me ask about that catalogue business—they have a touching belief 
that a question in Parliament pulls invisible wires, sets invisible forces 
in motion, works invisible miracles all over the world/' 

Passing through the Smoke Room again on the way to the Terrace 
we saw the name ‘'McAlister' on the notice board that announced 
current speakers; Rainier smiled and said that was fine—McAlister 
always gave one a chance to stroll for half an hour with the certainty 
of not missing anything. “By the way, I'm dining at the Historians' 
Club, so I don't tliink I'll need you for the rest of the evening/’ 

“Are you down to speak?” 

“I'm not on the program, but I daresay I'll be asked.” 

“You don't have to go if you’d rather not. I can make up some 
excuse.” 

“What’s the idea—encouraging me to shirk?” 

“I thought—perl laps—you might be feeling rather exhausted.” 

“Not a bit of it now. I'm game for more than a speech at a Club 
dinner. You'd be suiprised if you knew what's in my mind.” 

We stepped info the cool evening air and began walking towards 
Westminster Bridge. He had given me a cue to say what I had been 
planning most of the day. 

“My advice would be to put the whole thing out of your mind 
now that it’s happened at last, and there isn’t a gap any longer. You 
ought to be satisfied.” 

**SatisfieclF* He swung round on me. “When you say that I wonder 
if—if you quite realize—what it all amounts to.” 

“Oh yes, I do. It means that so far as there was ever anything 
abnormal in your life, you're now completely cured.” 

We came near the Bridge, a blaze of illumination from lines of 
trams, and in that light I saw such anguish in his eyes that I could 
only repeat, with an emphasis tliat somehow drained away as the 
words were spoken: “Utterly and completely cured.” 

“You don’t really think that's all it amounts to? You must know 
there's only one thing that matters—only one thing left for me to do.” 

“And that is?” 

“I must find her.” 

So there it was squarely before us, the issue that had of course 
been in my mind, tluit I had done a pathetic best to make him shirk 
by conscientiously shirking it myself. We walked a little way in si¬ 
lence. 

“After all these years/' I said at length, “it doesn't seem very 
likely.” •> ' ^ 

“I must tr/.” 



RANDOM HARVEST 


423 

“It was up to her, surely, to look for you -yet apparently she never 
did.” 

“Maybe. Maybe not. I don't care. And bcsides—t here's my son. 
She was going to have a child.” 

“But even a return of memory can't prove it was a »oy.” 

He smiled. “No, but I hope so. I've always wanted 1 boy. He'd be 
eighteen now. I must find him . . . both of them.” 

“And if by chance—not that I tliink there is mu h chance—but 
just for the sake of argument—if you should happen t« succeed, what 
then?” 

He answered with* a certain impregnable simp city: “Then I 
should be happy again.” 

“Possibly, but apart from your own personal hapji ness . . . Look 
here, why not think it over—not now- but later—calm; v—when you're 
alone?” 

“I’m calm now, and it doesn't particularly help me to be alone 
when I think. I was thinking it over veiy clearly all tlie time I was 
asking that question in the House.” 

“Yes, I could see you were—but that doesn't mee*t my point, wliich 
is that you haven’t—you can't have—reckoned with all the compli¬ 
cations—” 

^Complications? You’ll be telling me next I ought to consult old 
Truslovel” 

“Actually 1 wasn’t thinking of legal comi)licati()ns at all, though 
they doubtless exist. It's other kinds you'd find most disagreeable- 
newspaper publicity, gossip and scandal that wouldn't do you any 
good politically.” 

“I think I've had enough good done to me politically.” » 

“And then of course there’s your wife. Whatever your private feel¬ 
ings are, and of course it's none of my business, you ought at least 
to consider her position.” 

“Anything I ought to do now is notliing compared with what I 
ought to have done before.” 

“But that’s in the past—frreuocabZe.” 

“No, not if she and I can find each other again.” 

“It seems to me we’re talking about different persons.” 

“Oh, I see.” » 

We walked on for another spell of silence. Then I said: “But you 
don't even know that th^ . . . the other woman's aliveF^ 

He was silent for a while. “Do you?” I pressed 

“No, that's trtr^.=^ Then suddenly; “But if she is, and Lean find 
her^i^hen nothing,on eartll will stop me-j-neither publicfity, nor poli- 
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tics, nor . . He turned to me abruptly. ‘T don’t want to be dra¬ 
matic. Let’s leave that to the journalists who’ll have the job of making 
a nine days’ wonder of it.” 

‘'Maybe they won’t. Maybe they’ll have more important news, the 
way events are going.” 

As we turned into the Smoke Room the board showed that 
McAlister was still speaking. A group of Members at one of the tables 
greeted Rainier ehaffingly and asked him to join them; as if relieved 
to be rid of the argument he gave me a nod of friendly farewell and 
sat down with them, completely master of himself so far as voic(' 
and manner were concernt^d. But I heard one of them say, just as 
I was entering the corridor: “You look pretty washed-out, Rainier - 
what’s the matter? Hitler getting on your ne'rves?” 

I went back to my rooms in Bedford Square and spent the evening 
with the latest editions of the papers. But I could not keep my mind 
on the fast-developing European crisis; my thoughts were full of 
Rainier and his story; I mused upon his whole life as I now knew 
it: childhood at .Stourton, with the despotic father and adored 
mother; schooldays; then the war, the hospitals, the brief unmern- 
oried idyl; then the return to the routine struggle that had brought 
him wealth, power, and a measure of fame. I could not but feel liis 
personal drama near to me as I turned on the radio for the larger 
drama of our times, for that too had reached a moment of desperate 
retrospect. 

About midnight 1 strolled into Tottenham Court Road and 
watched the crowd pouring out of theaters and restaurants; when 
I returned there was a letter pu.shcd under the door. It was from 
Raiflier, enclosing another letter. He wrote: — 

I said I would let you see that last note Kitty wrote me; here 
it is, and whatever it means to you, to me, rereading it just now, 
it meant as much more as you can possibly imagine. Yrs. C. R. 

TTie letter from Kitty, dated September 30, 1929, was as follows: — 

My dear Chart.es, 

I’m writing this in a hurry, but after thinking things out as 
slowly and carefully as even you could—in fact I’ve been gath¬ 
ering together marly thoughts I began to have the moment we 
left the Jungfraujoch last April, in the train and on the boat, 
and then again oflF and on ever since, and especially in the res¬ 
taurant* tonight—Dearest, it wasn’t the weatheft tft* the altitude 
or the stock market—it wjjis our own hearts sinking a little, smd 



RANDOM HARVEST 


4^5 


Tm going to face that frankly, because I doubt if you ever would 
or could. I can't marry you, Charles dear—that's wh it it amounts 
to. We've had marvelous times, we'd still go on saving them, , 
we have so much in common, the same way of s ".eing things, 
the same kind of craziness (though you keep y( irs in check 
more than I do)—you could make me perfectly I appy if only 
I were selfish enough not. to care or stupid enough not to notice 
that at some point in the final argument you wa 'er and turn 
away. So here's my decision—No, darling, whil< it's still not 
quite too late; and here are rny plans—I’m leavini London im¬ 
mediately, I’ll have‘gone bef ore you read this—I s all probably 
join Jill (wherever she is, Luxor, I think)—not t agically, but 
in a mood to see what fun I can find—and 1 use ally can. I'm 
sending this by special messenger because I want i’ to reach you 
before you go to the office, so that you won’t send out those 
invitations and then have to cancel tliein—as for selling short 
to amuse me, it wouldn't amuse me. I'm afraid, but if you think 
it would amuse you, why don't you do it? Dear.Cdiarles, I want 
you to be happy, to be amused, to do things because you desire 
them, not because you're urged or tempted; I wish we could 
be and do all we talked of on the mountain, but the fact is, 
I'm not the one for you, though God knows the mistake was 
excusable for both of us, because I'm nearly the one—I claim that 
much and it's something to go on being proud of. But “nearly” 
isn't enough for a lifetime—it would be too hard to strain after 
the hidden difference. And there's something else that may 
sound utterly absurd, but let me say it—sometimes, especially 
when we've been closest, I've had a curious feeling that 1 remiAd 
you of someone else—soxncone you may have met or may yet 
meet—because with that strange memory of yours, the tenses 
get mixed up—or don't they? But Charles, because I am so 
nearly the one, and because I love you more tlian anyone I 
shall ever marry, will you forgive me for this upset and stay 
friends?—K. 

I went to his City office the following morning and waited till 
after ten o'clock (he usually arrived at nine); then I rang up his 
Club and was told he had left very early, giving no forwarding ad¬ 
dress. It was a day of siich important engagements that I went over 
to the Club immediately, hoping to find out more than they would 
tell me over the^dlephone. 

Tie porter, who knew ^e, said lie ha^ left about six,* by car. 
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‘'Hanson was with him then?” 

“No, sir, he drove alone. It wasn’t his usual car—quite a small one, 
^ brown two-seater.” 

“But he hasn’t got a two-seater.” 

“Well, he went away in one—that’s all I can tell you, sir. I think 
it was an Austin, but I’m not sure.” 

“And he left no message lor me?” 

“No, sir—no message for anybody, except that he’d be away till he 
got back. That was his phrase. He seemed in a very cheerful mood. 
I thought maybe he had some good news, but it don’t look like it 
from today’s papers.” 

“Well, 1 expect I’ll hear from him—it’s all right.” 

I went away as if I thought it really was, because I was anxious 
not to start gossip at the Club. Then I went back to the City office 
and pretended the mystery was cleared up—he’d had to go away 
for a few days on an important political errand; I telephoned to 
cancel all his appointments for the day, giving the same story, except 
that to those in The political world 1 made out it was a business 
errand. There wer‘e certain advantages in belonging to two worlds. 
I wondered if I should hear from him, by eitljer wire or telephone 
as the day proceeded, but no message came, and in the late after¬ 
noon I drove to Stourton. There were several cars outside the main 
entrance, but none was a brown two-seater; I hadn’t really expected 
it. Woburn met me on the threshold. “What are you doing here?” 
he greeted me, as if he owned the place. 

“What are you doing here, for that matter? Still on the catalogue?” 

“No, I’ve finished that and several more since. I’m just a guest.” 

“\^ell, that’s very nice.” 

“There’s going to be a big party this week end.” 

There was, and that was what I had come about. “Where’s Mrs. 
Rainier?” 

“On the terrace—dispensing cocktails and small talk with her usual 
glassy proficiency. Just a local crowd—they’ll go soon.” 

“Let’s join them.” 

I realized then, as soon as I saw her in the distance, how keenly 
my sympathies had been enlisted for a woman whose glassiest profi¬ 
ciency could hardly, help her much in the situationr that was now 
so rapidly developing*. As we shook hands she seemed to me rather 
like a pathetic tightrope walker doing her’tricks in confident un¬ 
awareness that the rope was about to be cut. 

The cr^wd were mostly neighbors whom I hati^et before, but 
there was on^ fresh face—Sir^William Somebody, w^iom I knew be 
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a retired diplomat who lived on his pension in a farmhouse rented 
from the Rainiers. Mrs. Rainier introduced me with *he remark that 
perhaps, having just driven from London, I could gi\ ^ him the latesX 
news. “Sir William thinks the situation's far worse tl an people real¬ 
ize.” 

I passed on what news there was; then a girl cal ed Cynthia ex¬ 
claimed: “We mustn’t miss the wireless bulletin. ?Iasn't he been 
making another speech today?” (It had come to tie point where 
an unrelated “he” could only refer to Hitler.) 

“Just words, notliing but words,” someone else mu tered. 

“Better than actions, anyhow.” 

Mrs. Rainier interven(?d lazily: “Oh, I’m not so s fre of that as I 
used to be. I mean, when yon’ro waiting for something to happen, 
and rather dreading it . . .” She went on: “Hav(^ you ever been 
going somewhere with a crowd and you’re certain it s the wrong road 
and you tell them, but they won’t listen, so you just have to plod 
along in what you know is the wrong direction till somebody more 
important gc^ts the same idea?” * 

“A parable, darling. Please interpret.” 

She seemed embarrassed by being the focus of attention—which 
was unusual of her. “No, thanks, Cyntliia. That’s been enough words 
from me.” She laughed and came round witli the cocktail shaker, 
refilling the glasses, including her own. 

Sir William resumed: “Well, if he does march into Poland, we shall 
fight.” Then suddenly he pointed to the great avenue of elms for 
which Stourton was famous. “Look at those trees—planted two cen¬ 
turies ago, deliberately, by someone who thought of a time \yhen 
someone else would see them like this. Who could do such a tiling 
today?” Nobody informed him, and after a pause to deposit an olive 
stone in an ashtray he went on: “The most we do is to bury things 
under foundation stones so that future civilizations can dig into our 
ruins and wonder.” 

We all laughed, because after a few drinks what can one do but 
laugh; then in ones and twos the party dispersed and drove away 
in its cars. I went to the library and turned on the radio for the 
news bulletin; Hitler’s speech had been just another threat to march. 
Somehow one didn’t believe he would; there had been crises before, 
ending up in a deal; so’ that one had the half-cynical suspicion that 
both sides were secretly arranging another deal and that the wordy 
warfare was just^sliadowboxing, face saving, anything but#a prelude 
to tke guns. Whi}e I was listening ^helc^on entered to Announce that 



428 RANDOM HARVEST 

dinner would be almost immediately, and that Mrs. Rainier had said 
‘not dress.'’ 

, “Good—since I haven’t brought anything.” 

“I think Mrs. Rainier anticipated that.” 

“Very thoughtful of her.” 

“You left Mr. Rainier in tlie City?” 

“Er . . . yes.” 

“Then you’ll be going back in the morning?” 

“I expect so.” 

He nodded and went to the door, then turned and asked: “What’s 
going to happen, do you think?” 

“Can’t tell yet, but it looks pretty serious.” 

He said, still standing in the doorway: “I mean what’s going to 
happen to Mr. Rainier?” 

He went on, facing my stare: “You said he’s in the City.” 

“I didn’t say that. I said I left him there.” 

“Don’t you know where he is now?” 

“No.” 

“Isn’t tliat rathe/ peculiar?” 

“Many things are peculiar, Sheldon.” 

“Are you worried about him? ... You must excuse me, I have 
a special reason for asking.” 

“I’m sure you have. It might even be the same reason I have for 
not answering.” 

He came back into the room. “Mr. Harrison . . . has he gone away 
to look for somebody?” 

“I really don’t think I can discuss—” Then something in his glance 
mad|; me add: “But supposing he had—then what?” 

He smiled his slow slanting smile. “Then you don’t need to worry.” 

“I didn’t say I was worrying at all. But why don’t I need to?” 

“Because he won’t succeed in finding the person he’s looking for.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Because he never has succeeded.” 

He left me then, and a few minutes later the dinner gong sounded. 
When I joined Mrs. Rainier in the dining room, with Sheldon stand¬ 
ing at the sideboard, I had a feeling they had been exchanging 
glances if not words about me, but I could not say much during 
dinner, on account of Woburn’s presence. As if by tacit agreement 
we left him most of the talking, which he kept up very agreeably 
throughout the meal—he was really a very adaptable young man, 
you would have thought him bom and bred at Steiffton, except that 
most of those* who had beei^were so mucltless smpothly articulate. 
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I was wondering how I could shake him off afterwards, but Mrs, 
Rainier did it for me, saying outright that she expe< ted I had some 
business to talk over, so if Woburn would excuse us . . » 

“Do you mind if we have a fire?’" she asked, as s >on as we were 
alone in the dining room. I helped her to remove tl e heavy screen, 
saying something about the night being cold for the eve of Septem¬ 
ber. 

‘Tt isn't that,” she answered, kneeling on the he Jthrug. “But it 
makes a more cheerful background when so many u icheerful things 
are happening.” 

Looking at her then, I realized for the first time ow much more 
she was than merely vivacious and attractive; her fa :e had a beauty 
that poured into it from within—a se^cret, serene rac ance. She went 
on, stooping to the fire: “YouVe saved me the troiifJe of calling at 
tJie office tomorrow—I wanted to ask about somethii g.” 

“Good job you didn't, because I’m not sure Mr. Rainier will be 
there.” 

“Oh? He's gone away somewhere?’’ 

“Yes.” 1 remembered him saying she was never surprised at any 
of his movements. “And as I don’t know when exactly heHl be coming 
back, 1 was wondering about the week-end plans.” 

“The political situation s so serious I doubt if W(ul have had the 
party anyway. Yes, let’s cancel it.” 

“That’s what I was going to suggest.” 

“Nice of you, but why didn't you telephone?” She added hastily: 
“Not that I’m not pleased to see you —1 always am—but it gave you 
the journey,” 

“Oh, I didn’t mind. I’m equally pleased to see t/oti" 

She laughed. “Now we’ve had the exchange of compfiments—” 

She didn’t know what else to say, I could see that; and lifter a 
pause I resumed: “What was it you wanted to ask about if you h'^d 
called at the office?” 

“Oh yes, maybe you can tell me just as well. Why did you and 
Charles drive out to Melbury the other night?” 

The sheer unexpectedness of the question nonplused me for a 
moment. In the meantime she went on: “And don’t blame Hanson— 
he wasn’t to krfow he’d overheard such a tiemendous secretl” She 
was laughing. 

“Oh, not—er—exactly a secret.” 

“Well, a mysteiy.” 

I said to gain ^ftne: “And you were going to pay a special visit 
just ‘40 ask that?” * 
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“Yes, indeed—IVe been terribly curious ever since I heard about 
it.” 

• “Then it’s my turn to say why didn’t you telephone?” 

“Perhaps because I wanted to sec your faces when I asked you— 
it’s so much harder to hide something that wayl” She laughed again. 
“Won’t you let me in on the puzzle? Melbuiy’s such an odd place 
for anyone to make a trip to.” 

It suddenly occurred to me that she had to know, and now was 
the chance to tell her. I said: “Mr. Rainier was once in a hospital 
at Melbury.” 

In the blaze of fresh firelight I could see the laughter drain away 
from her face and a sudden pallor enter it; but in another second 
she was smiling again. 

“Well, it seems a queer reason for driving somewhere in pouring 
rain in the middle of the night. For that matter Charles was at other 
hospitals too—he was pretty badly hiui: in the war, you know. It even 
affected his memory for a time. I never knew quite how much you 
had gatliered about all that—” She was striving to seem very casual. 

“Just the main facts, that’s aU.” 

“He told you them himself?” 

“Yes.” 

The smile remained as if fixed to her face. “Oh, I’m so glad, be- 
cau.se it shows how close you must have been to him as a friend. 
He doesn’t often talk about it to anybody. And to me he nether talks 
about it.” 

“Never?” 

“No, never. Isn’t that strange? But then he’s so little with me— 
and«mostly we have business or politics to talk about. Our marriage 
is a very happy one, but it’s never been—well, close is perhaps the 
word. We’ve never even had a close quarrel.” 

^But you love him?” 

“Well, what do you tliink? I adore him—most women do. Haven’t 
you noticed that? All his life he could always have had any pretty 
woman he wanted.” 

“So it isn’t surprising that he got the pretty woman he wanted.” 

“More compliments? . . . Oh, but you should have seen the girl 
he was engaged to when I first became his secretary. I was his sec¬ 
retary—you knew that too, I suppose? She was much prettier than 
me, and younger. Kitty, her name was. She* married somebody else 
and died—I can’t think why—I mean why she married somebody 
else, not ^A^hy she died—she died of malaria—I Sl!{)pose there’s no 
reason at all for that, except mosquitoes. ^ think they’d have ieen 




RANDOM HARVEST 


431 

very happy—she and Charles, I mean, not the mosquitoes—but she’d 
have tried to make him give up the business. I kno>\7 tliat, because 
she told me.'’ • 

I could catch a note of hysteria subdued behind 1 er forced face¬ 
tiousness; I said, as calmly as I could: “You knew 1 er well, then?” 

“Only by talking to her while she used to wait i i the oflBce for 
Charles.” 

“Tell me—if it isn’t impertinent to ask—were you a so in love with 
lum then?” 

She laughed. “Of course. Right from the first mo lent 1 set eyes 
on him. . . . But that didn’t make me jealous of K tty—only a bit 
envious, perhaps. I wonder how it wordd have work d out—Charles 
without all trie business and politics. Of course he :ound out later 
I was tlie one to help him in that, and so I have—Tv • done my best 
to give him everything lie wants—success—his ambitions . . . and 
yet sometimes lately I ve thought . . . well, like my parable.” 

“Parable?” 

“Cynthia called it that during cocktails, don’t you remember? 
Aliout going somewhere with someone and having doubts about it 
being the right road, but there’s nothing you can do but plod along 
until the other person begins to doubt. And then, of course, if you 
admit that you had doubts all the time, as likely as not he turns on 
you and says—Well, why didn’t you warn me?” 

“Well, why didn’t you?’’ 

“Because he wouldn’t have taken any notice if 1 had. In fact he 
might not even have married me—and 1 wanted him to marry me. 
After Kitty died he threw himself into business more than ever— 
which gave me my chance—oh, I admit I was quite designing about 
it. So was he. He found how good I was—what a valuable merger 
it would be. He was always clever about mergers. . . .” 

“Did that entirely satisfy you?” 

“No, but I thought it might lead to something that would—to the 
real closeness. But it’s hard to get close when so many tilings are 
in the way. . . . May I have a light?” She was reaching for a ciga¬ 
rette on the side table and I could see that her hand was trembling. 
She added, as I held the match: “Do you want a drink in exchange?” 

“I think I’d rather wait till later.” 

“Later? Well, how long do you expect to sit ujp and talk parables?” 

I said then: “Mrs. Rainier, I think I’d better tell you more about 
the visit to Melbury.” 

“Oh yes, the rnfs^ery—do please tell me everything! What did you 
find ihere?” 
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She was smiling as I began to tell her, and the smile grew faint 
as I proceeded, then appeared again in time for the end. I told her 
all that was important for her to know—the fact of his earlier mar¬ 
riage, his life during those brief months immediately afterwards, and 
how that life had come to an abrupt finish. I did not try to make it 
easier for her by a gingerly approach to the problem, or by mini¬ 
mizing its complexities. And I told her how he had reacted to tlie 
recent return of memory—his first excitement, then his calmer 
determination and bitter regret for the years between. Finally I told 
her that though it seemed to me highly unlikely that after two dec¬ 
ades he would succeed in tracing someone who hadn’t apparently 
succeeded in the much easier task of tracing him during the same 
interval, and though the gap of years gave legal as well as every 
other kind of sanction to what had happened since, she must be 
prepared for the faint possibility; and that if it happened the pub¬ 
licity would be neither pleasant for her nor helpful to his position. 

**He must know that too." 

“Yes, but in his present mood he doesn’t care." 

“Oh, he doesnt care?** She said that so softly, so gently, still smil¬ 
ing. I tried to think of something to express the wave of sympathy 
that overcame me; in the end I could only give her my silence. 
Presently she touched my hand and said: “Thank you for telling me 
all this,” 

“I must say you take it very well." 

“Did you expect me to make a scene?” 

“No, but , . . when I try to imagine your feelings . . .” 

“I don’t feel anything yet, at least not much, but I keep on think¬ 
ing mi what you said—that he doesnt carer 

“I know it’s terrible but—” 

“Oh, no, it’s wonderfull He’d throw over everything—his future— 
his amhitions—everything—ii he could find her!” 

“In his present mood he thinks so.” 

“Don’t keep saying ‘in his present mood.’ Maybe his present mood 
is himself, and all the other moods were false. . . . How do we 
know?” 

“There’s one tiring we do know—that people are remembered as 
they were last seen—and twenty years is a long time.’* 

She tiuned to me with brightly shining eyes. 

“How sad that is, and how true.” 

“And from your point of view—how fortunate.” 

“Oh no^ no—I wish she were ^till as he remefn^)ers her. I wish 
t^ere were such a miracle. If all of us coflld go back ^enty ^ars 
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—how different the world would be! I want him to be happy, I al¬ 
ways have. . . . Now will you have your drink?” 

“If you will too.” • 

She went over to the table and mixed them; I c( ild see she was 
glad of something to do. Stooping over the glasse.^ she continued: 
“I suppose he told you a great deal more than y )uVe told me?” 

“Only details.” 

“Ah, but the details—those are what I want to 1 ear. Did he re¬ 
member things very clearly? ’ 

“Yes.” 

“Places and people?” 

“Yes.” 

“Tell me some of them.” 

I hesitated, again catching the note of hysteria i i her voice; she 
added: “It doesn’t hurt me—as much as you think, fell me some of 
them. . . . You say he met her first at Melbury?” 

“Yes—on that first Armistice Day.” 

“And they were married in London?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where did he propose to her? Did he tell you that?” 

“A village in the c'ountry somewhere—I tliink it as called Beach- 
ings Over.” 

“Beachings Over . . . an odd name.” 

“England is full of them.” 

“I know—like Nether Wallop and Shallow Bowells. . . She 
turned round with my drink. “And war coming to them all again. 
Do you think there’s still a chance of avoiding it?” 

“There’s always a chance of postponing it.” 

“No—we’ve had enough of that.” 

“I think so too.” 

“But we’re not ready yet, are we?” 

“We’re terribly unready. We missed our way years ago and found 
a wide, comfortable road, fine for sleepwalkers, but it had the major 
drawback of wandering just anywhere, at random.” 

“Charles always thought that, but as a rich man it wasn’t easy for 
him to say so. Being rich tied his hands and stopped his mouth and 
took up his time—so that the wasted years wasted him too. . . .” 

“I think he’s begun to realize that.” 

“Yes, he’s sure of something at last. . . . Another drink?” 

“No, thanks.” 

A long pause. ^There’s nothing we can do about it now,* is there?” 

“Aa*e you talking about^r—the country—or—er—” 
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‘‘Both, in a way.” 

“I think one can make up for lost time, but one can’t salvage it. 
That’s why his quest is so hopeless.” 

Her voice softened. “So you think that’s where he’s gone—to look 
Tor her?” 

“It’s possible. . . . But to look for her as she was, and that’s im¬ 
possible.” 

The hysteria touched her voice again. “Tell me another detail- 
no matter how small or trivial—please tell me—” 

“I think you’re needlessly upsetting yourself.” 

“No, it isn’t upsetting—it’s—it’s almost helping me in a way—tell 
me something—” ^ 

“I’d rather not, and besides, it’s bard to think—” 

“Oh, but you said he talked all night and you’ve only talked for 
an hour so far. There must be hundreds of things—names of places 
or incidents that happened here or there—or how she looked. . . .” 

“Well ... let me see . . 

“How did she look? Did he remember her well?” 

“He seemed to, though he never described her exactly—but he did 
say—I believe he said when they first met she was wearing a little 
fur hat like a fez. ... Or no, I may have mixed things up—that was 
Kitty when she stepped out of the tiain at Interlaken.” 

“Interlaken?” 

“They had a holiday there—he and Kitty.” 

“I know. And she was wearing a little fur hat like a fez? Or the 
other one? Or both, maybe—but wouldn’t that be rather improbable?” 

“Yes, of course. I’m sorry—it was like me to choose a detail I’d 
get confused over.” 

She put her hand in mine. “It doesn’t matter. You’ve been very 
kind. I wish I’d known you better—and earlier. Thank you again.” 

“You understand that I’m anxious to help both of you?” 

“Yes, I understand. But I don’t know how you can.” 

“Anyhow, there’s a sort of chilly comfort in thinking how unim¬ 
portant all one’s personal affairs are these days.” 

She got up and began walking to the door. ‘Tes, but when that 
sort of comfort has chilled one quite thoroughly, the warmth comes— 
the feeling that nothing matters except personal feelings ... the 
what-if-the-world-should-end-tonight mood.” 

We shock hands at the dooi*way, and there she added, smiling: 
“Perhaps our world is ending tonight. ...” ^ 
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I stayed in the drawing room a little while lifter she had gone; 
then I thought it would be only civil to find Woburn. He was in the 
library, listening to the radio. “Still nothing definite. You know,» if 
there's a war, I wiuit to get in the Air Force.” We h. d another drink 
and talked for about an hour before going upstairs. 

I had asked Sheldon to call me at seven; he did o, bringing in a 
cup of tea. “I thought you'd wish to know the ne vs—it just came 
over the wireless.” Then he told me. 

I got up hurriedly. It was a perfect late-summcr n oming, cool and 
fresh, with a haze of mist over the hills. Woburn hac brought a small 
radio into the breakfast room; we hardly exchange^ a greeting, but 
sat in front(^)f the instrument, listening as tlie fir >t reports came 
through. Presently Mrs, Rainier entered, stood in the doorway to hear 
a few sentences, then joined us with the same kii d of whispered 
perfunctory good morning. The bulletin ended with a promise of 
more news soon, then merged into music. 

That was how we had breakfast on that first morning of tlie second 
war—to the beat of a dance band and with the sunlight streaming 
through the windows of Stourton. 

After breakfast we heard the news repeated, and found the sti*ain 
almost intolerable. We strayed about the gardens, the tliree of us, 
then came back to the radio again; tliis time there were a few extra 
items, reports of half the world's grim awakening. 

The newspapers came, but they were already old—printed hours 
before. 

I telephoned the City office, and had to wait twenty minutes be¬ 
fore the line was clear. 

Then Woburn, after wandering restlessly in and out of rooms^ said 
he would take a long walk. I think he would have liked either Mrs. 
Rainier or myself or both of us to suggest accompanying him, but 
we stayed each other with a glance. “He’s a nice boy,” she said, 
when he had gone. 

“Yes, very.” 

“Does Charles like him?” 

“Yes, I think so.” 

“I always hoped he would. I feel weVe almost adopted him, in 
one sense.” 

“I sometimes think he feels that too.” 

“I'd like him to feel that ... I once had a child, a ‘boy, bu^ he 
died. . . .” * 

“I never knew^tiiat.” j 

“Qharles would have nruade a godd fatlier, don’t you flunk?” 
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‘Tes . . . he must have been terribly disappointed/' 

"What will Woburn do now?" 

"He said he'd join the Air Force." 

She moved restlessly to the radio, where the music had suddenly 
stopped. Another news item: the Germans had crossed the Polish 
frontiers at many places; the war machine was already clanking into 
gear. 

"I can't stand this—I half wish now we'd gone with him for the 
walk. Don't leave me alone here—you don't have to return to the 
City, do you?" 

"No, not yet, anyhow. I just rang up the office. They haven't had 
any news or message." ^ 

"Oh . . . let's go somewhere then. I'll drive you. There's nothing 
else to do—we’ll go mad if we sit over the radio all day." 

We took her car, which was an open sports Bentley, and set out. 
The Stourton parkland had never looked more wonderful; it was as 
if it had the mood to spread its beauty as a last temptation to remain 
at peace, or, failing^that, as a last spendthrift offering to a thankless 
world. We passed quickly, then threaded the. winding gravel roads 
over the estate to an exit I had not knovoi of before—it opened on 
to the road to Faringdon. Through the still misty morning we raced 
westward and northward; but at Lechlade the sun was bright and 
the clock showed ten minutes past ten. A few miles beyond Biurford 
the country rolled into uplands, and presently we left the main road 
altogether, slowing for tree-hidden corners and streams that crossed 
the lanes in wide sandy shallows, till at last in the distance we saw 
a rim of green against tlie blue. 

"Perhaps it will be a simpler England after the war," was one of 
the things she said. 

"You're already thinking of after the war?" 

"Of course. The next Armistice Day, whenever it comes." 

"It'll be a different England, that's very certain. Not so rich, and 
not so snobbish—but maybe we can do witliout some of the riches 
and all the snobbery." 

She nodded: "Maybe we can do without Stourton—and Bentleys." 

"And two-for-one bonus issues." 

"And guinea biographies like the one somebody onte wrote about 
Charles's father." 

"And parties for His Excellency to meet the winners of the Ladies,' 
Doubles." 

She lau|hed. "And champagne^when you've alf^dy had enough 
cl^pmpagne." « • . • 
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“How can we be so absuid—on a day like this?” 

“Maybe it isn't so absurd.” 

“Where are you taking me?” 

“Oh, just somewhere in England, as tlie war bullet ins may say one 
of these days.” 

We drove on, mile after mile, till at a turn of tl e road the hills 
ahead of us sharpened into a ridge and at the sami turn also there 
was a signpost which made me cry out, with a idden catch of 
breath: “Did you see thatP*^ 

“I know. I wanted to come here.” 

“Hut—you shouldn’jt—it s only torturing yoursclf- 

“No, no. I,promise 1 won't be upset—see, Tin quit* calm.” 

“But all this probing of the past—” 

“That’s where the future will take ns, maybe —1 ick to the past. 
A simpler England. Old England.” 

And then we came upon the gray cottages frondng the stream, 
the square-towered church, the ledge in the stream where the water 
sparkled. We parked our car by the church and walked along the 
street. A postman late on his morning rounds scared with friendly 
curiosity at us and the car, then said “Good morning. A fluff of wind 
blew tall hollyhocks toward us. Somebody was clipping a hedge; an 
old dog loitered into a fresh patch of shade. Little tilings—but I shall 
remember them long after much else has been forgotten. 

There seemed no special significance anywhere, no sign that a war 
had begun. 

Hut as we nciired the post office 1 caught sight of something that 
to me was most significant of all—a small brown two-seater car. 1 
walked over to it; a man saw me examining the license. If ypure 
looking for the tall gentleman,” he came over to say, ‘I think he took 
a walk up the hill.” 

I turned to Mrs. Rainier. "Charles^ was all she whispered. 

“Might be. It meets the Club porter's description and it was hired 
from a London firm.” 

We turned off the main road by a path crossing an open field to¬ 
wards the hill; as we were climbing the chime of three quarters 
came up to us, blown faint by the breeze. The slope was too steep 
for much talk, Jbut when we came within a few yards of the ridge 
she halted to gain breath, gazing down over the village. 

“Looks as if it has never changed.” 

^ “I don't suppose it has, much, in a thousand years.” 

“That makes tn^enty seem only yesterday.” 

“y we meet him, whatiare you ^oing to say?” 
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“I don’t know. I can’t know—before 1 see him.” 

‘‘He’ll wonder why on earth we’ve come here, of all places.” 

• "Then we’ll ask him why on earth he*s here. Perhaps we’ll both 
have to pretend we came to look at the five counties.” 

- She resumed the climb, and in another moment we could see that 
the summit dipped again to a further summit, perhaps higher, and 
that in the hollow between lay a little pond. There was a man lying 
beside it with arms outstretched, as if he had flung himself there 
after the climb. He did not move as we approached, but presently 
we saw smoke curling from a cigarette between his fingers. 

"He’s not asleep,” I said. "He’s just resting.” . 

I saw her eyes and the way her Bps trembled; sometii/ng suddenly 
occurred to me. "By the way, how did you know there were five 
counties?” 

But she didn’t answer; aheady she was rushing down the slope. 
He saw her m time to rise to his feet; she stopped then, several 
yards away, and for a few seconds both were staring at each other, 
hard and still an 3 silent. Then he whispered something I couldn’t 
hear; but I knew in a flash that the gap was closed, that the random 
years were at an end, that the past and the future would join. She 
knew this too, for she ran into his arms calling out: "Oh, Smithy- 
Smithy—it may not be too late!” 




